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LETTER  CL 
From  the  Prince  RoyaL 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Potfdam,  Sep.  9,  1739. 

I HAVE  received  two  of  yonr  letters  at 
once,  that  is  to  fay  of  the  12th  and  the  17th  of 
Auguil^  to  which  I now  write  in  anLver.  The 
fecond  ad:  of  Mahomet  is  likewife  fafely  come 
to  hand.  It  appears  to  me  finely  written,  but, 
to  fpeak  frankly,  lefs  laboured,  lefs  finiflied, 
than  the  firft.  I ought  to  mention  there  is  a 
verfe  in  the  firft  ad  of  the  propriety  of  which 
VOL.  VII.  B I have 


I have  doubted.  I know  not  whether  it  is 
cuftomary  to  fay  ecrafer  des  etincelles, I rather 
thought  it  neceffary  to  write  eteindre,  or,  etouffer 
des  etincellei.'\ 

Let  me  beg  you  to  recoiled  that  beautiful 
line — 

“ And  onward  are  we  led  to  truth  by  doubt.’* 

However  I am  perfedly  convinced  that  I am 
much  more  agreeabiy  affeded  by  the  fplendid 
poetry  of  your  Muffulmen,  than  by-  the  maf- 
facres  which  thofe  infidels  commit  on  our  poor 
Germans,  at  Belgrade. 

As  when,  with  fulphVous  w^ar,  two  fearful  clouds 
Obfcure  the  fummer  flcics,  and  menace  earth, 

ImpelPd  by  winds,  in  their  tempeftuous  courfe. 

And  darting  thunder  from  their  buriling  fides, 

Meet  in  the  circumambient  air  with  fhock 
Impetuous,  making  hell  defcend  from  heav’n, 

Till  Nature  fhudders  at  the  fearful  din. 

Afraid  left  Chaos  (hould  again  ufiirp 
Her  elements,  and  trembling  fits  in  dread,  . 

While  fuff ’ring  earth  to  her  foundation  fliakes — 

So,  %vhen  the  demon  Difcord  thirfts  for  blood, 

Her  fanguinary  banners  are  difplay’d  ; 

Her  vi£liir?s  wait  till  rage,  deftrudlion,  death, 

Have  call  the  die  of  vidlor  and  of  vanquifh’d. 

* Crufh  the  iparks. 

f To  extinguifh,  or,  ftifie  the  fparks.  '' 
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Then  do  puifTant  armies,  madly  blind, 

Infuriate  run  to  murder,  not  in  malice  ; 

The  torrent’s  coiirfe  the  flaughter’d  heaps  impede, 

And  fhrinking  earth  with  horror  drinks  their  blood  ; 

Hell  laughing  poifons  Vi6l’ry  with  remorfe. 

And  Heav’n  their  clamour  echos  back  with  groans. 

What ! Shall  the  hideous  brood  of  Acheron 
Hurry  whole  nations  to  the  hated  field. 

And  drench  their  guilty  hands  in  human  gore  ! 

Hark!  Whence  thofe  fhrleks  Heav’ns  I ’Twas  the  van^ 
quifh’d  dying! 

Redd’ning  in  wrath,  the  Crefeent  terror  glares. 

And,  ftrange  reverfe,  the  Roman  eagles  fly  ; 

The  plain  is  burthen’d  with  expiring  hofls  ; 

Death,  meagre  glutton,  feafts,  in  fearful  Rate, 

On  tribes  in  manners,  form,  and  dwelling  dillant. 

Far  as  the  rifing  from  the  fetting  fun. 

Alas  ! Moldavia*,  thy  difaftrous  fhores, 

Aghall,  are  bathed  in  reeking  purple  tides  ; 

Thy  fleeting  waters  bear  their  livid  load 
Of  buoyant  carnage  into  happier  lands, 

Spreading  abhorrent  terror  as  they  pafs. 

Nor  is  the  horrid  fcourge  of  war  enough  5 
* Th’  infedlious  Crew,  on  war  attendant,  rufli 
To  fweep  away  what  ev’n  in  rage  was  fparMj 
And  lo  1 Thy  fragrant  hills  and  fruitful  vales 
Plague,  Peftilence,  and  Famine  ftraight  devour ! 

Like  as  mount  Athos,  whofe  foundations  lie 
Low  as  th’  abyfs  of  hell,  his  head  in  heav’n, 

Boreas  and  Aquilo  contemptuous  viev»^s 
Fierce  ftorms  colledf,  and  hears  them  howlaflault : 

* The  Berlin  edition  falfely  reads  Moravia.  T. 
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To  Fate  diclating  thus,  and  vain  of  power,  ^ 
Dead  to  human  pangs,  deaf  to  human  woes, 
On  courtly  fhoulders  heaping  kingly  cares',  ^ 
To  courtly  hands  confiding  fire  and  fword,  ' 


If- 


This  monarch  /lumbers — That  the  torch  of  war. 
Slothful  in  his  feraglio,  bids  to  blaze. 


Yes!  Wretched  rulers-!  Yes!  Ye  feed  the  flames 
The  demon  Hatred,  and  that  demon  mote 
Infernal,  mean,  and  defpicable.  Self, 

Enflave  and  goad  you  on  the  tortuous  path. 
EncumberM  by  the  lands  ye  govern  ill. 

Ye  covet  more  than  mem’ry  knows  to  name. 

Well  then  ! Arife  1 Go  forth  and  conquer  worlds ! 
But  look  the  blood  ye  flied  be  all  your  own. 

Nor  leave  one  orphan,  nor  one  widow’d  wife. 

To  mourn  a hufoand’s  or  a father’s  fall. 


This  fpacious  earth,  of  men  the  common  right. 
Where  num’rous  clans  in  num’rous  climates  dwell. 
Swarming  in  kingdoms,  or  apart  in  hordes,, 
Diilinft  ip.  habits,  cuftoms,  manners,  minds  ; 

As  different  in  opinion  as  in  forai 
Thefe  num’rous  clans  have  ftill  a gen’ral  good, 
Wh'ch  binds  and  bids  them  form  one  ample  whole 
They  all  have  hearts,  and  all  to  love  are  prone. 
Infenfate  rancour  I What!  Are  ye,  alone! 

Are  ye  by  angry  Fleav’n  denied  to  love  ? 


Weeping  I view  their  love  to  hatred  turn’d  ; 
Behold  thefe  brothers  taught  the  dev’Kfh  trade- 
Gf .mutual  murder:  Arab,  Tartar,  Turk, 
Gen’rous  and  hofpitable  in  nature  each, 

Frugal  Chinefe,  compaffionate  Gentoo, 

And  ye  proud  Iroquois,  de.fpifing  pain^ 
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Ye  of  Peru  and  Mexico^  opprefs’d, 

Where’er  ye  dwell,  i’th’old  world  or  the  new, 

Are  ye  not  men,  and  fhall  I not  deteft: 

The  horrid  hellifh  arts  that  make  ye  fiends  ? 

Henceforth,  oh  Earth  ! Thy  errors  and  thy  crimes. 
Thy  pride,  thy  contefis,  and  tliy  wars  renounce  ! 

Free  from  alarms  like  brethren  live,  oh  men  ! 

And  oh  ! to  make  ye  bleft,  may  all  the  Smiles, 

The  Loves,  the  Pleafures,  and  the  happy  Arts 
That  once  ennobled  Memphis,  Athens,  Rome, 

And  Florence,  quit  again  their  native  ikies  ; 

And  in  their  tiaiin,  oh  ! Plenty,  prodigal, 

And  thou  all  profp’rous  Luxury,  laughing  come, 
With  ev’ry  fportive  child  that  Fancy  knows. 

Oh  ! come,  enchanting  Arts,  illufive  come. 

Your  wiles,  your  fpells,  and  potent  charms  difplay  ; 
Modell’d  by  you  let  terror  be  transform’d 
To  fomething  irrefiftibly  attra(ftive. 

Thus  do  we  fee  the  glitt’ring  precious  ore. 

And  diamond  rare,  that  light  emits  from  brow 
Of  fwarthy  Soldan,  or  fuperb  Mogul, 

By  induilry  of  man  procur’d  from  gulph 
Profound,  whence  torrents  ftorm,  and  daili  from  rock 
To  rock,  incav’d  where  thunder  never  reaches. 

Thine  Is  the  gift,  Voltaire,  with  magic  touch 
Extremes  to  harmonize,  and  caufe,  while  death 
And  carnage  glut  the  feene,  th’  ecftatic  foul 
To  gaze,  mooii-ilruck,  on  what  it  would  abhor. 

Here  maifacres  may  only  be  endur’d. 

And  pleafure  here  from  mis’ry  be  deriv’d. 

’Tis  for  the  poet’s  wondrous  art  to  trace 
Of  frantic  Tyranny  the  barb’rous  a6ls. 

The  reign  detefied,  and  the  tragic  end  ; 

And  thus  inftru£i  the  living  by  the  dead. 
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Continne  then,  proud  fons  of  Soliman, 

To  make  the  nations  marvel  at  your  deeds  ; 

Monimia,  Mithridates,  foon  furpafs  ; 

Recount  your  triumphs  on  the  Gallic  fcene  ; 

Tread  in  the  fteps  of  Csefar  and  Alzire  ; 

AfTume  of  Mahomet  the  fierce  demeanor  j 
Rivals  no  lefs  redoubted  (hall  you  have  j 
But  pleafure  and  fuccefs  await  your  coming ; 

Already  I behold  your  beauties  beam, 

Behold  ye  crown’d  with  laurels,  by  Voltaire! 

I fend  you  at  the  fame  time  the  preface  to  the 
Henriade.  Seven  years  are  necehary  for  the 
poem  to  be  engraved,  but  the  Englifh  printer 
affures  me  it  (hall  not  be  inferior  in  beauty  to  his 
Latin  Horace.  If  you  find  any  thing  in  the  pre- 
face which  ought  to  be  altered  or  corrected,  it 
depends  only  on  yourfelf  to  make  what  changes 
you  pleafe;  I fliould  not  wiih  to  fee  a word  un- 
worthy of  the  Henriade  or  its  author.  I intrcat, 
however,  you  would  return  me  the  original,  or 
have  it  tranfcribed,  for  I have  no  other  copy. 

After  a journey  of  fom.e  days,  which  I have 
to  make,  I (hall  ferioufly  begin  to  give  battle  to 
Machiavel.  You  know  ftudy  requires  reft,  and 
it  is  fome  months  fince  I have  been  fufFered  to 
remain  in  tranquillity.  I have  been  three  times 
obliged  to  lay  down  the  pen  before  I could  finifh 
this  letter,  and  the  work  which  I propofe  to 
write  requires  judgment  and  precaution,  for 

which 
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which  reafon  I have  referved  it  for  the  lelfure 
of  my  philofophic  retreat. 

I perceive  with  pieafure  that  you  lead  a life 
ahnoft  as  erratic  as  mine.  I'hiriot  informs  me 
of  your  arrival  at  Paris.  I own  that  might  I 
choofe  between  the  feftivals  which  the  French 
at  prefent  keep  and  thofe  which  wer^  held  in 
the  time  of  Louis  XIV.  I fliould  determine  in 
favour  of  that  banquet  of  which  the  mind  par- 
takes rather  than  the  eye ; but  I likewife  know 
I fliould  prefer  the  pieafure  of  converfing  two 
hours  with  you  to  all  thefe  fplendid  wonders. 

I am  interrupted  again ; the  devil  take  fuch 
impertinence  ! 

Here  I am  once  more.  You  fpeak  to  me  of 
great  men,  and  of  engaging  them,  in  the  lan- 
guage of  an  enlifter.  And  do  you  alfo  facri- 
hce  to  the  gods  of  Pruffia?  If  the  Parifians  are 
addidfed  to  pieafure,  and  are  fometimes  miftaken 
in  the  choice  they  make,  we  are  here  addidted 
to  great  men.  Yes,  great,  meafured  Joy  the 
yard ; and  it  might  be  fiid  that,  whoever  has 
the  misfortune  to  be  born  half  a foot  royal  lefs 
than  a giant,  cannot,  according  to  our  rule  of 
proportion,  have  common  fenfe.  I am  but  little 
learned  on  the  fubjedl,  but,  if  what  I have  heard 
be  true,  neither  Alexander  nor  C^efar  were  tall. 
The  prince  of  Conde,  Turenne,  the  duke  of 
B 4 Marl- 
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Marlborough,  and  prince  Eugene,  whom  1 have 
feen,  and  who  were  eax:h  of  them  juftly  entitled 
hero,  were  lefs  fplendid  in  appearance  than  in 
that  flrength  of  mind  which  found  refources  in 
itfelf,  amid  ail  dangers,  and  that  exquifite  judg- 
ment which  taught  them  to  decide  with  promp- 
titude and  fuccefs, 

I am  pleafed,  however,  with  this  amiable 
mania  of  the  French.  I own  1 am  delighted 
when  I think  that  four  hundred  thoufand  inha- 
bitants of  a great  city  only  bufy  themfelves  with 
the  charms  of  life,  and  are  almoft  unacquainted 
with  its  vexations.  It  is  a proof  that  there  are 
four  hundred  thoufand  happy  people.  It  ap- 
pears to  me  that  every  chief  of  fociety  ought 
ferioufly  to  think  of  infpiring  his  fubjeds  with 
content,  if  he  cannot  make  them  wealthy,  for 
content  may  very  well  fubfifl  without  the  fup- 
port  of  great  wealth.  The  man,  for  example, 
who  fees  himfelf  at'  the  playhoufe,  at  fome  fefti- 
val,  or  in  a place  where  a numerous  affembly 
infpires  him  with  a certain  kind  of  fatisfadion, 
the  man,  I fay,  in  fuch  moments  is  happy,  and 
returns  home  with  his  imagination  full  of  the 
agreeable  objects  which  are  imprefled  upon  his 
mind.  Why  therefore  not  refine  ftill  further, 
to  obtain  fuch  pleafing  moments,  which  foften 
all  the  bitternefs  of  life,  or  which,  at  leaft,  pro- 
cure 
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cure  intervals  during  which  every  grief  of  man 
is  forgotten  ? Pleafure  is  the  only  real  good, 
therefore  to  furnifh  fociety  with  the  means  of 
diverfion  is  to  do  good  in  a very  conhderabjc 
degree. 

It  fnould  feem  that  the  world  is  of  this  opi- 
nion, for  even  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Nova 
Zembla,  and  on  Hyperborean  feas,  there  is  no 
talk  but  of  rejoicings.  Our  news  from  Peterlburg 
abounds  with  nothing  but  balls_,  feftivals,  and 
banquets,  given  on  the  occafion  of  the  marriage 
of  the  prince  of  Brunfv/ick.  I faw  this  prince 
with  the. duke  of  Lorrain,  at  Berlin,  and  faw 
him  in  a playful  mood,  which  by  no  means 
fpoke  the  monarch.  They  are  two  chiefs,  how- 
ever, who,  I know  not  by  what  neceiTity,  or  what 
providence,  appear  deflined  to  reign  over  the 
greateft  part  of  Europe.  Were  providence  all 
it  is  deferibed  to  be,  your  Newtons,  yoiir  Lockes, 
and  your  Voltalres,  in  fine,  thofe  beings  who 
think  the  moft,  would  be  mafters  of  this  world. 
It  would  then  appear  that  the  infinite  wifdoni 
which  prefides  over  all  accidents  would,  by  a 
choice  worthy  of  itfelf,  have  placed  the  wifeft 
among  men  to  govern  their  inferiors ; but,  ac- 
cording to  the  manner  in  which  things  are  con- 
duced, we  might  rather  affirm  every  thing  hap- 
pened by  chance^ 


A man 
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A man  of  merit  is  not  efteemed  according  to 
liis  worth,  another  is  not  placed  in  his  proper 
lltuation ; a worthlefs  fellow  Iball  be  called 
noble,  and  a man  of  the  higheft  merit  languiOi 
in  obfcurity.  The  reins  of  government  in  em- 
pires are  committed  to  unfkilful  hands,  and  ex- 
pert perfons  are  kept  at  a diftance.  Men  may 
fay  whatever  they  pleafe  on  this  fubjed:,  but  they 
will  never  be  able  to  bring  one  good  reafon  in 
fupport  of  condud:  fo  capricious. 

I am  chagrined  that  my  fate  has  not  ftationed 
me  in  fuch  a manner  as  that  I might  every  day 
converfe  with  you,  might  hammer  fome  few 
phrafes  on  philofophy  with  the  marchionefs  du 
Chatelet,  and  that  the  country  of  the  arts  and 
feiences  is  not  my  country.  Perhaps  this  trifling 
diflfatisfad:ion  has  given  birth  to  my  complaints 
concerning  providence;  perhaps  there  is  too 
much  ralhnefs  in  my  doubts ; but  I cannot, 
however,  perfuade  myfelf  they  are  totally  un- 
founded. 

I entreat  you  would  tell  the  beauteous  Emily 
I fhall  this  winter  fludy  that  branch  of  philofo- 
phy which  flie  patronizes,  and  that  I beg  fhe 
would  warm  my  imagination  with  .a  ray  ol  her 
genius.  Do  not  forget  me,  dear  Voltaire ; let  not 
the  charms  of  Paris,  your  friends,  the  fciences, 
pleafure  and  the  company  of  the  fair,  efface  from 

you 
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your  memory  the  perfon  who.  ought  to  be  there 
eternally  fixed.  1 think  I deferve  a place  in 
your  heart  from  the  efteem  and  friendfhip  with 
which  I ever  (hall  remain, 

My  dear  Voltaire, 

Your  indubitable  friend. 


LETTER  CII. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

SIR,  Paris,  Sept.  1739. 

I Received  thofe  two  great  confolations  at 
Paris  of  which  I had  moft  need  in  that  immenfe 
city,  where  feign  noife,  dilTipation,  and  the  fruit- 
lefs  eagernefs  to  feek  for  friends  that  are  not  to 
be  found ; where  men  live  only  for  themfelves  ; 
where  a perfon  fuddenly  finds  himfelf  furround- 
ed  by  vortices  more  chimerical  than  thofe  of 
Defcartes,  and  lefs  proper  to  conduce  to  happi- 
nefs  than  the  Cartefian  abfurdities  are  to  teach 
us  the  fecrets  of  nature.  My  two  confolations 
were  the  two  letters  with  which  your  royal  high- 
nefs  honoured  me,  dated  on  the  ninth  and  the 
' fifteenth  of  Auguft,  which  w^ere  fent  to  me  at 
Paris. 

On  my  arrival,  the  firft  thing  neceflary  was 

to 
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to  anfwer  numerous  objedions  which  I found 
difperfed  through  Paris  againft  the  difcoveries 
of  Newton.  But  this  trifling  duty,  of  which  I 
have  acquitted  myfelf,  did  not  fuffer  me  to  lofe 
fight  of  Mahomet,  the  firft  part  of  which  I have 
done  myfelf  the  honour  to  fend  to  your  royal 
highnefs.  I here  fend  you  two  more  ads. 
Were  I to  have  waited  till  they  were  wonhy  to 
be  prefcnted  to  you,  1 mufi:  have  waited  too 
long.  I fend  them  as  a proof  of  my  anxiety  to 
afford  you  pleafure ; and,  as  a better  proof,  I 
fhall  begin  to  corred  them.  Your  royal  high- 
nefs will  perceive  whether  the  horrors  which  ac- 
company fanaticifm  are  painted  with  ftrokes  fuf- 
ficiently  bold  and  true.  The  unfortunate  Saide 
(or  Zaida)  who  imagined  that  to  murder  his 
father  was  to  ferve  God,  is  no  fanciful  portrait. 
Such  were  Jean  Chatel,  Clement,  Ravaillac; 
and  what  increafes  the  horror  is  they  were  each 
of  them  fincere.  Is  it  not  therefore  of  fervice 
to  humanity  to  diflinguifh,  as  I always  have 
done,  between  religion  and  fuperflition ; or  do 
I merit  perfecution  for  having  continually  faid, 
in  a hundred  different  ways,  that  we  never  can 
do  good  to  God  by  doing  ill  to  man } 

The  fuffrages,  the  kindnefs,  and  the  letters  of 
your  royal  highnefs,  alone  could  be  able  to  fup- 
port  me  agaijiff  the  contrarieties  whicli  I hawe 

under- 
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undergone  in  my  own  country.  I regard  my 
life  as  the  banquet  of  Damocles,  at  the  table  of 
Dionyfius.  The  letters  of  your  royal  highnefs 
and  the  fociety  of  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet 
are  to  me  feafting,  and  mulic. 

The  fword  of  perfecution,  o^er  my  head 
Sufpended,  the  delicious  banquet  fpoils. 

Which  in  Apollons  temple  fumptuous  waits, 

For  me  preparM  by  Frederic  the  divine  ! 

Fife  would  my  mufe,  embolden’d  by  his  fong, 
Melodious  take  new  life  and  wing,  and  join 
Her  willing  notes  to  his  heroic  ftrains  ! 

But  who  e’er  faw,  beneath  the  vulture’s  gripe. 

The  tender  philomela  fing  of  love  ? 


Scarcely  had  I arrived  at  Paris  before  it  was 
whifpered  to  a great  minifter  that  I had  written 
the  hiftory  of  his  life,  and  that  this  fatirical  hif- 
tory  would  foon  appear  in  foreign  countries. 
The  Bander  was  quickly  put  to  confufion,  but 
it  might  have  been  fatal.  Your  royal  highnefs 
is  acquainted  with  the  power  of  dcfpotifm,  which 
you  will  never  abufe.  You  can  well  imagine 
what  is  the  fituation  of  a man  whofe  deflrudion 
a fingle  word  may  effe(51:,  and  this  fituation  is 
continually  mine.  Thefe  are  my  rewards,  after 
having  employed  twenty  years  in  endeavouring 
to  amufe,  and  fometimes  perhaps  to  inftrudt, 
my  nation. 


But, 
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But,  once  again,  your  royal  higlinefs  loves 
me,  and  I am  far  from  having  caufe  to  com- 
plain. You  have  deigned  to  have  the  Henriade 
engraved,  and  what  ill  can  be  done  me  which 
will  not  be  inferior  to  fuch  an  honour ! 

I have  juft  purchafed  the  works  of  Machiavel, 
that  I may  perfectly  feel  the  force  of  your  excel- 
lent refutation ; which  I exped  from  what  you 
intend  at  prefent  to  write ; but  I believe  there 
will  be  no  better  refutJltion  of  Machiavel  than 
your  own  condu6l.  Men  feem  all  to  be  em- 
ployed at  prefent  in  mutual  deftru(ftion,  and, 
from  the  empire  of  the  Mogul  to  the  ftraits  of 
Gibraltar,  all  is  war.  It  is  fuppofed  that  France 
iilfo  will  foot  it  in  this  vile  Pyrrhic  dance.  And 
this  is  the  feafon  in  which  your  royal  highnefs 
teaches  the  dodlrine  of  juftice,  previous  to  any 
exercife  of  your  prowefs ! May  I be  permitted 
to  aflc  when  I fhall  be  fo  happy  as  to  read  thefe 
lefTons  of  equity  and  wifdom  ? 

I have  feen  the  Iky-rockets  which  have  been 
played  off,  at  Paris,  with  fo  much  pomp  ; but 
it  is  my  wifti  men  fhould  begin  by  building  a 
fine  town-hall,  beautiful  fquares,  convenient  and 
fuperb  market-places,  and  fpiendid  fountains, 
before  they  indulge  themfelves  in  fireworks.  I 
prefer  Roman  magnificence  to  Rich  fmoke.  Not 
that  I condemn  the  latter.  God  forbid  that  I 

lliould 
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ilioiild  take  offence  at  any  of  the  ^pleafnrcs  of 
mankind.  I only  feel  fome  regret  for  want  of 
what  we  have  not,  while  I partake  of  that  which 
we  have. 

Your  royal  highnefs  no  doubt  is  informed 
that  Buchardon  and  Vaucanfon  produce  mafter- 
pieces,  each  in  his  kind.  Rameau  labours  to 
bring  Italian  my.fic  into  fafnion.  Thefe  are  men 
wotthy  of  living  under  Frederic ; but  I defy 
them  to  wifli  it  fo  earneOdy  as  I do. 

M am,  with  the  mod  profound  refped,  and 
tendered  gratitude,  &c. 

L E T E R cm. 

From  the  Prince  Royal. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  R.emufberg,  O^.  lo,  1739. 

As  well  as  the  public,  have  imagined 
that  your  reception  at  Paris  was  the  bed  poffible  ; 

. tliat  every  body  there  would  be  eager  to  fhevv 
you  civilities,  and  render  you  honour,  and  that 
your  abode  in  that  immenfe  city  would  not  beddf- 
turbed  by  any  difagreeable  vexations.  I am  forty 
to  find  myfelf  deceived  on  a fubjedt  which  I 
had  much  at  heart.  It  appears  your  fate  re- 
fcmbles  that  of  mod  other  great  men,  who  are 
1 perfe- 
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■perfecuted  during  life,  and  when  they  are  dead 
adored  as  deities.  The  truth  is  thatfuch  a def- 
tiny,  however  bright  its  future  fplendor,  depids 
the  time  prefent  under  no  very  agreeable  afped. 
But  thefe  are  occafions  on  which  the  mind  (hould 
afTume  fortitude  fuilicient  to  repel  fear,  and  to 
prepare  for  all  accidents.  The  fed  of  the  floics 
was  never  more  flourifhing  than  under  the  ty- 
ranny of  bad  emperors.  And  why  ? Becaufe  it 
was  then  neceflary  to  defpife  pain,  and  death, 
before  they  could  enjoy  life  in  peace.  May 
your  ftoicifm,  my  dear  Voltaire,  at  lead  be  pow- 
erful enough  to  infure  you  unalterable  tranquil- 
lity. Say  with  Horace,  1 envelope  myfelf  in 
‘f-my  virtue.”  If  fo  it  might  be,  what  welcome 
fhould  you  not  meet  here  ! My  houfe  fhould 
be  an  afylum  for  you,  againft  all  the  affaults  of 
fortune  ; and  it  fhould  be  my  ftudy  to  procure 
happinefs  for  the  man  whofe  works  have  added 
fo  much  to  the  delights  of  my  life. 

I have  received  the  two  new  ads  of  Zopyrus, 
which  I have  read  but  once,  but  I will  anfwer 
for  their  fuccefs.  I fcarcely  could  forbear  weep- 
ing while  I read  the  fcenc  between  Zopyrus  and 
Saide.  That  between  Saide  and  Palmyra,  when 
Saide  is  preparing  to  commit  parricide,  and 
that,  likewife,  in  which  Mahomet,  fpeaking  to 
Omar,  feigns  to  difapprove  the  ad  of  Saide^ 

are 
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are  excellent.  I own  it  appears  to  me  that  Zo- 
pyrus  comes  exprefsiy  to  confefs  on  the  theatre, 
that  he  may  die  according  to  rule;  and  that 
the  fcene  opening  and  (hutting  at  the  back  of 
the  ftage,  has  rather  a mechanical  air;  but  I 
cannot  judge  till  I have  read  again.  The  cha- 
ra6lers,  the  manners,  and  the  art  of  moving  the 
paflions,  difcover  the  hand  of  that  great,  that 
excellent  mafter  who  has  written  this  piece ; 
and,  though  it  fliould  happen  to  be  true  that 
Zopyrus  does  not  come  naturally  enough  on  the 
ftage,  I imagine  this  is  a blemifli  which  might 
be  overlooked  in  a perfeft:  beauty,  and  which 
would  not  be  remarked  except  by  the  old,  who 
coldly  examine  with  fpeftacles  on  nofe  what  ought 
to  be  feen  and  felt  withfudden  tranfport.  Your 
rejoicings  at  Paris  have  only  gratified  your  fight, 
PYr  my  part,  I wifli  for  rejoicings  in  which  the 
mind  and  all  the  fenfes  may  profitably  partake. 
I think  it  would  but  be  the  pedantry  of  know- 
ledge in  pleafure  to  feledl  fubjecls  of  inftruftion, 
and  to  confine  their  diverfions  within  the  limits 
of  good  tafle.  This  would  be  to  narrow  the 
capacity  the  Creator  has  beftovved  on  the  human 
mind,  which  can  contain  more  than  one  kind  of 
knowledge.  It  would  be  to  render  ufelefs  the 
work  of  a god  who  appears  to  be  an  epicurean, 
VOL,  VII.  C fa 
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lb  much  care  has  he  taken  of  the  picafures  of 
man. 

y*aime  le  luxe  et  mime  la  mollejfe^ 

Et  les  pla'i/irs  de  toute  efpece; 

’Tout  honnite  homme  a de  tels  fentimens,  * 

We  have  lord  Baltimore  and  Algarotti  here, 
who  are  on  their  return  to  England.  This  lord 
is  a very  fenfible  man,  pofleffed  of  confiderable 
knowledge,  and  one  who  thinks,  as  we  do,  that 
the  fciences  are  not  derogatory  to  nobility.  I 
have  admired  the  genius  of  the  Englifhman, 
like  a handfome  face  feen  through  a veil.  He 
fpeaks  French  very  ill,  yet  there  is  a pleafure  in 
hearing  him  fpeak;  and  he  pronounces  the  Eng- 
lifh  fo  fad  that  it  is  not  poffible  to  keep  pace  with 
him.v  He  calls  a PrulTian  a mechanical  animal, 
and  fays  that  Peterfburg  is  the  eye  of  Ruffia, 
with  which  it  looks  toward  polifhed  countries  ; 
and  that  were  it  deprived  of  this  eye,  it  would 
prefen tly  decline  into  that  date  of  barbarity  in. 
which  it  fo  lately  dumbered. 

* « j luxury,  and  even  effeminacy  ; I love  pleafures  of 
every  fpecies,  and  believe  all  worthy  men  are  of  my  mind.’* 
— The  Bafil  edition  adds — It  was  Mofes  apparently  who  faid 
this ; or,  if  not  Mofes,  it  was  a man  who  would  be  a better 
kgiflator  than  this  Jewifli  impoftor,  and  whom  I efteem  a 
thoufand  times  above  that  whole  nation,  fupeiftitious,  feeble, 
jnd  cruel  as  it  was.  T. 


He 
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He  is  a great  partifan  for  the  fun,  nor  do  I 
think  him  much  averfe  to  the  dogmas  of  Zo- 
roafter.  He  has  met  with  people  here  to  whom 
he  could  fpeak  without  conflraint,  which  o»  ca- 
fioned  me  to  compofe  the  inclofed  epidle,  and 
which  1 beg  you  to  correvfl  without  mercy. 

You  are  acquainted  with  young  Algarotti, 
who  has  pleafed  me  beyond  defcription.  He 
has  promifed  me  to  return  as  foon  as  pofllble. 
We  have  converfed  largely,  of  you,  of  mathe- 
matics, of  poetry,  of  all  the  fciences,  of  trifles, 
in  fine,  of  every  thing.  He  pofTeffes  much  ar-f 
dour,  vivacity,  and  mildnefs,  which  to  me  are  ex- 
ceedingly agreeable.  He  has  compofed  a cantata, 
which  was  immediately  fet  to  rnufic*,  and  with 
which  he  was  very  well  fatisfied.  We  parted 
with  regret,  and  I fear  it  will  be  long  before  I 
fhall  meet  a man  fo  amiable  in  thefe  countries. 

We  this  week  expedf  the  marquis  de  la  Che- 
tardie,  to  whom  likewife  we  mufl:  bid  a mourn- 
ful adieu.  I am  unacquainted  with  this  M.  de 
Valori,  but  I have  heard  him  fpoken  of  as  a 
man  who  has  not  the  manners  of  polite  life. 
They  certainly  might  very  well  have  omitted 
fending  us  M.  de  Valori,  and  depriving  us  of 

* a mtfe  aujfitot  en  mufiq^te*  The  prince  Cseras  to 

liifinuate  he  fet  it  to  miific  himielf.  T, 

C a Iwja 
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La  Chetardie,  who  in  every  refped  is  a very 
agreeable  gentleman.  / 

Be  perfuaded  that  here  at  Rheinfberg  we 
trouble  ourfelves  as  little  concerning  war  as 
if  no  fuch  thing  exifted  in  the  world.  I am  at 
prefent  at  work  on  Machiavel,  interrupted  occa- 
fionally  by  the  idly  impertinent,  the  race  of 
whom  is  not  yet  extindl,  notwithftanding  the 
thunderbolts  hurled  at  them  by  Moliere.  I 
refute  Machiavel  chapter  by  chapter,  fome  of 
which  are  written  ; but  I wait  till  the  whole  is 
finifhed  before  I begin  to  correct.  You  fhall 
be  the  firft  who  fhall  fee  the  work,  nor  fhall  it 
quit  my  hands  till  it  has  been  purified  by  the 
fire  of  your  genius. 

I am  in  expedation  of  your  corredtions  for  the 
preface  to  the  Henriade,  that  I may  make  fuch 
alterations  as  you  think  proper  ; after  which  the 
Henriade  fhall  be  expedited  with  all  poflible 
fpeed. 

I have  built  a tower,  on  the  top  of  which  I 
have  an  obfervatory.  The  lower  flory  is  a grotto, 
the  fecond  a chartiber  for  philofophic  inflru- 
ments,  and  the  third  a fmall  printing  apartment. 
This  tower  joins  my  library  by  means  of  a colon- 
nade, at  the  top  of  which  is  a platform.  I fend 
you  the  plan,  for  your  amufement,  till  fuch  time 
as  your  good  citizens  fhall  think  proper  to  build 
a town-houfe  and  market-places  in  Paris. 

I wait 
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I wait  with  much  impatience  for  your  letters, 
and  intreat  you  will  believe  me  as  much  your 
friend  as  man  can  be. 

P.  S.  Csefario  will  not  fuffer  me  to  be 
his  interpreter;  he  rather  prefers  writing  to  you 
himfelf. 

Though  nothing  can  add  to  the  fentiments 
of  affection,  or  the  perfect  attachment  I feel 
for  you,  fir,  it  is  notwithftanding  pad;  doubt 
that,  had  it  pleafed  my  augufi:  mafter  to  depi(5l 
them,  you  would  have  been  convinced  of  the 
truth  of  what  I fay  in  a much  more  agreeable 
manner.  In  knowledge  I refemble  a woman 
whofe  youth  and  beauty  are  paft,  and  who  is 
indebted  for  mod  of  her  charms  to  her  drefs. 
Would  fhe  difpleafe  you  undrefled  ? I believe 
not,  and  I dare  boldly  venture  to  flievv  to  you 
the  naked  friendfiiip  with  which,  during  life,  I 
fhall  ever  remain,  fir,  to  you  and  yours,  &c. 

‘‘  Kayserling.’" 

I beg  you  will  prefent  every  afiuiance  of  » 
my  refped  to  the  marchionefs.  Every  wlfli 
of  my  heart  would  be  accomplifhed  might  I, 
in  the  fuite  of  my  adorable  maflier,  travel  to 

^ The  above  poftfcript  is  omitted  in  the  Berlin  edition, 
perhaps  becaufe  it  too  forcibly  painted  the  flattering,  &c., 
character  of  the  favourite.  T. 

C3 
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Paris,  while  madaine  du  Chatelet,  the  prince 
of  NalPau,  and  you,  fir,  contribute  to  em- 
belUQi  that  city.  But  be  kind  eno’igh,  fir, 
to  judge  me  by  yourfelf.  Should  you  be  dif- 
pbfed  to  quit  the  marchionefs  to  come  and 
join  us  at  Remufberg?’’ 


LETTER  CW. 

Trom  M.  de  Voltaire, 

SIR,  Paris,  O^lober  jS,  1739^* 

I SEND  your  royal  highnefs  the  greateft 
monument  that  exids  of  your  bounty  and  my 
fame.  I never  poflhiTed  true  fame  till  the  day 
you  granted  me  your  protedion,  and  it  is  now 
at  its  height,  from  the  honour  which  you  have 
deigned  to  confer  on  the  Henriade.  Two  fin- 
cere  friends  of  mine,  who  are  in  Paris,  have  read 
this  (hort  profe  effay,  which  is  of  more  worth 
than  all  my  poetry.  They  fcarcely  could  retain 
their  tears,  when  they  beheld  that  there  feldom 
was  a line,  which  fell  from  your  pen,  that  was 
not  th.e  offspring  of  a heart  born  for  the  happi- 
refs  of  mankind,  and  of  a mind  created  for  their 
indruclion.  They  admired  the  energy  with 

which 
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which  your  royal  highnefs  writes  in  a foreign 
language,  they  were  aftoniQied  at  the  fingularity 
of  your  tafte  for  fubjeds  concerning  which  fo  ^ 
many  of  our  princes  have  fo  little  knowledge. 
This  certainly  flruck  them,  but  the  fentiment^ 
of  humanity  which  reign  in  that  work  captivated 
their  fouls.  All  they  could  promife  was  to 
keep  the  fecret,  as  far  as  related  to  the  preface ; 
but  to  be  filent,  not  to  fpeak  in  praife  of  the 
adorable  prince  who  thinks  with  fo  much  gran- 
deur and  benevolence,  would  be  impoffible. 
They  were  fo  much  affeded  they  could  not  but 
exclaim  with  me — 

Rival  of  all  the  great  and  good,  fay,  when 

Shall  we  behold  thee,  firft  of  godlike  men  ! 

Mirror  of  Chriftian  princes!  But  who  ne’er 

Saw  Chriftian  prince  that  might  with  thee  compare  ! 

I have  written  nothing  fince  the  two  laft  ads 
of  Mahomet.  I appear  before  my  mailer  with 
empty  hands,  but  he  mufl;  grant  me  his  pardon  ; 
my  afflidibns  have  again  all  overtaken  me. 
Did  the  enemies  who  perfecuted  me  know  how 
much  I fuffer,  I believe  they  would  blufh  at 
their  own  envy  and  hatred  j for  how  might  they 
envy  the  man  whofe  every  hour,  almoft,  is 
marked  by  pain  ; or  why  hate  him  who  employs 
his  intervals  of  eafe  only  to  render  himfelf  iefs 
unworthy  of  affording  pleafure  to  thole  who 
love  the  arts  and  mankind  ? 

C4 
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Madame  du  Chatelet  will  not  depart  for  the 
Netherlands  till  toward  the  beginning  of  No- 
vember, and  I do  not  think  my  health  would 
permit  me  to  accompany  her  were  (lie  to  go 
fooner. 

I read  Machiavel  whenever  my  ill  health  and 
my  ftudies  will  permit.  1 have  the  vanity  to 
think  that  the  moft  difgufting  of  the  writings 
of  this  author  is  the  chapter  Della  Crudelta^  in 
which  this  ingenious  and  political  monfter  has 
the  effrontery  to  fay  Deve  fer  tante  un  principe 
non  fi  curare  dAV  inf amia  di  crudele  * ; and  (till 
more  efpecially  the  i8th  chapter,  intitled,  In 
che  modo  j p?Incipi  debblano  ojfervare  la  fede,\ 
If  I might  venture  to  fpeak  what  I think  to 
your  royal  highnefs,  who,  in  heart,  mind,  and 
rank,  was  afluredly  born  the  judge  of  thefe 
fubjeds,  I fliouid  declare  that  I find  neither 
reafoa  nor  underftanding  in  this  chapter.  It  is 
a very  excellent  proof  truly  that  a prince  ought 
to  be  a villain,  becaufe  Achilles,  according  to 
the  fable,  was  fed  by  an  animal  half  a beafl 
and  half  a man.  If  indeed  a fox  had  been  the 
preceptor  of  Ulyfics,  there  might  have  been 

* A prince  ouglit  not  greatly  to  regard  the  infamy  that  at- 
tends on  cruelty. 

f Of  the  manner  in  which  princes  ought  to  obferve  their 
contrad-s. 


fome 


CORRESPONDENCE. 


25 


fome  juilice  in  the  allegory.  But  what  con- 
clufion  can  be  drawn  from  Achilles,  who  is 
reprefented  as  the  moft  impetuous  and  lead 
politic  of  men  ? 

Jn  the  fame  chapter  he  affirms  it  is  neceffiary 
to  be  perfidious ; perche  gli  uomini  Jono  and 

a moment  after  he  adds,  Jono  tanto  Jemplici  gli 
uomini  che  colui  che  inganna  trover  a Jempre  chi  ft 
lajcera  ingannare,^ 

It  feemxS  to  me  that  the  preceptor  of  vice 
ought  to  be  thus  felf-contradidory. 

I have  not  yet  received  the  notes  of  Amelof 
de  la  Houffaye ; but  what  commentary  can  be 
neceffiary  to  my  prince  to  difcover  the  falfe,  or 
to  confound  the  unjufl?  Bleffied  be  the  day  when 
his  amiable  hands  fhall  have  finilhed  a work  on 
which  the  happinefs  of  man  will  depend,  and 
which  ought  to  become  the  catechifm  of  kings  ! 

bknow  not  what  reception  the  manifeflo  of 
the  emperor  againft  his  general,  and  againfi:  his 
plenipotentiary,  would  meet  with  in  this  cate- 
chifm. It  is  not  for  me  to  caft  a glance  fo 
high, 

Pajlorcm^  ’Tiiyrey  pingues 
Pafcers  oportet  oves,  nec  regum  bella  refcrre, 

* Becaiife  men  are  wicked. 

f Mankind  are  fo  limple  that  he  who  wi/hes  to  deceive  will 
always  find  thofe  who  will  fuffer  themfclvesto  be  deceived. 

I have 
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\ have  been  vifited  by  the  fon  of  M.  Gramkan, 
who  appears  to  me  to  be  a young  man  of  merit, 
worthy  of  ferving  and  liftening  to  your  royal 
highnefs. 

I hear  nothing  more  of  the  journey  which  the 
baron  von  Kayferling  was  to  make  to  Paris ; l am 
afraid  lefl  I fliould  be  gone  without  having  feen 
a perfon  with  whom  1 fliould  have  pafled  whole 
days  in  fpeaking  of  a prince  who  does  honour 
to  humanity.  Madame  du  Chatelet  has' written 
to  your  royal  highnefs.  I am  with  the  mofl 
profound  refped,  and  the  moft  tender  gratitude, 
&c. 


LETTER  CV. 

From  the  Prince  RoyaL 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Remufberg,  Nov.  5,  1739. 

I WAS  as  much  mortified  by  the  infirm 
fate  of  your  health  as  I was  rejoiced  by  the  fatis- 
fadion  which  you  teftify  at  reading  my  preface. 
I confign  over  the  ftyle  to  be  criticifed  by  every 
Zoilus  on  earth  ; yet,  at  the  fame  time,  perfuade 
myfelf  it  will  bear  examination,  fince  it  contains 

nothing 
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nothing  but  truths  to  which  every  thinking  man 
mufl  neceffarily  aflent. 

The  refutation  of  Machiavel,  in  favoiw  of 
which  you  intereft  yourfelf,  is  finiihed.  I am 
at  prefent  beginning  with  die  firft  chapter,  to 
corre(5l,  and,  if  poffible,  to  render  the  work 
worthy  of  pofterity.  That  I may  not  keep  you 
in  fufpence,  I fend  you  a few  morfels  of  this 
rough  marbie,  which  are  not  yet  polifhed. 

A week  fince,  I fent  the  preface  to  the  mar- 
chionefs.  You  will  receive  the  chapters  in  or- 
der, and  corrected,  when  they  Ihall  be  complete. 
Though  I do  not  with  to  put  my  name  to  the 
work,  I yet  defire,  if  the  public  fhould  uifped; 
the  author,  that  it  might  not  do  me  an  injury. 
For  this  reafon,  I beg  you  would  have  the  good- 
nefs  frankly  to  point  out  whatever  needs  cor- 
re(flion.  Y ou  will  perceive  that  any  indulgence, 
in  fuch  a cafe,  would  be  prejudicial  and  fatal  to 
me. 

I informed  a certain  perfon  of  my  defign  to 
refute  Machiavel,  and  this  certain  perfon  affured 
me  it  was  lofi;  time,  fince  the  complete  refuta- 
tion of  Machiavel’s  II  Principe  might  be  found 
in  the  political  notes  on  Tacitus,  by  Amelot  de 
la  Houfiaye.  This  induced  me  to  read  Amelot, 
and  his  notes,  in  which  I did  not  find  what  I 
had  been  taught  to  expech.  Some  of  the  maxims 

of 
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of  fuch  dangerous  and  deteftable  politics  are 
there  refuted,  but  not  the  whole,  as  a work. 

Where  the  ftyle  would  permit  me,  I have 
mingled  the  pleafant  and  the  ferious,  and  haye 
added  fome  Ihort  digreffions  to  thofe  chapters 
which  prefented  nothing  very  interefting  to  the 
reader.  Thus  the  reafonings,  which  could  not 
fail  to  infpire  languor  by  their  drynefs,  are  fol- 
lowed by  fome  hiftorical  or  critical  remarks,  to 
keep  the  attention  of  the  reader  alive.  I have 
been  f lent,  wherever  prudence  told  me  filence 
was  neceflary  ; nor  have  I permitted  my  pen 
to  endanger  my  tranquillity. 

I am  acquainted  with  numerous  anecdotes  of 
the  courts  of  Europe,  which  certainly  would  have 
diverted  my  readers,  but  I fliould  have  com- 
pofed  a fatire  which  would  have  been  the  more 
ofFenfive  by  being  true  ; and  this  is  what  I never 
will  compofe.  I am  not  born  to  afflidt  princes; 

I would  rather  render  them  wife  and  happy. 

In  this  packet  you  will  find  five  chapters  of 
Machiavel,  the  plan  of  Remufberg,  which  I 
have  long  been  indebted  to  you,  and  fome  pow- 
ders which  will  be  excellent  for  your  cholic ; I 
ufe  them  myfelf,  and  they  are  of  infinite  fervice 
to  me.  They  muft  be  taken  when  going  to  bed, 
mixed  with  pure  water. 

Adieu,  my  dear,  my  ever  ill,  and  ever  per- 
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fecuted  friend ; I leave  you  to  take  up  my  work 
again,  and,  with  the  fame  pen  which  wrote  the 
eulogy  on  the  incomparable  author  of  the  Hen- 
riade,  to  blacken  the  infamous  and  villainous 
charade r of  the  advocate  of  vice.  But  this  pen 
may  much  more  eafily  confound  the  corruptor  of 
the  human  race  than  be  able  to  praife  the  pre- 
ceptor of  mankind.  Eloquence  is  afflided  when, 
having  great  things  to  fay,  (he  finds  herfeif  con- 
tinually inferior  to  her  fubjed. 

My  friendfliip  to  the  marchionefs,  and  my 
compliments  to  your  friends,  who  fhould  be  my 
friends  likewife,  fince  they  are  worthy  to  be 
yours. 

I am  with  all  fincerity,  and  pofii.ble  tender- 
nefs,  my  dear  Voltaire,  &c. 


LETTER  CVL 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 


November,  1739. 

Burn  wandving  Baltimore  thy  fhip,  no  more 
Land  on  Sarmatian  or  Morifcan  fliore  ; 

Plough  not  the  feas  of  Bengal  or  Peru— 

Thou,  Algarotti,  eager  to  purfue, 

Through  various  climes,  a fage  in  early  youth, 

Wifdom  and  pleafure,  poetry  and  truth, 


Of 
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Of  man,  his  prefent  and  his  future  doom, 

At  wanton  Venice,  or  atbeaftly  Rome, 

At  German  feafts,  French  plays,  court,  cottage,  cell. 
In  fearch  ; afl<ing  of  all  what  none  can  tell  j 
Modern  Diogenes,  no  more  enquire  : 

Throw  by  thy  lantern,  let  thy  light  expire  : 

A man  is  found  ! An  honell,  great  and  good ! 

Mount  Remus  is  the  place  of  his  abode. 

A king  of  hearts  ! To  this  famM  mount  repair, 

Behold  the  fage,  and  end  your  travels  there. 

Him  having  feen,  there^s  nothing  more  to  fee  ! 

Heav’ns  ! When  lhall  I at  this  bleft  mountain  be^ 
Where  juilice,  wit,  philofophy,  combined 
With  every  virtue,  form  one  mighty  myid  ? 

Olympus,  Sinai,  Thabor,  are  o’ercaft ! 

Their  ancient  radiance  Remus  has  furpafs’d  1 
No  more  of  Phoebus’  lyre,  Jove’s  thund’ring  nods, 

Of  prefent  heroes,  or  of  former  gods  ; 

Effac’d  are  they,  their  fame  and  ancient  rites  ; 

Lo ! Frederic  comes ! The  god  in  whom  my  heart  delights ! 

I afk  pardon,  fir,  of  Sinai  and  Thabor.  Hur- 
ried away  by  my  ardour,  I have  faid  more  than 
I ought  to  have  faid.  Neither  have  the  thun- 
der and  lightning  of  Mount  Sinai  any  relation 
to  the  philofophic  life  which  is  led  at  Mount 
Remus;  nor  is  there  any  exifling  difpute  be- 
tween the  transfiguration  on  Thabor  and  the  uni- 
formity of  your  charming  charadler.  In  fine, 
your  royal  highnefs  mufl  pardon  enthufiafm,  of 
which  furely  I might  be  permitted  to  have  a 
little;  I who  had  but  juft  read  the  beautiful 
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epiftle  with  which  your  French  mufe  regaled 
lord  Baltimore  ! I perceive  my  prince  has  trea- 
fured  up  the  Englifli  language,  as  a part  of  his 
knowledge.  Dulces  Jermones  cujujcumque  lingua. 

I imagine  this  lord  Baltimore  muft  have  been 
greatly  furprifed  to  fee  a German  prince  write 
French  poetry  to  an  Englilhman.  But  what 
can  be  faid  ? I am  more  furprifed  than  he.  I 
cannot  interpret  this  miracle  of  nature.  I once 
again  afk  how  can  it  happen  that  any  one  lliould 
write  fo  well  in  the  language  of  a country  which 
he  never  faw  > For  the  love  of  God,  fir,  tell 
me  your  fecret. 

I too  fliould  fend  verfes  to  your  royal  high- 
nefs,  if  I durft.  You  fhould  have  had  the  fifth 
ad  of  Mahomet,  but  it  is  not  yet  tranfcribed. 
The  four  firft  are  now  in  a more  poliflied  ftatc  ; 
if  your  fine  genius  found  feme  farisfadion  in 
that  feeble  fketch,  I will  venture  to  hope  you 
will  fliew  the  fame  indulgence  to  the  work  when 
finifhed.  You  will  no  longer  meet  with  certain 
repetitions,  and  certain  loofe  unconneded  lines, 
which  were  fo  many  flumbling- blocks.  You 
will  fee  paternal  love  and  the  fecret  of  the  birth 
of  the  children  of  Zopyrus  in  a much  more  in- 
terefting  and  grand  point  of  view.  Zopyrus, 
ready  to  be  afiaOlnated  by  his  children  them- 
felves,  offers  up  his  prayers  for  them  only,  and 
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is  flabbed,  by  the  hand  of  his  fon,  while  he  re- 
quefts  the  gods  to  grant  him  a fight  of  this  fon. 
Is  fanaticifm  painted  as  you  could  wifli  ? Have 
I well  exprefled  the  horror  which  Ravaillac, 
Poltrot,  Clement,  Felton,  Salcede,  Ehud,  and  I 
had  almoft  faid  Judith,  ought  to  infpire  ? For, 
in  facl,  what  good  king  might  not  be  in  danger 
of  aflaffination,  were  religion  to  teach  us  to  kill 
the  fovereign  who  might  be  fuppofed  the  enemy 
of  God? 

This  is  the  firfl:  tragedy  in  which  fupeiftition 
has  been  attacked.  Would 'it  were  fufficiently 
worthy  to  be  dedicated  to  a prince  who,  of  all 
others,  can  bell  diftinguifh  between  the  worlhip 
of  a being,  infinitely  good,  and  fanaticifm,  in- 
finitely deteftable  ! 

I have  lately  feen  other  works,  on  very  dif- 
ferent fubjefts,  but  fubjeds  more  worthy  of  your 
royal  highnefs  : I mean  a courfe  of  mathema- ' 
tics,  by  M.  Clairaut,  a young  man  who  wrote  a 
book  on  curves  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  and  who 
has  lately  been,  as  your  royal  highnefs  knows, 
to  meafure  the  earth  at  the  polar  circle.  He 
treats  mathematics  as  Eocke  has  treated  the  hu- 
man underflanding.  He  writes  with  that  me- 
thod which  nature  employs ; and,  like  as  Locke 
followed  the  mind  in  all  its  relative  ideas,  he 
follows  geometry  in  the  fame  route,  which  men 

have 
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have  taken  for  the  difcovery  of  the  truths  of 
which  they  flood  in  need.  Thus  it  was  the 
neceffity  which  men  were  under  to  meafure 
which,  according  to  Clairaut,  was  and  is  th^e 
true  mafler  of  mathematics.  The  work  is  not 
entirely  concluded,  but  the  beginning  appears 
exceedingly  eafy,  and  confequendy  exceedingly 
ufeful. 

But  the  mofl  ufeful  of  thefe  w^orks,  fir,  is 
that  of  which  I am  in  expectation,  by  the  hand 
formed  to  render  men  happy. 

I,  poor  creature  as  I am,  am  again  going  to 
my  elements  of  Newton,  of  which  a new  edition 
is  wanted  at  Paris.  But  this  labour  I fliall  re- 

ferve  for  BrufTels.  I am  on  the  wing 1 attend 

Emily  and  the  dutchefs  de  Richelieu  to  Cirey, 
whence  I fhall  continue  my  journey  into  Flan- 
ders, &c. 


LETTER  evil. 

From  the  Prince  Royal, 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND.  Berlin,  Dec.  4,  1739, 

You  promifed  me  your  new  tragedy  com- 
plete, and  I now  expeCl  it  with  great  curiofity 
VOL.  VII,  D ind 
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and  impatience.  I have  already  been  charmed 
by  the  firfl  ardour  of  your  immortal  genius^  and 
I judge  of  the  finiflied  Zopyrus  by  the  beautiful 
fketch  that  I have  feen.  It  is  a St.  John,  who 
promifes  highly  in  behalf  of  the  work  which  is 
to  follow.  I fhould  be  fatisfied,  yes,  exceed- 
ingly  fatisfied,  if  during  my  whole  life  I could 
v/rite  one  tragedy  like  that  of  Mahomet,  without 
corredion.  But  every  man  is  not  permitted  to 
vifit  Athens. 

I fubmit  the  twelve  firfl  chapters  of  my  Anti- 
Machiavel  to  your  judgment,  which,  though 
they  have  been  retouched,  ftill  abound  in  faults. 
You  muft  be  the  fuppofed  father  of  thefe  chil- 
dren, by  adding  whatever  the  purity  of  the 
French  language  requires,  before  they  appear 
in  the  prefence  of  the  public.  I fhall,  in  the 
mean  time,  corred  the  other  chapters,  and  give 
them  all  the  perfedion  I am  capable  of  attain- 
ing. Thus  do  I exchange  my  feeble  produc- 
tions for  your  immortal  works,  much  in  the 
fame  manner  as  the  Dutch  truck  their  little  look- 
ing-glaffes  for  the  gold  of  America ; nay,  and 
am  very  happy  that  I have  any  thing  to  barter. 

The  diflipation  of  the  court  and  the  city, 
neceffary  attentions,  pleafures,  indifpenfable 
duties,  and  occafionally  teazing  idlers,  impede 
my  work,  and  Machiavel  is  often  obliged  to 

give 
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give  place  to  thofe  who  pradife  his  maxims^ 
and  whom  confequently  I refute.  We  mufl  com- 
ply with  thefe  decorums,  which  cannot  be  avoid- 
ed; and,  be  our  thoughts  what  they  will,  w6 
mud  facrifice  to  the  god  of  cuftom,  that  we  may 
not  obtain  the  charader  of  being  fmgular  and 
abfurd. 

This  M.  de  Valori,  who  has  fo  long  been  an- 
nounced by  the  public  voice,  fo  often  been  pro- 
mifed  by  the  gazettes,  and  fo  tedioufly  detained 
at  Hamburg,  is  at  length  arrived  at  Berlin.  He 
has  taught  us  highly  to  regret  La  Chetardie,  and 
daily  makes  us  perceive  how  much  w^e  have  loft 
in  the  departure  of  the  latter.  Our  whole  con- 
verfation  at  prefent  is  a theoretical  courfe  of  the 
wars  of  Brabant,  and  of  the  trifles  and  minuti^ 
of  the  French  army.  I inceffantly  meet  a man 
who  imagines  himfelf  in  the  face  of  his  enemy, 
and  at  the  head  of  his  brigade.  I continually 
fear  left  he  fliould  take  m.e  for  a counterfcarp, 
or  a horn  work,  and  fhould  very  impolitely  make 
an  attack.  He  is  almoft  always  troubled  with 
the  fpleen.  He  has  not  the  manners  of  polite 
^ life ; he  never  fups,  and  it  is  faid  the  head-acli 
refpeds  him  too  much  to  incommode  him,  and, 
that  he  never  merits  a vifit  from  this  gueft. 

We  have  lately  acquired  a very  able  man, 
and  very  famous  in  experimental  philofophy, 
D 2 whofe 
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whofe  name  is  Celius.  He  has  received  inflru- 
ments  to  the  value  of  twenty  thoufand  crowns, 
and  will  this  year  finifh  a work  which  will  do 
fiiin  much  honour;  a mechanical  machine,  that 
perfe6tly  demonflrates  all  the  motions  of  the 
ftars  and  planets,  according  to  the  Newtonian 
fyftem. 

Perhaps  you  are  not  acquainted  with  a young 
man  who  begins  to  be  known,  and  whofe  name 
is  Lieberkuhn,  who  has  an  admirable  mechani- 
cal genius.  He  has  made  aftonifhing  difcove- 
ries  in  optics,  and  has  carried  his  art  to  fuch  a 
degree  of  perfection  that  he  has  furpaffed  all  hi-s 
predeceffors.  He  is  to  return  here  this  autumn, 
after  having  feen  Paris.  He  has  remained  three 
years  at  London,  and  was  greatly  efteemed  by 
all  the  learned  of  England.  I will  fpeak  more 
particularly  concerning  him,  when  I have  feen 
him  after  his  return. 

I am  delighted  at  the  light  of  thefe  happy 
produCls  of  my  country ; they  refemble  rofes 
growing  among  briars  and  nettles.  They  arc 
like  fparks  of  genius,  which  are  difcovered 
among  the  embers  under  which,  unfortunately, 
the  arts  are  buried.  In  France,  you  live  in  all 
the  opulence  of  thefe  arts ; here  we  are  indigent 
in  fcicnce,  which  may  occafion  us  to  efteem 
the  little  wc  have  the  more. 
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Perhaps  you  think  me  a prattler,  but  remem- 
ber it  is  a month  fince  I wrote  to  you,  and  that 
rain  is  never  more  abundant  than  when  pre- 
ceded by  fterility. 

1 follow  you  to  Cirey,  dear  Voltaire,  and  par- 
ticipate both  in  your  pleafures  and  your  pains. 
Profit  by  thefe  pleafures  as  much  as  you  are 
able,  for  fo  ought  a wife  man  to  do ; enlighten 
us,  but  not  at  the  expence  of  your  health  and 
your  life. 

When  will  thefe  Voltaires  and  thefe  Emilies 
travel  northward  ? I fear  fuch  phenomena,  though 
impatiently  expefted,  will  not  fuddenly  appear. 
It  (hall  not  however  be  faid  that  I have  died  and 
have  not  feen  you,  were  I even  obliged  to  carry 
you  off.  There  is  no  adventure  1 would  not 
rather  undertake.  Would  not  you  be  greatly 
aftoniflied  if,  fome  night  at  Cirey,  you  were  to 
fee  men  arrive  in  mafks,  with  torches,  and  a 
coach,  and  all  things  necelTary  to  bear  you  away  ? 
Such  an  incident  would  fomewhat  refemble  that 
of  the  Pentecoft,  only  that  we  fhould  do  you  no 
harm,  except  by  taking  you  from  Emily,  which 
I confefs  would  be  harm  enough.  I do  not 
think  that  either  you  or  Emily  are  born  for 
chicanery;  and,  Paris  happening  to  be  on  the 
road  of  the  marchionefs,  judgment  may  chance 
to  go  by  default. 
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Poor  Cefario,  ftill  afflided  with  the  gout^ 
has  not  flruck  his  tent  at  Remufberg;  and 
though  I continually  exert  my  claims^  his  dif~ 
eafe  will  not  fuffer  him  to  come.  He  loves 
you  like  a friend,  and  efteems  you  as  a great 
man.  Permit  me  to  fpeak  in  his  behalf,  and 
to  exprefs  what  pain,  and  his  prefent  want  of 
pleafure,  will  not  fuffer  him  to  exprefs  himfelf. 

I do  not  relate  the  nonfenfe  of  the  town,  the 
trifling  news  of  the  day,  or  the  frivolities  of  the 
times.  We  ought  not  to  depart  from  our  horizon. 
I ought  only  to  fpeak  to  you  concerning  yourfelf, 
or  the  marchionefs.  But  I fear  left  I fhould 
weary  you,  by  being  only  the  mirror,  or  the 
echo,  of  what  muft  be  admired  in  you.  Prefent 
my  compliments  to  the  marchionefs,  and  remain 
convinced  that  I love  and  efteem  you  as  much 
as  poffible,  and  that  I fliall  ever  continue  your 
very  faithful  friend. 


E T T E R CVIII. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

SIR,  December  28,  1739, 

What  can  we  wifh  in  behalf  of  your 
royal  highnefs,  this  year?  You  poftefs  every 

thing 
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thing  neceffary  for  a prince,  and  more  than  fuf- 
ficient  for  a private  perfon,  who  ihould  have  his 
fortune  to  make  by  his  talents.  No,  hr,  I iliali 
not  wilh  for  you,  but,  if  fo  you  will  permit,  for 
niyfelf.  You  know  the  purport  of  thefc  wiihes, 
£7/  videam  Jalutare  meum, 

I fliall  wifli  for  the  public,  too;  and  that  is 
that  the  public  may  fee  the  refutation  which  my 
prince  has  made  of  the  corrupter  of  princes.  A 
few  days  lince  I received  the  twelve  hill  chap= 
ters  at  Bruffels.  I had  before  eagerly  read  thofe 
which  I had  received  in  Fi'ance.  It  is  necelfiiry 
for  the  good  of  mankind,  fir,  that  this  work 
fliould  appear.  The  world  mull  fee  the  anti- 
dote prefented  by  a royal  hand.  It  is  very 
flrange  that  among  the  princes  that  have  writ- 
ten, none  of  them  have  chofen  fuch  a fubjefl, 
which,  I will  venture  to  affirm,  it  was  their 
duty  to  do.  No,  their  filence  was  tacit  appro- 
bation, It  was  well  worthy  of  Henry  VUI.  of 
England  to  write  againfl  Luther,  and  of  James 
I.  to  dedicate  a work  to  the  child  Jefus!  At 
length,  behold  a work  worthy  of  a prince!  Nor 
can  I doubt  that  an  edition  of  Machiavel,  with 
fuch  an  antidote  at  the  end  of  each  chapter, 
will  be  one  of  the  mod  precious  monuments  of 
literature. 

There  are  very  few  of  what  arc  called  errors 
D 4 
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egainft  the  cufiom  of  the  language  ; and  your  royal 
liighnefs  will  fuffer  me  to  perform  my  office, 
by  adding  dots  to  the  i’s.  If  your  royal  high- 
nefs  will  deign  to  grsnt  the  petition  I make, 
and  if  you  will  beftow  this  gift  upon  the  public, 
my  petition  is  that  you  will  fuffer  me  to  write 
a preface,  and  to  be  your  editor.  After  the 
honour  you  have  done  me,  in  cauiing  the  Hen- 
riade  to  be  printed,  you  can  add  nothing,  ex- 
cept by  confiding  the  edition  of  the  Anti-Ma- 
chiavel  to  my  care.  My  fundlion,  as  it  will 
happen,  will  be  fupcrior  to  yours.  The  Hen- 
riadc  may  pleafe  fome  curious  readers,  but  the 
Anti-Machiavel  muff  become  the  catechifm  of 
kings,  and  their  minifters. 

Will  you,  fir,  permit  me  to  fay  that,  accord- 
ing to  the  remarks  of  madame  du  Chatelet,  may 
I venture  to  add  according  to  mine  alfo,  there 
are  fome  branches  of  this  beautiful  tree  which 
may  be  lopt  off,  without  injury  to  the  trunk? 
Zeal  againft  the  preceptor  of  ufurpers  and  ty- 
rants has  eaten  up  your  generous  foul,  and  has 
fometimes  hurried  you  away.  If  this  be  a defedl 
it  is  very  like  a virtue.  The  infinitely  good 
God,  it  is  faid,  infinitely  hates  vice.  However, 
when  we  have  politely  abufed  Machiavel,  we 
may  afterward  confine  ourfelves  to  reafoning. 
My  propofal,  which  I fubmit  to  your  judgment, 

may 
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may  eafily  be  accompliflied.  I fliall  wait  for 
precife  orders  from  my  mafter,  and  fhall  keep 
the  manufcript  till  he  has  permitted  me  to  re- 
touch and  difpofe  of  it. 

It  is  for  your  royal  highnefs,  hereafter,  to 
fend  me  French  writings ; I am  only  an  inef- 
fectual fervant;  I receive  but  do  not  give.  I 
am  making  fome  emendations  in  the  Machiavel 
of  Afia.  I am  planing  the  knots  out  of  Mahomet, 
the  original  Iketch  of  which  you  have  feen.  I 
fliall  not  here  continue  the  hiftory  of  the  age  of 
Louis  XIV  ; I am  fomewhat  difgufled  with  it, 
though  it  was  my  intention  to  write  wholly  in 
the  moderate  language  of  which  your  royal 
highnefs  has  feen  a fpecimen:  befide  that  I am 
at  prcfent  without  my  manufcripts,  and  my 
books.  I fhall  again  apply  myfelf  a little  to 
phyfics.  V\^hy  am  I not  with  fuch  men  as 
Celius,  and  others  whom  the  fame  of  your 
merit  has  already  drawn-  to  Pruflia  ? 

I have  been  told  that  the  ambaflador  fo  often 
announced  was  worthy  both  to  dine  and  fup, 
but  I perceive  he  deferves  only  to  dine.  I re- 
ceived a letter  from  Algarotti,  dated  London 
Oflober  ifl,  which  has  lain  three  months  for 
me,  at  Bruflels.  Algarotti  continues  in  aftonifli- 
ment  at  all  he  has  feen  at  Remufberg.  What 
a prince  it  is ! exclaims  he.  He  cannot  recover 

from 
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from  his  furprife.  Alas!  Sir,  why  am  not  I 
Algarotti  ? Why  is  not  M.  du  Chatelet  Balti- 
more? Were  I not  with  Emily  I fliould  die  if  I 
were  not  with  )^ou. 

I am  with  the  mod  profound  refped  and  the 
tendereft  gratitude,  &c. 


LETTER  CIX. 

From  the  Prince  Royal, 

Mi"  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  Jan.  6,  1740, 

The  reafon  why  I deferred  writing  to  you 
was  nothing  more  than  my  imwiiiingners  to  ap- 
pear with  empty  hands.  I take  this  opportunity 
to  fend  you  five  chapters  of  the  Anti-Machiavel, 
and  an  ode  on  flattery,  which  leifure  has  permit- 
ted me  to  write.  Had  I been  at  Remufberg, 
you  would  have  received  the  very  dregs  of  my 
work ; but  it  is  impofTible  to  make  much  progrefs 
amid  the  difTipation  of  Berlin. 

The  Anti-Machiavel  does  not  deferve  to  be 
announced  in  my  name  to  the  king  of  Francco 
This  fovereign  has  fo  many  good  and  great 
qualities,  that  my  writings  are  by  no  means 
neceffary  for  their  developement.  , Befide,  I 
wrote  freely,  and  fpoke  of  France  as  of  Pruffia, 
y England, 
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England,  Holland,  and  all  the  powers  of  Europe, 
it  is  proper  that  the  name  of  an  author  fnould  be 
unknown,  who  writes  only  for  the  love  of  truth, 
.and  who  confequently  puts  no  fhackles  on  his 
thoughts.  When  you  (hall  have  read  the  con- 
clulion  of  the  work,  you  will  agree  with  me  that 
prudence  requires  the  name  of  the  author  Ihould 
be  buried  in  the  difcretion  of  friendfhip, 

I am^  not  interefted,  and  if  I can  but  ferve  the 
public  I fhall  labour  without  the  expectation 
either  of  reward  or  praife  ; like  thofe  unknown 
rnembers  of  fociety  who  are  as  obfcure  as  they 
are  ufeful. 

My  period  at  court  being  over,  my  period 
for  fhudy  will  come.  In  a fortnight,  I hope  to 
lead  that  fage  and  peaceful  life  in  v/hich  you 
fo  much  dehght,  and  I then  propofe  to  put  the 
laft  hand  to  my  work,  and  to  render  it  worthy 
of  after  ages.  I eflimate  my  labour  at  nothing, 
for  it  is  but  of  fliort  duration;  but  the  produce 
of  that  labour  I eftimate  at  much,  for  it  is  in- 
tended to  furvive  me.  Happy  the  writers  who, 
aided  by  a luxuriant  imagination,  and  guided 
by  wifdom,  are  able  to  compofe  works  worthy 
of  immortality ! They  will  do  more  honour  to 
their  age  than  Phidias,  Praxiteles,  and  Zeuxis, 
did  to  the  age  in  which  they  lived.  The  in- 
duftry  of  underftanding  i?  much  preferable  to 

the 
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^lie  mechanical  induftry  of  art.  A fingle  Vol^ 
taire  will  do  more  honour  to  France  than  a 
thoufand  pedants,  a thoufand  half  wits,  and  a 
thoufand  great  men  of  an  inferior  order. 

I repeat  truths  which  1 cannot  avoid  repeat- 
ing ; like  as  you  cannot  avoid  maintaining  the 
principles  of  preponderating  weight,  or  the  doc- 
trine of  attraction.  One  truth  equals  another, 
and  all  truths  ought  to  be  pubiifhed. 

The  devotees  here  are  raifing  a dreadful 
ftorm  againft  thofe  whom  they  call  mifcreants. 
Falfe  zeal  is  the  madnefs  of  all  countries ; and 
I am  well  perfuaded  would  turn  the  brain  of  the 
mOil  rational,  into  which  it  fliould  find  ad- 
miffion. 

But  what  is  rnofl  pleafant,  when  the  vertigo 
feizes  on  a whole  fociety,  no  perfon  is  allowed 
to  remain  neuter ; each  man  is  required  to  take 
one  fide  or  the  other,  and  to  enlift  under  the 
banner  of  fanaticifm.  This,  for  my  own  part,  I 
own  I fliall  not  do.  I fliall  remain  fatisfied  with 
compofing  fome  pfalms  to  give  a good  opinion 
of  my  orthodoxy.  Wafte  a few  of  your  mo- 
ments, dear  Voltaire,  after  the  fame  manner; 
and  with  a facred  quill  fcribble  a few  of  your 
harmonious  and  melodious  rhymes.  Socrates 
offered  incenfc  to  the  Penates.  Cicero,  who 
cannot  be  accounted  one  of  the  credulous,  did 

the 
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the  fame.  It  is  neceflary  we  fliould  comply 
with  the  whims  of  lilly  people  to  avoid  blame 
and  perfecution ; for,  after  all,  the  moil  de- 
lirable  thing  in  this  world  is  to  live  in  peace.  In 
the  company  of  fools  let  us  be  fooliih;  that 
we  may  attain  this  date  of  tranquillity. 

I hear  of  Bernard  and  of  Greflet  as  of  the  au- 
thors of  great  works.  I am  told  of  poems  whiclv 
do  not  appear,  and  of  pieces  I believe  deflined  to 
die  incognito,  without  having  feen  the  light  of 
day.  Thefe  young  poets  are  too  idle  for  their 
age ; they  wifli  to  gather  laurels  without  giving 
themfelves  the  trouble  to  feek  them,  and  are 
fatisfied  with  the  moil  infignificant  harveft  of 
fame.  How  great  is  the  contrail  between  their 
indolence  and  your  laborious  activity  ! I affirm 
that  two  years  of  your  life  are  worth  fixty  of 
thofe  of  Greffet  or  Bernard.  I will  go  farther, 
I will  affirm  that  twelve  thinking  beings,  who 
think  deeply,  will  not,  in  a given  time,  furnifh 
a quantity  equal  to  you.  But  this  is  one  of  the 
gifts  which  Providence  beftows  only  on  men  of 
great  genius.  May  that  Providence  fliower  its 
bell  gifts  upon  you;  that  is  to  fa}^,  may  it 
ftrengthen  your  health,  that  the  whole  world 
may  long  profit  by  your  talents  and  your  writ- 
ings. In  thefe  no  perfon,  dear  Voltaire,  takes 
fo  much  intereft  as  your  friend,  who  is,  and 
o ever 
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ever  will  remain,  with  all  that  elleem  which  no 
one  can  refufe  you,  &c. 


LETTER  CX. 

From  the  Prince  Royal, 

Berlin,  January  lo,  1740^ 

The  former  fame  of  France  thou  haft  increas’d, 
For  which  a childifh,  old,  ungrateful  prieft 
Gives  thee  his  benediction  * : this,  I’ve  heard, 

A mode  of  punlfhment  might  be,  but  not  reward  ! 

I have  read  your  fhort  work  on  the  age  of 
Louis  the  Great.  Were  this  prince  living, 

' you  would  be  loaded  with  honours  and  rewards  % 
but  in  the  prefent  age  it  fhould  feem  that  good 
tafte,  as  v/ell  as  the  old  cardinal,  is  in  its  dotage. 
Lord  Ghefterfield  faid,  in  the  year  25,  that  the 
world  was  gone  mad  ; and  in  the  year  40,  the' 
world  ought  in  my  opinion  to  be  fent  to  Bedlam. 
After  the  vexations  and  perfecutions  you  have 
endured,  no  perfon  can  think  of  writing;  every 
thing  will  be  criminal,  every  thing  condem- 

* The  Bafil  edition,  perhaps  more  correCUy  but  lefs  plea- 
fantly,  reads— hanijlisd  thee,  T. 

nable  ; 
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liable;  there  is  no  longer  either  innocence 
or  freedom  for  authors.  Still,  however,  I con- 
jure you,  by  all  the  influence  I may  have  over 
you,  by  the  divine  Emily,  and  for  the  love  of 
your  own  glory,  to  fiiiifli  the  incomparable 
hiflory,  the  commencement  of  which  you  have 
intrufted  to  me. 

Heed  not  tliough  Envy  yelp  and  prate, 

Or  holy  Father  fulminate ; 

Wild  Fancy’s  Phantom,  that,  of  yore, 

Our  fooiifh  anceflors  t’adore 
Were  idly  prone,  and  who  declares 
He  underftands  all  heav’n’s  affairs. 

Though  few  regard  what  now  he  fays. 

Heed  not  the  Bigot’s  blame  or  praife  ; 

Should  Zeal  and  Spleen  their  fury  vent, 

Contemn  their  curfes  impotent. 

Laugh  at  th*  oftogenarian  rage 
Of  him  who,  in  declining  age, 

Prieft,  ftatefman,  cardinal  is  feeii. 

The  heir  of  artful  Mazarin  ; 

Who  keeps  vile  Machiavel  in  view ; 

In  fpeech  a fophift  j ever  true 
To  intereft,  while  through  crooked  W'ays, 
Fallacious  lures  and  falfehood’s  maze, 

He  feeks  to  grafp  the  balance  held 
By  Albion  proud,  who  has  compell’d. 

That  Europe  might  in  fafety  fleep. 

The  Auflrian  and  the  Gaul  to  keep 
Such  equilibrium  as  reftrains 
Excefs  of  pow’r,  and  peace  maintains. 


Heed 
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Heed  not  the  furious  prelate’s  rage  j 
Heed  not  though  Vice  and  Folly  wage 
Inceffant  war  ; in  their  defpite. 

Honour  thy  country  Hill,  and  write. 

When  holy  liars  have  difplay’d 
The  facred  tricks  in  which  they  trade, 
Or  when  t’  increafe  their  filly  fe6t. 
Saint  Medard’s  miracles  they  a£l, 

X.et  Louis  ftretch  the  hand  of  pow’r : 
But  never  let  the  monarch  low’r 
On  thofe  fuperior  minds  that  glow 
With  all  the  wifdom  they  beftovv! 

Thofe  legiflators  of  mankind, 

Who  captivate  the  heart  and  mind ! 

Son  of  the  Graces,  friend  of  truth 
And  freedom  from  thy  earlieft  youth. 
Exert  thy  pow’r,  nor  live  in  dread 
Though  thunders  rumble  o’er  thy  head  ! 
Greflet  nor  Bernard  imitate. 

Nor  let  thine  ardour  once  abate  ; 

In  indolence  let  them  remain  ; 

Be  thou  our  monarch,  write  and  reign ! 

Though  killing  blights,  in  evil  hour, 
Wither  the  choiceft  fweeteft  flow’r. 
Buds  newly  blown,  that  Flora  views. 
And  fmiling  fheds  her  richeft  dews, 
Yet,  while  the  gard’ner  looks  and  fighs. 
He  hopes  a ftill  more  beauteous  prize  ; 
Again  he  tills  the  teeming  earth, 

And  flow’rs  more  fair  again  take  birth  ! 

Amid  the  ravages  mull  man  advance 
Of  ^gry  Time,  and  adverfe  Chance. 


Reveng%^ 


eOHRESr^ONDENCE.  49 

Revenge  thyfelf,  Voltaire,  and  (hew 
ThoU^rt  an  unconquerable  foe  ; 

End  but  the  work  thou  haft  begun^ 

The  world  (hall  own  the  battle  won  I 

This  will  appear  to  be  the  advice  of  felf-in- 
tereft,  and  fuch  I will  frankly  own  it  to  be.  I 
have  taken  infinite  pleafure  in  reading  the  hiflory 
of  Louis  XIV.  and  earneftly  defire  to  fee  it 
finifhed.  The  honour  you  will  hereafter  ac- 
quire by  the  work  will  greatly  overbalance  the 
chagrin  you  at  prefent  fuffer  from  perfecution. 
We  muft  not  be  lb  eafily  repulfed.  A man  of 
your  order  ought  to  know  that  to  leave  the  hif- 
tory  of  Louis  XIV.  imperfed  would  be  to  oc- 
cafion  a bankruptcy  in  the  republic  of  letters. 
Recollefl  that  Csefar,  while  combating  the  waves 
of  the  fea,  held  his  commentaries  with  one  hand 
over  his  head,  that  he  might  preferve  them  for 
pofterity. 

How  can  you  fpeak  of  my  feeble'  produfUons, 
after  having  mentioned  your  own  immortal 
works  ? It  is  my  duty,  however,  to  render  yoti 
an  account  of  my  ftudies;  The  approbation  you 
beftowed  on  the  five  chapters  of  Machiavel;^ 
which  I fent  you,  encourages  me  to  finilli  the 
four  laft.  Were  I at  leifure  you  fhould  foon 
have  all  the  Anti-Machiavel,  with  my  correc- 
tions and  additions ; but  i am  only  allowed  to 
write  at  intervals. 
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Bulled  In  domg  nothing,  Time, 

That  old  knave,  fteals  away  my  prime# 

The  frofty  hand  of  coming  age 
Thofe  boiling  paflions  doth  afluage 
Which  early  youth  to  adl  compellM, 

And  in  impetuous  tranfports  held. 

Dull  forms  and  ceremonies  flow. 

By  Order  led,  with  llately  bow 
And  meafur^d  ftep,  devoid  of  grace. 

Of  former  pleafures  now  take  place. 

Thus,  while  to  pride  and  pomp,  unwife, 

I pay  this  pun^ual  facrifice, 

Mode,  cuAom,  and  fet-fpeech  controul. 

And  blunt  the  feelings  of  the  foul. 

My  languor  and  my  fpleen  increafe, 

And  leave  old  Machiavel  in  peace. 

But  foon  again  I hope  to  meet 
Delights  fo  rational,  and  fweet  ; 

. Returning  to  thofe  happy  plains 

Where  cheerful  pleafure  fearlefs  reigns ! 

Where  mirth  that  beft  of  wealth  bellowa 
Which  bloated  grandeur  never  knows  I 
Where  freedom  can  that  quiet  give 
For  which  alone  the  wife  would  live ! 

The  chapters  of  Machiavel  are  copied  by  one 
of  my  fecretaries,  whofe  name  is  Gaillard,  His 
writing  greatly  refembles  that  of  Cefario.  Poor 
Cefario  ! 1 wi(h  he  were  able  to  write  ! But  the 
pitylefs  gout  attacks  him  in  every  limb,  and  for 
two  months  pall  has  given  him  no  refpite* 


gut 


In  paints  defpite,  with  garlands  crown’d. 
The  Smiles  by  his  bedfidc  are  found ; 
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But  fnarling  Gout  again  appears, 

And  foon  the  fmiles  are  chang’d  to  tears  I 
Poor  Cupid  in  a corner  fiands. 

With  ufeiefs  bow,  and  idle  hands  ; 

His  weeping  mother  Hill  adores, 

While  he  their  mutual  lofs  deplores ! 

Bacchus  attempts  to  eafe  his  pain, 

With  copious  tears  of  briflc  champagne  ; 

And  grieves  a champion  thus  Ihould  yield, 

Who  leaves  reludlantly  the  field  ! 

His  favourite  neftar  Momus  quaffs. 

And  at  their  noify  clamours  laughs. 

“ Your  godfhips  are,  fays  he,  but  Turks  ! 

“ Impoftors  ! Nay,  behold  your  works  ! 

“ But  let  the  youth  who  weeping  lies. 

Hereafter  fhun  you,  and  grow  wife.’' 

I beliove  that  your  gentlemen  Laplanders  have 
been  civil  enough  to  fend  us  fome  of  the  fubjeds 
of  Aiolus  that  have  efcaped  from  their  caverns,  and 
whom  we  could  very  well  have  done  without. 

I will  write  to  Algarotti  that  he  may  pack  off 
fome  beams  from  his  country  hither;  for  nature, 
at  bay,  appears  to  be  in  indifpenfable  need  of  a 
detatchment  of  heat  to  reffore  her  to  life. 

If  my  powder  fhould  once  more  reftore  you 
to  health,  I will,  from  that  moment,  hold  the 
god  of  Epidaurus  in  greater  reverence  than  the 
Delphic  deity.  Why  can  I not  contribute  both 
to  your  fatisfaction  and  your  health  ? Why  can 
I not  render  you  as  happy  as  you  deferve  to 
E 2 be? 
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be  ? Some  people  in  this  world  have  the  power 
without  the  will ; others  the  will  without  the 
power.  Be  fatisfied,  dear  Voltaire,  with  the  will, 
and  with  all  thofe  fentiments  of  efteem  with 
which  I remain,  &c. 


LETTER  CXL 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

SIR,  Bruflels,  Jan.  26,  1740. 

I RECEIVED  your  chapters  of  the  Anti- 
Machiavel,  your  ode  on  flattery,  and  your  letter 
in  verfe  and  profe,  which  either  the  abbe  de 
Chaulieu  or  count  Hamilton  certainly  di(5lated. 
For  a prince  to  write  againft  flattery  is  as  ftrange 
as  for  a pope  to  write  againft  infallibility.  Louis 
XIV.  never  could  have  fent  fuch  an  ode  to  Boi- 
leau,  and  I much  doubt  whether  Boileau  could 
to  Louis  XIV.  The  only  favour  I have  at  pre^ 
fent  to  beg  of  your  royal  highnefs  is  not  to  un- 
derftand  my  praifes  as  flattery.  Whatever  I fay 
flows  from  the  heart.  My  approbation  of  your 
works,  and  my  thanks  for  your  kindnefs,  alike 
efcape  me,  you  therefore  muft  pardon  them. 

6 I am 
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I am  not  entirely  baniflied,  as  has  been  af- 
firmed. 

Mifchief  in  heart  may  well  remain 
Of  him  who  lately  filchM  Lorraine  ! 

But,  though  the  fubtle  prieft  may  hate> 

Exile  is  not  yet  my  fate. 

My  fins  are  not  to  be  forgiven  ; 

IVe  libell’d  monks,  and  flanderM  heaven ! 

Sinner  unfandfified  am  I, 

That  laugh  when  holy  jugglers  cry  ! 

Nay,  I have  taunting  mock’d  at  Rome  ; 

And  purgatory  is  my  doom  ! 

The  fa6l  is,  however,  no  perfon  has  fpoken 
of  Rome  with  more  caution  than  I have  done. 
It  (honld  feem  we  mull  not  fpeak  at  all.  There 
is  an  excefs  of  the  ridiculous  and  of  dotage  in 
this  perfecution,  which  rather  excites  my  laugh- 
ter than  my  complaints. 

When,  on  the  one  part,  I behold  the  wretched 
attempt  to  proted  Dantzic ; when  I fee  incer- 
titude in  a thoufand  inftances ; a war,  fortunate 
by  chance,  undertaken  in  felf  defpite,  and  into 
which  we  were  forced  by  the  queen  of  Spain ; 
the  marine  for  ten  years  negleded  ,*  government 
annuities  abolillied,  and  the  annuitants  plun- 
dered, in  defiance  of  public  faith ; and  when,  on 
the  odier,  I contemplate  the  hall  of  Hercules, 
which  the  good  man  regards  as  his  apotheofis, 
I exclaim 

* Rentes  vlageres, 

E 3 Alcidcs 
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Alcides-Fleuri,  fliort,  decrepid  prieft,  ^ 

That  in  the  world  he  might  not  feem  the  leaft. 

In  charadler  refolv’d  to  be  pourtray’d 
Like  Hercules,  an  ’tvvere  but  mafquerade  ! 

The  people  Har’d ! Though  he  might  fpin,  they  fworfj^ 
They  ne’er  Alcides  drivelling  faw  before ! 

I well  know  that  things  equally  contemptible, 
and  even  more  fo,  are  feen  in  all  countries.  I 
well  know  that  to  remain  peaceably  at  home, 
and  to  fend  cur  generals  to  prifon  for  having 
done  all  they  were  able  to  do,  and  our  plenipo- 
tentiaries for  having,  according  to  orders,  con- 
cluded a necedary  peace ; this,  I fay,  is  I ,well 
know  not  a whit  better,  "^utto  7 mondo  e fat  to  come 
la  nojira  famiglia'^ , My  conclufion  is  that,  fince 
the  world  is  thus  governed,  it  is  requilite  that 
the  Anti-Machiavel  fhould  appear.  In  times 
of  pefliilence,  the  prefence  of  a Hippocrates  is 
required.  I have  the  twenty-third  but  not  the 
twenty-fecond  chapter,  and  your  royal  highnefs 
apparently  has  not  written  the  twenty-fourth. 
I know  not  whether  you  have  faid  any  thing  of 
the  project  di  cacciare  i bar  hart  d*  Italia  It 

feems  to  me  that  there  are  at  prefent  fo  many 
well-behaved  foreigners  in  Italy  that  to  drive 
them  out  would  be  rather  uncivil.  Cardinal 

We  do  but  as  others  do. 

^ Of  driving  the  barbarians  out  of  Italy. 

Alberoni 
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Alberoni  had  an  excellent  plan,  which  was  to 
form  an  Italian  body  nearly  on  the  fame  plan  as 
the  Germanic  body  is  formed.  But  when  fuch 
projeds  are  conceived  it  is  neceffary  the  author 
of  them  (hould  not  Hand  fingle,  or  he  will  be  in. 
danger  of  refembling  the  abbe  de  Saint  Pierre. 

It  is  with  good  reafon  that  your  royal  high* 
nefs  thinks  men  like  Grelfet  and  Bernard  indo- 
lent. Inftead  of  faying  to  them,  Fade  pi ger  ad 
formicam'^y  as  Solomon  has  faid  ; I fltould  fay. 
Fade  piger  ad  Fredericum.  Greffet,  however, 
piques  himfelf  on  his  honour;  and  has  lately 
given  the  world  a tragedy  of  which  I have  heard 
much  good.  Bernard  recited  a canto  of  his  Art 
of  Love  to  me,  at  Paris,  which  I thought  more 
gallant  than  that  of  Ovid. 

For  my  own  part,  fir,  I am  fo  much  difgufted 
with  the  fifth  a6t  of  Mahomet  that  1 dare  not 
fend  it  you.  But,  if  it  can  amufe  you,  I will 
fend  you  the  comedy  of  the  Devotee ; and,  that 
you  may  have  variety,  I carneftiy  intreat  your 
royal  highnefs  to  call  an  eye  over  the  metaphy- 
fics  of  Newton,  which  I intend  to  add  to  the 
new  edition  of  my  elements,  which  is  foon  to 
be  publifiied. 

I have  never  yet  had  the  fatisfadion  to  fee  my 
works  corredly  printed.  I might  profit  by  my 

y Go  to  the  ant,  thou  fluggard. 

E4 
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ftay  at  BrufTels  to  publifli  an  edition  of  them  | 
but  Bruiicls  is  the  abode  of  ignorance.  There 
is  not  one  good  printer  here  ; not  one  engraver ; 
not  one  man  of  letters;  and,  were  it  not  for  ma- 
dame  du  Chatelet,  I (hould  have  no  perfon  to 
conveiTe  with,  on  literary  fubjedls.  This  coun« 
try  is  befide  the  coiincry  of  obedience : the  pope 
has  a nuncio  here,  but  no  Frederic. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  prefents  her  refpeds  to 
you,- m which,  fir,  permit  me  to  join,  with  com- 
pliments of  cond  dence  in  addition  to  your 
charming  verfes  on  the  gout  of  the  baron  von 
Kayferling ; but  the  hope  that  I fliall  one  day  fee 
your  royal  highnels  affords  me  fupport. 


LETTER  CXIL 
From  the  Prince  Royal. 

my  dear  friend,  Berlin,  Feb.  3d,  I74cr*, 

I SHOTTED  have  anfwered  you  fooner  if 
the  difagreeable  circumftances  under  which  I 
am  at  prefent  would  have  permitted.  Notwith- 
(landing  the  little  time  which  I can  call  my  own, 
I have  found  means  to  finifli  the  work  on  Ma- 
chiavel,  the  beginning  of  which  you  have  re- 

ceivedj 
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ceived,  and  I now  fend  you  the  continuation  of 
my  labours,  intreating  that  you  would  return 
your  remarks.  I am  determined  to  revife  and 
corredl,  without  refped  for  felf-love,  every  thing 
you  fliall  think  unworthy  to  be  prefented  to  the 
public.  1 have  fpoken  too  freely  of  all  great 
princes  for  me  to  fuffer  the  Anti-Machiavel  to 
appear  under  my  name.  I have  therefore  re- 
folved,  when  it  (hall  be  corredled,  to  have  it 
printed  as  an  anonymous  work.  Fall  without 
pity,  therefore,  on  every  fitirical  alluiion  which 
you  think  fuperfluous,  and  do  not  ftiffer  a fingle 
fault  againd  grammatical  purity  to  efcape. 

I wait  impatiently  to  fee  the  tragedy  of  Ma- 
homet finilhed,  and  retouched,  i have  feen  it 
at  its  find  rifing;  what  will  it  be  at  broad  noon  ? 

So  you  are  retuined  to  your  {h.lofophy,  and 
the  marchionefs  to  her  law-fuitl  Really,  my 
dear  Voltaire,  you  are  neither  of  you  in  your 
proper  place.  We  have  a thouland  philofo- 
phers  in  Europe  ; but  no  poet,  no  hifiorian,  in 
any  degree,  your  equal,  Normandy  itfelf  has  a 
hundred  marchionefies  at  l iw,  but  not  one  who 
applies  herfelf  to  philofophy.  Let  me  intreat 
you  to  apply  to  your  hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.  and 
fend  for  your  manufeript  and  books  to  Cirey, 
that  there  may  be  no  delay, 

Valori  faid  you  were  baniflied  France,  as  a 

pertur- 
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perturbator  of  the  catholic  religion,  and  I an- 
fwered  that  he  was  a liar,  1 wifli  the  old  Ma- 
chiavel,  bound  in  Roman  purple,  would  aflign 
Berlin  as  the  place  of  your  exile.  My  defires 
^ all  center  in  Remufberg,  as  yours  do  in  Cirey, 
I figh  to  return  and  falute  my  houfehold  gods. 

Poor  Cefario  continues  ill,  and  cannot  an- 
fwer  you. 

An  age  of  torments  are  three  months  difeafe  I 

The  fufFering  foul  has  little  hope  to  pleafe  ; 

Its  pow’rs  benumb’d  can  fcarcely  life  detain  ; 

Or,  if  it  live,  it  only  lives  in  pain. 

Sw^eet  are  the  founds  that  tremble  on  thy  lyre. 

And  more  than  pharmacy  might  health  infpire  ; 

But  not  thofe  dulcet  founds  can  move  that  mind 

Which  Sicknefs,  ftern-ey’d  Pain,  and  pale  Grief  bind  ! 

In  vain  to  write  would  poor  Cefario  try; 

Eagle  encag’d  as  well  might  hope  to  fly. 

Confole  me,  dear  Voltaire,  by  fending  your 
charming  works.  You  will  call  me  infatiable, 
but  I am  like  thofe  perfons  who,  having  much 
acidity  in  the  flomach,  have  need  of  nutriment 
more  frequently  than  others. 

I am  glad  Algarotti  does  not  lofe  all  recollec- 
tion of  Remufberg.  It  is  a place  at  which  men 
of  genius  will  never  be  forgotten,  and  at  which 
I do  not  defpair  of  feeing  you.  We  have  juft 
been  treated  with  the  fight  of  a little  bear  in 
petticoats,  a Ruffian  princefs,  whofe  only  mark 

7 of 
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of  humanity  is  her  drefs.  She  is  the  daughter 
of  prince  Cantemir. 

Be  pleafed  to  give  the  marchionefs  my  letter, 
and  remain  fatisfied  that  the  efteem  I have  for 
you  will  never  end. 


LETTER  CXIIL 
From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

SIR,  ■ 

Courtiers  and  forms  and  grandeurs  ar^  adjourn’d. 

And  you,  ’tis  faid,  to  Ruppin  are  return’d ; 

Where  you,  efcap’d  from  flattery’s  dangerous  charms. 

With  dalliance  bled,  recline  in  virtue’s  afms. 

The  gazettes  fay  your  royal  highnefs  keeps 
houfe  there,  where  there  is  no  doubt  a ftall  for 
Pegafus,  which  appears  to  me  the  horfe  you 
mount  ofteneft.  You  are  aftonifhed,  fir,  that 
my  weak  Bate  of  health  has  left  me  fufiicient 
force  to  write  fome  works  of  mediocrity,  and  I 
am  more  furprifed  that  the  fituation  in  which 
you  have  fo  long  been  has  left  you  fufiicient 
freedom  of  mind  to  perform  things  fo  fingular. 

To  write  poetry,  when  I have  nothing  to  do, 
does  not  terrify  ; but  to  write  poetry  fo  well, 
in  a foreign  language,  and  at  fo  violent  a crifis, 
is  very  much  beyond  my  powers.  ^ 
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In  fportive  mood,  you  now  regale 
Your  hearers  with  poetic  tale  ; 

Anon,  more  grave,  in  godlike  fong. 

The  moral  theme  fvvells  loud  and  ftrong ! 

To  govern  form’d,  and  form’d  to  pleafe, 

’Tis  yours  alone,  with  equal  eafe, 

T’  afiurae  or  to  relinquifli  hate, 

And  win  in  fmall  things,  as  in  great. 

Rulers  there  are,  and  many  fuch, 

Of  whom  I canijot  fay  fo  much. 

I have  not  the  Works  of  Boileau  here,  but  I 
recoiled:  that  he  employs  two  lines  to  tranllate 
the  verfe  of  Horace. 

Tantalus  a lahris  fiticn^  fugientia  captat 
Flumina. 

You,  who  are  the  Boileau  of  princes,  tranflatc 
it  in  one  ; but  fo  much  the  better,  it  is  the 
more  fbrong  and  energetic  : I love  to  perceive 
in  you  imperitoriam  hrevitat,  m. 

The  Germans  are  not  in  general  reproached 
with  brevity  of  ftyle.  And, here,  let  me  juft  ob- 
ferve  that,  having  done  myfelf  the  honour  to 
prove  you  have  this  trifling  advantage  over 
Boileau,  it  is  not  furprifing  that  I fhould  tell 
you,  in  all  humility,  your  epiftle  contains  many 
lines  which  I fhould  have  been  very  proud  to 
have  v/ritten.  Your  royal  highnefs  underftands 
the  art  of  expreffing  yourfelf  as  well  as  that  of 
being  happy  under  all  fi tuations.  It  is  faid  here 

that 
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that  his  majefliy  is  entirely  recovered;  the  prayers 
©f  your  virtuous  heart  have  been  heard. 

You  will  ever  fay  like  Horace 

Nave  ferar  magna,  an  parva  ferar,  unus  et  idem. 

Once  more,  fair  Science,  Pleafure,  Friendfhip,  haftc. 
With  you  the  fweets  of  folitude  to  tafte. 

From  Remus  wlfdom  learning,  kings  (liall  own, 

Where’er  you  fix  your  feat,  there  Hands  a throne. 

With  you  the  Virtues  reign,  with  them  the  Arts  ; 
Subdued  your  pafiions  are  ; fubdued  our  hearts! 

No  richer  diadem  you  need  to  bear  ; « 

Vice  only  fuch  poor  trappings  ought  to  wear. 

How  many  Hiked  dwarfs,  whom  crowns  adorn^. 

By  flattery  heroes  call’d,  feem  giants  born  ! 

While  dazzled  Folly  only  knows  to  gaze. 

And  while  Ambition  flavifn  homage  pays. 

They’re  fhunn’d  and  pitied  by  the  truly  wife, 

Wlio  turn  to  Remufberg  their  raviih’d  eyes ! 

I have  fent  off  a large  packet,  fir,  for  that 
delightful  retreat,  of  greater  worth  than  any 
thing  I could  fend  of  my  own,  to  your  royal 
highnefs,  which  is  the  Leibnidan  philofophy  of 
a French  lady,  become  a German  becaufe  of  her 
attachment  to  Leibnitz,  and  fdll  more  becaufe 
of  her  attachment  to  you. 

The  prefent  is  a period  during  which  I could 
heartily  wiih  to  fee  a fecond  volume  of  the  fertti- 
ments  of  a certain  member  of  die  Englifli  par- 
liament 
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liament  on  the  affairs  of  Europe.  It  fcems  to 
me  that  thofe  of  England,  Sweden,  and  Ruflia, 
will  merit  the  attention  of  this  worthy  citizen. 
We  fee  Sweden,  formerly  fo  threatening,  be- 
come circumfped,  embarraffed  by  fears  for  her 
freedom,  and  undecided  between  the  money  of 
France  and  England,  like  the  afs  of  Buridan  be- 
nveen  two  bundles  of  hay.  But  will  not  the 
citizen  of  whom  I fpeak  fend  me  any  commif- 
fion  relative  to  the  Anti-Machiavel  ? If  it  be 
intended  for  the  gratification  of  the  public,  there 
ns  fo  little  to  do  that  editorlhip  only  is  neceffary ; 
your  genius  has  accomplifhed  every  thing.  The 
remainder  can  only  be  adjufled  by  printing  the 
text  of  Machiavel  and  the  anfwer  in  parallel 
columns ; and  this  will  not  make  too  large  a 
volume. 

I wait  your  orders  In  all  things,  except  to 
admire  you. 

It  is  afiliding  that  the  gout  fhould  feize  the 
hand  of  the  baron  von  Kayferling,  when  it  was 
his  intention  to  write  to  us. 


Poor  youth,  whom  Frederic’s  friendlhip  cannot  fave ! 
To  whom,  long  fince,  my  willing  heart  I gavel 
This  is  a double  proof  of  Fortune’s  fpite  ; 

I am  denied  to  read,  for  he’s  denied  to  write* 


Permit  the  Hcnriade,  fir,  once  again  to 

thank 
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thank  you  for  the  honour  you  have  done  it, 
and  humbly  to  fay  with  Statius 

Nec  tu  dlvlnam  Aenelda  tentay 
Sed  longc  fequere  ei  vejligia  fe^iper  adord^ 

In  garb  lefs  fpkndid,  bumbler  be  my  fame, 

I dare  not  emulate  great  VirgiFs  name. 

I am  with  the  moft  profound  refped  and  the 
tendered:  gratitude,  &c. 


L E T T E CXIV, 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

I R,  February  25,  174Q, 

I DID  not  receive  the  packet  of  your 
royal  highnefs,  dated  on  the  third,  till  the  twen- 
tieth, in  which  I find  the  cornice  of  the  edifice 
in  which  each  fovereign  ought  to  wifii  that  he 
had  placed  a ftone. 

You  allow,  you  even  command,  me  to  fpeak 
freely ; and  you  are  not  among  the  number  of 
thofe  princes  who,  after  having  defired  to  hear 
the  truth,  are  angry  at  having  been  obeyed.  I 
am  fearful,  on  the  contrary,  left  your  love  of 
truth  fhould  hereafter  be  in  fome  degree  tinged 
with  vanity. 

I love 

y 
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1 love  and  admire  the  principles  of  the  worlby 
to  which  I (hall  boldly  add  that,  in  my  appre- 
lienfion,  fome  of  the  chapters  are  too  long- 
Tranjverfo  calamo  fignum  will  prefentty  remedy 
the  evil,  and  the  thread  of  gold  will  become 
more  coi'npad,  and  acquire  fuperior  weight  and 
brilliancy. 

You  begin  moft:  of  the  chapters  by  relating 
the  fubflance  of  the  difccurfe  of  Machiavel  in 
the  chapter  which  you  intend  to  refute.  But  if 
your  royal  highnefs  means  the  text  of  Machiavel 
and  the  refutation  fhould  be  printed  together, 
might  not  thefe  introdudlions  be  fuperfeded  I 
Though  they  would  be  abfolutely  neceffary  were 
your  work  to  be  printed  feparately.  It  likewife 
feems  to  me  that  Machiavel  fometimes  earths 
himfelf  in  one  hole,  while  you  are  digging  in 
another.  Thus,  for  example,  in  the  third  chap- 
ter he  has  thefe  abominable  words,  St  a a notafe; 
che  gli  uomini  ft  dehbono  g vszzegiare  0 Jpeguere ; 
ferche  ft  vendicano  delle  hggieri  offejfe  delle  gravi 
non  poffonoS^ 

Your  royal  highnefs  endeavours  to  Oiovv  how 
odious  this  fatanic  maxim  is,  but  the  accurfed 
Florentine  only  fpeke  of  the  urefnl.  Will  yoii 
permit  a tliort  obfervation  to  be  added  to  this 

* It  is  to  be  obfervecl  that  men  ought  either  to  flatter  or 
flab ; becaufe'  the  man  who  is  flightly  offended  may  avenge 
himfelf, 

chapter. 
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chapter,  to  prove  that  Machiavel  himfelf  ought 
not  to  have  regarded  thefe  threats  as  juftified  by 
facls  ? During  his  own  tinaes  the  ufurper  Sforza 
was  afTafTinated  in  Milan;  another  ufurper  of 
the  fame  name  was  confined  at  Loches,  in  a 
cage  of  iron  ; a third  ufurper,  our  Charles  VIII. 
had  been  obliged  to  fly  from  Italy,  which  he  had 
conquered ; the  tyrant  Alexander  Vl.  died  by  the 
poifon  which  his  own  hands  had  prepared,  and 
C^far  Borgia  was  affaffinated.  Machiavel  was 
furrounded  by  examples  of  thefatal  confequences 
of  vice.  Of  this  your  royal  highnefs  fpeaks  in 
other  places.  Do  you  think  it  will  be  proper  to 
notice  it  here  ? Is  not  this  the  beft  opportunity  ? 
I appeal  to  your  judgment. 

Hercules  muft  tell  us  the  manner  in  which 
Ant^us  'is  to  be  ftrangled. 

I prefent  my  prince  with  a little  plan  for  a prc* 
face,  which  I have  flcetched  out ; if  it  fliall  pleafe 
you,  fir,  to  frame  my  rude  drawing,  and  fend  me 
your  ultimate  orders,  I will  make  every  prepara- 
tion for  an  edition  of  a book  which  muft  contri- 
bute to  the  happinefs  of  mankind. 

M,  de  Valori  does  me  great  honour  to  imagine 
1 have  been  treated  like  Socrates  and  Ariftotle, 
and  that  I am  perfecuted  for  having  maintained 
the  truth,  in  oppohtion  to  the  fdly  fuperftition  of 
men.  1 will,  however,  endeavour  to  behave  in 
\'0L.  VII.  F fuch 


66  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

fuch  a manner  as  not  to  become  the  martyr  of 
truths  of  which  the  world  in  general  is  unworthy. 
This  would  be  like  attempting  to  fix  wings  on 
the  backs  of  afles,  that  would  reward  me  with 
kicks. 

I have  ordered  Mahomet  to  be  copied,  fmcc 
it  is  the  wifli  of  your  royal  highnefs.  I know 
not  whether  the  piece  will  ever  be  reprefcnted  ; 
but  what  matters  it  to  me  ? I have  written  it  for 
thofe  who  think  like  you,  and  not  for  our  foolifli 
Parifians,  who  are  unacquainted  with  any  thing 
but  love  intrigues,  which  have  been  baptifed 
tragedies. 

I imagine  your  royal  highnefs  will  imme- 
diately receive  the  tragedy  of  GrefTet,  in  which 
I am  told  there  are  fome  very  fine  lines. 

The  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  fends  you  her 
rcfpeds.  She  is  making  an  abridgment  of  Wolf. 
This  is  like  geographers  who  reduce  the  earth 
to  a globe  of  two  feet  diameter ; and,  for  my 
part,  I am  better  pleafed  to  travel  over  the 
world,  on  fuch  a globe,  than  tojoui*ney  from 
Paris  to  Quito,  and  from  Quito  to  Pekin. 

My  ill  health  has  not  fufiered  me  yet  to  finifli 
the  abllrad  of  the  metaphyfics  of  Newton,  and 
the  nCw  elements  on  which  I am  at  work.  1 
am  in  pain  three  parts  of  the  day,  and  during 
the  fourth  1 do  little  of  what  I ought  to  do. 

As 
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As  foon  as  I fhall  finifh  thefe  metaphyfics,  if  I 
can  but  obtain  a little  refpite  from  difeafe,  be 
certain,  fir,  I (hall  obey  your  commands,  and 
finiOi  the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  It  gives  me  plea- 
furc,  becaufe  it  bears  fome  refemblance  to  the  age 
to  which  you  will  give  birth.  With  refped  to 
the  age  of  the  cardinal,  I lhall  leave  it  un- 
touched ; it  is  fufficient  for  him  that  he  exifts 
his  century.  Not  long  fnee  the  nephew  of 
Chauvelin  wrote  to  that  ambitious  hermit  that 
the  cardinal  was  on  the  decline,  and  that  he  put 
on  rouge  to  conceal  the  palenefs  of  his  com- 
plexion. The  cardinal,  who  knew  this,  caufed 
the  fame  nephew  to  rub  his  cheeks,  and  fiiewed 
him  that  his  rouge  was  the  offspring  of  health. 

When  will  that  vile  gout  take  leave  of  the 
Baron  von  Kayferling  ? I am,  &c. 


LETTER  CXV- 
From  the  Prince  Royal. 

DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  Feb.  26, 1740. 

I CAN  only  write  a word  in  anfwer  to 
your  very  witty  letter.  My  prefent  htuation  fo 
F 2 greatly 
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greatly  contracls  my  mind  that  I have  almofl 
loft  the  faculty  of  thinking. 

I. 

Wide  R:\nd  the  gates  of  death,  toward  which  impellMj*' 

In  agonizing  tomient  held, 

A Sire  rever’d  I view  ! 

To  every  pang  a flood  of  tears  is  due  f 
Nor  apathy  can  wifdom  teach  ; 

■’Tis  what  philofophy  can  never  reach. 

II. 

Thus  feme  huge  cak,  the  foreft’s  ancient  prlde^ 

That  many  a florm  has  brav’d, 

Wlicii  tempefts  in  declining  age, 

Rude  and  unabating  in  their  rage, 

, His  withering  honours  rend, 

^How  flurdy  once  ! ) is  forced  at  length  to  bend  ; 

Nor  from  th’  impending  ruin  can  be  fav’d 
The  weakly  feion  at  his  flde, 

IIL 

What  is  ambition,  what  is  fame  ! 

When  Nature  fpeaks,  who  fhall  not  hear  : 

Who  fliall  reje6l  a dying  Father’s  claim  ? 

"When  he  with  terror  fhakes,  feel’ll  thou,  oh  fon,  no  fear  I 
IV. 

In  thunder  from  tli6  vacant  throne 
I hear  a warning  voice  declare 
Of  grandeur  and  of  vanity  beware  ! 

‘‘^Contemplate  death  and  profit  by  the  fight! 

“ Ciit  off  in  all  his  might, 

“ His  ills  are  now  thy  own  ; 

“ Thy  Sire  to  toil  and  death  hath  left  thee  heir : 

“ Of  Policy’s  infedious  paths,  once  more,  beware  P' 

V.  Oh, 
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V. 

Oh,  might  it  be  ! 

Thrice  blefl;  Obfcurity,  that  I might  dwell  with  thee. 
With  eager  flep  and  jocund  heart, 

Reje6ling  pomp,  defpifing  crowns. 

And  that  vile  falfehood  w'hich  the  throne  fiirrounds, 

To  former  folitude  well  pleas’d  would  I depart. 

Thefe  verfes  will  inform  you  that  when  the 
heart  is  fall  the  lips  are  prolific.  I am  certain 
you  pity  me  in  my  prefent  predicament,  and 
that  you  are  really  interefted.  Let  me  intreac 
you  to  fend  me  your  Devotee,  your  Mahomet, 
and,  in  general,  whatever  you  imagine  may 
divert  me.  AfTurc  the  marchionefs  of  my 
efleem,  and  be  perfi.aded  that,  let  fate  place 
me  in  what  fituation  it  will,  you  will  never  per- 
ceive any  change  in  me,  except  that  fornething 
of  the  efficacious  may  be  added  to  that  efleem 
and  friendfliip  which  I have,  and  ever  (hail 
have,  for  you. 

P.  S.  I often  think  of  that  paffage  in  the 
Henriacle  which  fpeaks  of  the  courtiers  of 
Valois. 

uss  courilfans  sn  pleurSi  auteur  ds  lul  rangis  . 

I flrali  fend  the  Henriade  into  England  to 
have  it  printed  : every  preparatory  flep  has 
been  taken  for  that  purpofe. 

^ His  courtiers  all  in  tears  around  him  rang’d, 

F 3 LET- 
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LETTER  CXVL 

From  M.  de  Voltaire^, 

Bruffels,  March  lo,  I74«. 

T I S flrangc  ! Why  wilh  to  fhun  that  glorious  thrcmc 
The  general  voice  accords  to  you  alone  ? 

A fufFering  Father’s  pangs  you  weeping  vie’v. 

And  Europe  gives  fuch  filial  lore  its  due : 

Th’  applauding  world  fhall  future  temples  build, 

To  him  who  every  duty  has  fulfill’d  1 
Oh  I Could  your  royal  Sire  but  truly  read 
Thofe  eyes  that  weep,  the  heart  that  thus  can  bleed. 
How  w’ould  he  praife,  with  grateful  tears,  the  Power 
That  gave  him  fuch  a Son,  at  fuch  an  hour  ! 

Nor  would  his  breaft  by  deep  regret  be  torn  ; 

Pleas’d  would  he  die,  remembering  you  were  born  ! 
Remembering  what  a blefling  he  fhould  leave 
His  people,  and  the  world,  no  more  he’d  grieve  ; 

Except  to  think Rafh  Mufe,  thy  babbling  ceafe  I 

Admire  the  Son^  but  leave  the  Sire  to  fleep  in  peace. 

I did  not  expecl  your  letter,  fir,  dated  Feb, 
!:6th,  and  which  I received  on  the  9th  of  March. 
This  will  depart  on  Monday,  the  14th,  becaufe 
that  will  be  poft-day  for  Amfterdam. 

1 know  not  what  your  prefent  fituation  is,  hut 
I never  have  loved,  never  have  admired  you  fo 
much.  If  you  are  a king,  you  will  foon  render 

many 
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many  men  happy ; fliould  you  remain  prince 
royal,  you  will  be  their  inftruftor.  Could  I 
eftimate  myfelf  at  any  thing,  I ftiould,  for  my 
own  intereft,  wifli  you  to  remain  in  your  happy 
leifure,  and  that  you  might  continue  to  amufe 
yourfelf  in  writing  thofe  charming  things  which 
give  me  information  and  delight.  Being  a king, 
you  will  only  be  occupied  by  the  means  of 
rendering  your  provinces  flourilhing,  in  enter- 
ing into  fage  and  profitable  alliances,  in  efla- 
blifhing  manufadures,  and  in  meriting  immor- 
tality, I (hall  hear  only  of  your  labours  and  your 
fame ; but  probably  fhall  no  longer  receive  thofe 
agreeable  verfes,  nor  that  nervous  and  fublime 
profe,  which,  if  fo  you  pleafed,  would  acquire 
you  another  kind  of  immortality.  The  day  of  a 
king  confifls  but  of  four  and  twenty  hours,  and 
thefe  I fee  all  employed  in  the  happinefs  of  man- 
kind ; but  cannot  fee  a minute  to  fpare  for  that 
literary  intercourfc  with  which  your  royal  high- 
nefs  has  been  pleafed  to  honour  me.  No  matter, 
I wifh  to  behold  you  on  the  throne ; for  I have 
the  honefty  to  prefer  the  felicity  of  fome  millions 
'to  my  own  private  fatisfadion. 

I continue  to  wait  your  commands  relative  to 
Machiavel.  I imagine  you  will  order  me  to 
print  the  tranflation  of  La  Houffaye,  by  the  fide 
of  your  refutation.  The  more  powerfully  you 
F 4 will 
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will  refute  Machiavel,  by  your  conduct:,  the 
higher  are  my  hopes  that  you  will  permit  the 
antidote,  which  you  yourfelf  have  prepared,  to 
be  printed. 

1 have  done  myfelf  the  honour  to  fend  your 
royal  highnefs  Mahomet.  The  Devotee  is 
tranfcribing  ; fhould  (he  arrive  in  time  to  amufe 
your  royal  highnefs,  (he  will  be  very  fortunate ; 
if  not,  (lie  muft  wait  a leifure  moment  to  be 
honoured  with  your  notice. 

I have  a fingular  favour  to  requefl  of  your 
royal  highnefs,  and  this  frankly  is  that  you 
would  not  praife  me  quite  fo  much,  in  the  pre- 
face which  you  have  deigned  to  write  to  the 
Henriade.  You  will  think  me  exceedingly  iiir 
folent,  in  widning  to  preferibe  bounds  to  your 
goodnefs;  and  it  will  feem  pleafant  for  Voltaire 
to  requefl:  not  to  be  praifed  by  his  prince.  How- 
ever, I wiflu  to  be  praifed,  I have  that  vanity  to 
excefs ; but  I earneftly  requefl:  you  would  per- 
mit me  to  retrench  fome  things  to  w’hich  1 feel 
1 have  little  claim.  I refemble  a courtier,  whofe 
defires  are  moderate  (if  you  know  any  fuch)  who 
fhould  fay  to  you— Beftow  a little  grandeur  on 
me,  but  do  not  beftow  too  much,  left  you  fhould 
turn  my  brain. 

From  the  bottom  of  my  heart,  I thank  your 
foyal  highnefs,  for  having  changed  your  idea  of 

an 
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an  engraved  edition  to  that  of  a beautiful  im- 
prefiion  in  the  ufual  way.  It'willbe  better,  and 
I (hall  fooner  enjoy  the  ineftimable  honour  you 
have  deigned  to  confer.  I cannot  promife  my- 
felf  length  of  life  fufficient  for  fuch  an  under- 
taking as  the  engraving  of  the  Henriade.  I will 
foon  employ  the  remaining  time  which  nature 
fliall  grant  to  finifli  the  age  of  Louis  XIV. 

Madame  da  Cbatelet  had  written  to  your 
royal  highnefs  before  I received  your  letter  or 
the  26th.  She  is  become  intirely  the  diiapie 
of  Leibnitz.  I,  for  my  part,  draw  up  the  briefs 
in  behalf  both  of  Newton  and  Leibnitz,  and  de- 
duce a ftate  of  the  cafe  which,  if  I do  not  mif- 
take,  may  be  read  without  contention, 

1 afk  a thonfand  pardons,  great  prince,  for 
prattling  thus,  at  a moment  when  you  muft  be  fo 
entirely  occupied ; bur,  king,  or  prince,  you 
will  ever  be  my  fovereign;  though  you  have  a 
very  talkative  fubjeef. 

I am.  See, 
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LETTER  CXVn. 

From  the  Prince  RoyaL 

DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  . Berlin,  March  iSth,  1740*, 

Yo  U have  very  much  obliged  me  by 
your  fincerity,  and  by  die  remarks  that  you 
have  aided  me  to  make  on  the  refutation  of 
Machiavel.  Y^ou  muft  naturally  exped  to  re- 
ceive at  lead  fome  of  the  chapters  corre<ded ; 
and  fuch  indeed  was  my  intention.  But  this  is 
a very  fearful  crifis  to  me,  and  I muft  rather 
think  of  refuting  Machiavel  by  my  condud 
than  by  my  writings.  I promife,  however,  that 
I will  corred  the  whole  as  foon  as  I have  a few 
moments  to  myfelf.  I have  fcarcely  had  timo 
to  run  over  the  fanatical  prophet  of  Afia ; I will 
not  fpeak  my  opinion,  for  you  know  we  cannot 
judge  of  works  of  genius  till  they  have  firft  been 
read  with  cool  refledion. 

I fend  you  fome  few  trifles  in  verfe,  to  fliew 
you  that  I fill  up  the  little  void  that  is  left  in 
my  prefent  hours  in  recreations  with  Calliope. 

I am  exceedingly  well  fatisfied  at  die  refolu- 
tion  you  have  taken  to  finifh  the  age  of  Louis 
XIV.  it  is  a work  that  ought  to  be  finifhed,  for 

* May  1 8th,  in  the  Ber]in  edition. 
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the  honour  of  our  age,  and  to  render  its  triumph 
over  all  that  antiquity  has  produced  complete. 

It  is  faid  that  your  eternal  cardinal  is  to  be 
pope  ; if  fo  he  may  have  his  apotheofis  painted 
in  the  dome  of  St.  Peter’s  at  Rome.  I doubt 
the  truth  of  the  fad,  and  imagine  that  the  helm 
of  the  French  government  is  more  than  equal 
to  the  half  rufty  keys  of  St.  Peter.  Machiavel 
might  difpute  pre-eminence  with  St.  Paul,  and 
De  Fleuri  might  find  it  more  conducive  to  his 
glory  to  dupe  the  councils  of  princes,  compofed 
of  men  of  underftanding,  than  to  cheat  the  fu- 
perftitious  and  orthodox  multitude  of  the  catholic 
church. 

You  will  give  me  great  pleafure  by  fending 
me  your  Devotee,  and  your  metaphyfics.  Per- 
haps I fhall  have  nothing  to  return ; but  I will 
truft  to  yourgenerofity,  and  hope  you  will  kindly 
give  me  credit  for  fome  weeks;  after  which  Ma- 
chiavel, and  perhaps  fomething  elfe  equallyrin- 
fignificant,  may  pay  off  my  fcore. 

Inclofed  is  a letter  from  Cefario,  whofe  health 
daily  flrengthens.  We  are  continually  fpeaking 
of  our  friends  at  Cirey ; I fee  them  in  fancy, 
but  I never  fee  them  thus  without  wiQiing  a 
dream  fo  agreeable  might  be  realifed,  which, 
illufive  as  it  is,  is  a fubftitute  for  pleafure. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire ; lay  in  ah  ample  pro- 
^ vifion 
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viHon  of  healrh  and  ftrength.  Hufband  your 
health,  efpecially ; be  as  careful  of  it  as  I am 
prodigal  of  the  fentiments  of  efteem  and  friend- 
fiijp  in  which  you  will  find  me  ever  cQnflanto 
I am  your  very  faithful  friend,  &c. 


letter,  cxviie 

From  the  Frince  R(yaL 

Berlin,  March  23d,  1 7.^.0, 

Fe  ar  not  that  empire  e’er,  or  Gods,  or  Fate, 

Tli’  ecftatic  lyre  fnall  caufe  me  t ’abdicate  ; 

Fear  not  I fliould  prefer,  with  wavering  heart, 

Int’reft  and  pride  to  fcience  and  to  art  : 

As  coldly  1 can  dazzling  grandeur  trace 
As  Priam’s  council  look’d  on  Helen’s  face. 

Pomp,  wdth  her  gaudy  trappings,  cannot  hide 
Thofe  rigorous  laws  which  I mufl  make  my  guide^ 

Science  my  miftrefs  is,  the  throne’s  my  wife  ; 

The  lover  would  not  be  a Have  for  life. 

Did  not  refilllefs  Fate,  with  malice  frauglrt, 

Impofe  the  fnackle  which  herfelf  had  wTought. 

The  world  my  will,  in  juflice,  can’t  condemn  5 
I fwim  but  with  the  flream  I cannot  dem. 

No  barometric  change  my  friendfliip  knows. 

Now"  high,  now  low,  with  ev’ery  wind  that  blows  $ 

The  phantgm  of  a title,  or  a name, 

Can  none  but  weak  or  vulgar  minds  inflame ; 
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From  lieaven  immortal  genius  would  look  down, 

And  in  Voltaire  a kindred  fpirit  own  ! 

Well  then  may  kings,  forgetting  lilly  pride, 

Poor  royalty  and  dulnefs  thrown  afide. 

Quitting  th’  inlldlcus  paths  where  falfehood  lurksj 
Walpole  and  Fleuri,  with  their  fubtle  quirks. 

The  fool  infatiate  and  the  fawning  throng, 

Liften  to  thee,  enraptur’d  at  the  fong  I 
And,  as  thy  fingers  llrike  the  wondrous  lyre, 

Feel  heav’nly  joys  revive,  and  catch  poetic  fire  ! 

Such  are  my  intentions.  Be  my  deftiny  what 
k may,  you  will  fee  me  divide  my  time  betweea 
my  duty,  my  friend,  and  the  arts.  Habit  has 
made  the  aptitude  which  I had  for  them  conflii- 
tutional.  When  I can  neither  read  no-r  write, 
1 am  as  redlefs  as  your  great  fnufT-takers,  who 
continually  put  their  hand  to  their  pocket,  v/hen 
they  are  deprived  of  their  box.  The  ornaments 
of  the  edifice  are  changed,  without  making  any 
alteration,  either  in  the  foundation  or  the  walls. 
This  you  luay  happen  to  fee  in  me,  for  the  date 
of  my  father  is  fuch  that  there  are  no  remaining 
hopes  of  his -cure;  I mufl:  therefore  prepare  to 
act  my  part. 

A private  life  would  better  fuit  my  freedom 
than  that  to  which  I mud  fubmit.  You  know 
I love  independence,  to  renounce  which,  and 
to  fubjedl  one's  felf  to  the  painful  offices  of  duty, 
you  likewife  know  is  a fevere  tafk.  My  only 
7 con  fa- 
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confolation  is  the  thought  of  ferving  my  felIo\r 
citizens,  and  being  ufeful  to  my  country.  May 
I hope  to  fee  you,  or  will  you  cruelly  deprive 
me  of  that  fatisfadlion  ? This  is  an  idea  of  con- 
folation which  dwells  on  my  mind,  like  the 
coming  of  the  Mefliah  on  the  minds  of  the  Jews. 

I will  make  farther  corredions  in  the  preface 
of  the  Henriade;  but  you  will  not  take  k ill 
that  I fhould  leave  truths  there  which  only  re- 
femble  flattery  becaufe  they  are  often  repeated 
in  a filly  and  unfeafonable  manner.  I am  alter- 
ing fome  of  the  chapters  of  Machiavel ; but  in 
my  prefent  predicament  I proceed  but  flowly. 

Fanatic  though  he  be,  I admire  Mahomet;  he 
mufl;  do  you  much  honour.  The  condud  of  the 
piece  is  excellently  conceived  ; there  is  nothing 
to  (hock  probability  or  rule ; the  charaders  are 
perfedly  well  fuftained.  The  end  of  the  third 
and  the  whole  fourth  ad  have  moved  me  even 
to  tears.  As  a philofopher  you  convince  the 
mind,  and  as  a poet  you  affed  the  heart ; and  I 
almoft  prefer  the  latter  gift  to  the  former,  fince 
men  are  all  born  with  fenfibility,  but  very  fevr 
with  reafon. 

An  ink-fland  comes,  but  if  it  came 
T’  increafe  my  pleafure  and  my  fame. 

When  this  you  fent,  ^twere  furely  fit 
You  fhould  have  likevvife  fent  your  wrt. 

F©r 
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For  this  I thank  you,  as  I alfo  do  the  mar- 
chionefs,  to  whom  I beg  you  will  prefent  the 
inclofed  box,  made  at  Berlin,  from  a ftone  which 
was  found  at  Remufberg.  As  I fear,  my  dear 
friend,  left  your  remembrance  of  me  fliould  not 
be  fo  frefti  as  it  was  at  Circy,  I fend  you  my 
portrait,  which  I hope  will  never  quit  your 
finger. 

Should  a change  happen,  you  fliall  be  the  firft 
to  be  informed  of  it.  ^Pity  me,  for  I aftlire  you  I 
am  much  to  be  pitied.  Continue  to  love  me,  for 
I am  better  pleafed  with  your  friendfliip  than 
your  refped.  Be  perfuaded  your  merit  is  too 
well  known  to  me  for  me  not  to  afford  you,  on 
all  occafions,  marks  of  the  perfed  efteem  with 
which  I am,  &c. 


LETTER  CXIX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire* 

SIR,  BrufTels,  April  6th,  1740. 

I HAVE  received  a packet  of  the  i8th  of 
March,  with  which  your  royal  highnefs  has  ho- 
noured me.  You  w^ere  certainly  formed  to  ad 
in  a fingularly  excellent  manner ; as  a proof  of 

which 
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which  you  have  been  able,  in  the  prefent  crifis 
of  your  fate,  to  do  things  which  require  the  ut- 
moft  prefence  of  mind.  All  you  have  faid  on 
patience  appertains  to  the  great  hero,  and  the 
great  genius ; it  is  one  of  the  befl  things  you 
have  deigned  to  fend  me.  While  thanking  you, 
fir,  for  the  good  leffons  which  you  there  have 
given  me- — 

Thougli  fpleen  my  patience  may  abufe. 

Patience  no  doubt  I ought  to  uft>. 

He  who  your  bigot  contradi6ts 
Sure  penance  on  himfelf  inflidls. 

Zealots,  who  moft  forgivenefs  preach, 

And  charity  pretend  to  teach. 

Their  wrath  on  all  occafions  wreak. 

And,  like  their'  god,  for  vengeance  feek. 

The  tranllation  of  the  ode  ReEHus  vives  Licini 
fuows  that  Maecenas  and  Horace  are  fometimes 
united.  You  did  not  intend  to  give  the  literal 
fenfe  of 

Aurmm  quifqiiis  mediocritatem 
D'lhgit  tutus  caret  obfohti 
Sordihus  teSi,  caret  invidendd 
Sobrius  auld* 

You  fo  well  feel  what  is  proper  to  our  Ian* 
guage,  and  what  the  beauties  of  the  Latin  are, 
that  you  have  nor  tranflated  ohjoleti  te^iy  which 
would  be  exceedingly  mean  in  French. 

Loin 
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Loin  de  la  grandeur  ft^ueufe^ 

La  frugale  Jimpliciti 
LTen  ejl  que  plus  dcUeieufe 

Thefe  expreffions  are  much  more  dignified  in 
French  than  in  the  Latin ; they  are  not  fo  de* 
fcriptive,  but  the  great  misfortune  of  our  lan- 
guage is,  that  it  is  not  fufficiently  circumflantial. 
I muft  obferve  that  mediocrite  is  with  us  a word 
of  five  fyllables ; if  it  be  your  abfolute  determi- 
nation to  make  it  only  three  or  four,  why  you  are 
a prince,  and  muft  do  as  you  pleafe. 

The  conclufion  of  the  Epiftle  to  M.  Jordan 
is  a pledge  to  render  mankind  happy.  You  had 
no  need  to  make  the  promife*;  I will  depend 
upon  your  character,  without  afking  your  word. 

1 here  add  fome  pieces,  half  verfe,  half  profe, 
that  I may  pay  tribute  to  him  by  whom  I am 
continually  enriched.  The  Epiftle  to  M.  de 
Maurepas,  one  of  our  fecretaries  of  flate,  is  as 
applicable  to  your  royal  highncfs  as  to  him: 
for,  if  I do  not  miflake,  it  is  your  inclination  to 
afford  equal  protedion  to  all  the  arts  \ and  I am 
very  certain-  that,  if  any  one  had  written  the 
edifying  book  of  Marie  a la  coque^  you  would 
not  have  rewarded  him  with  the  archbifhopric 

* Removed  from  the  pomp  of  grandeur,  frugal  fimplicity 
is  but  the  more  deficious. 

VOL.  VII. 


G 


of 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

of  Sens,  and  with  an  annual  income  of  a hun- 
dred thoufand  livres,  while  men  of  real  talents 
were  fuffered  to  remain  in  want. 

I know  not  whether  your  royal  highnefs  has 
received  a certain  inkftand,  fent  by  the  poll  to 
Wefel,  fealed  with  the  arms  of  the  princefs  de 
la  Tour,  and  addreffed  to  general  Bork,  or 
to  the  governor  of  Wefel,  that  it  might  be  dili- 
gently expedited.  Your  royal  highnefs  has  fent 
me  fomething  to  drink,  and  I have  taken  the 
liberty  to  fend  you  fomething  to  write  with. 

When  wine  li  giv’n  by  royal  charter, 

An  inkhorn  to  return  in  barter, 

Is  no  great  truck,  I trow ; 

But,  fliould  this  horn  prolific  teem 
With  works  divine,  mankind  will  deem 
Their  thanks  to  me  they  owe. 

I hope  your  royal  highnefs  will  pardon  thefe 
exceffive  freedoms.  I wait  your  final  commands 
concerning  the  refutation  of  the  preceptor  of 
ftatefmen.  There  is  little  to  alter,  and  I Bill 
continue  to  think  it  will  be  an  advantage  to  the 
human  race  to  make  this  antidote  public. 

I am  tranfcribing  my  little  Abftradt  of  the 
Metaphyfics  of  Newton  and  Leibnitz.  It  will 
make  a large  packet.  Muft  I fend  it  by  the 
way  of  Wefel  ? I wait  your  orders,  to  which  I 
fhall  always  conform  ; for  you  know  that  Mi- 
nerva, 
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nerva,  Apollo,  and  Virtue,  have  made  me  your 
fubjed. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  will  have  the  honour  to 
fend  your  royal  highnefs  fomething,  which  will 
be  fome  recompence  for  my  tedioufnefs, 

I am,  &c. 


LETTER  CXX. 

From  thi  Prince  RoyaL 

DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  April  15,  1740^. 

Your  Devotee  t is  arrived  at  the  moft 
fortunate  moment  poflible;  (he  is  a charming 
creature  !-— The  charaders  are  well  fupported, 
the  plot  is  well  conduded,  and  the  denouement 
natural.  Cjefario  and  I have  read  it  with  great 
pleafure,  earneftly  wifhing  to  fee  it  rCprefented 
here,  before  its  author,  before  the  friend  whom 
we  fo  much  delire  to  meet.  My  half-(ick,  half- 
well friend  compliments  you  for  having,  ill  as 
you  are,  worked  harder,  and  to  better  purpofe, 
than  fo  many  other  authors  who  are  in  full  health. 
I cannot  account  for  a being  fo  peculiar.  Among 

* Undated  in  the  Berlin  edition. 

*1’  La  Prude,  ou  la  Gardeufe  de  Caffette,  The  Prude,  or  the 
Keeper  of  the  Calliet,  a comedy  by  Voltaire.  T. 
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US  common  mortals,  the  mind  always  fuffers  with 
the  body.  The  leaft  thing  renders  me  incapable 
of  thought ; but  your  foul,  fuperior  to  the  or- 
gans of  fenfe,  triumphs  over  them  all.  Oh ! 
that  it  might  triumph  over  death  himfelf ! 

Be  kind  enough  to  read  a (hortTale,  ill  enough 
written,  which  I here  fend  you ; and  an  Epiftle, 
in  which  I have  thought  proper  to  addrefs  a fort 
of  people  who  are  feldom  inclined  to  regulate 
their  condud  by  the  morality  of  poets.  Ma- 
chiavel  muft  follow  when  he  can.  You  muft 
have  the  patience  to  wait  till  I can  apply  myfelf 
to  the  work. 

The  people  here  are  fo  deceitful,  fo  reftlefs, 
fo  turbulent,  that  it  is  hardly  poffible  to  efcape 
the  epidemic  difeafe.  All  1 am  able  to  do  is  to 
firing  a few  follies  in  rhime.  I wait  till  I (hall 
find  myfelf  in  a more  tranquil  fliate,  that  I may 
recur  to  occupations  more  ferious,  and  which  re- 
quire refledion.  We  have  at  prefent  a wretched 
round  of  feafting ; and  fcafl  we  mufl,  be  the  con- 
fequence  what  it  may.  We  liften  to  a fucceflion 
of  inconhflent  harangues,  which  it  is  neceffary 
to  applaud  with  an  air  of  convidion.  I fubmit 
to  this  much  againfl  my  will,  for  I hate  every 
thing  which  approaches  hypocrify  and  falfehood. 

Algarotti  writes  me  word  that  Pine  has  not 
yet  finifhed  his  edition  of  Virgil,  and  that  the 

Henriade 
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Henriade  muft  be  laid  on  the  fhelf  in  the  mean 
time.  I have  not  failed  to  gromblcj,  for  it  feems 
to  me  that — 

Since  Maro,  with  becoming  grace, 

As  foon  as  you  appear’d,  gave  place, 

’Tis  odd  that  ipafter  Pine  fhould  choofe 
His  paltry  honours  to  refufe  I 

You  fee,  dear  Voltaire,  the  difference  there  is 
between  the  decrees  of  Apollo  and  the  whims 
of  a printer.  I do  but  aid  the  glory  of  this 
deity  by  accelerating  the  publication  of  your 
work;  and  I hope  foon  to  fubdue  the  frenzy  of  the 
Englifliman,  by  gratifying  his  interefled  avidity. 

Be  kind  enough  to  alfure  the  marchionefs  of 
my  attentions,  Take  care  of  the  health  of  the 
man  whom  1 love ; and  never  forget  that,  ap- 
pertaining as  you  do  to  me,  you  ought  to  pay 
every  refped  to  the  prefervation  of  the  greateft 
good  the  gods  ever  conferred  on  me.  Let  me 
foon  hear  news  of  your  convalefcence ; and  be 
certain  that,  of  all  the  news  I ever  (liall  receive 
during  life,  this  will  be  the  mbfl  agreeable. 

Adieu,  wholly  yours. 

Inclofed  is  a fmall  packet  from  C^efario;  I 
hope  you  will  not  remember  him  with  indif- 
ference, but  that  you  will  hear  with  pleafure  of 
the  daily  recovery  of  his  health. 
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LETTER  CXXL 
From  the  Prince  RoyaL 

DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  April  26,  I740« 

The  galleons  of  Bruflels  are  arrived, 
and  have  brought  me  ineftimable  treafures.  I 
am  aftonilhed  at  the  prodigious  fecundity  of 
your  Peru.  Your  means  feem  inexhauftible. 
You  foften  the  bittereft  moments  of  my  life. 
Why  cannot  I equally  contribute  to  your  hap- 
pinefs  ? In  my  prefent  ftate  of  inquietude  I have 
neither  time  nor  fufficient  tranquillity  of  mind 
to  corred  Machiavel.  I abandon  my  work  to 
you,  perfuaded  it  will  be  embellifhed  by  your 
hands.  It  muft  pafs  through  your  crucible, 
that  the  gold  and  the  drofs  may  be  feparated. 

I fend  you  an  EpifUe  on  the  Neceflity  of  culti- 
vating the  Arts;  of  this  neceflity  you  are  well 
perfuaded,  but  there  are  fome  who  think  dif- 
ferently. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire ; I wait  for  your  letters 
with  impatience.  What  relates  to  your  health 
interefts  me  as  much  as  the^produds  of  your  ge- 
nius, Aflfure  the  marchionefs  of  my  efteem, 
and  reft  perfuaded  I cannot  be  more  perfedtly 
than  I am. 

Your  very  faithful  friend. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CXXII. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

SIR,  April,  1740. 

Your  image  haunts  me  day  and  night. 
I dream  of  my  prince,  as  a lover  dreams  of  his 
miftrefs. 

Fempus  eral  quo  prlma  qutes  mortalihus  agrls 
Incipit,  et  dono  divum  gratiffima ferp'it  : 

In  fomnis  ecce  ante  oculos  pulcherrimus  her  os 
Vifus  adejfe  mihu  . . . 

I have  beheld  you  afcending  a throne  of  folid 
filver,  which  had  not  been  raifed  by  yourfelf, 
and  on  which  you  fat  rather  in  grief  than 
gladnefs-— 

More  forrowful,  a dying  father  to  behold, 

Than  cheerM  by  courtier^s  fmiles,  or  globes  of  glitt’rlng 
gold. 

I faw  crowds  of  courtiers,  who  had  negleded 
to  vifit  his  royal  highnefs  at  Remufberg,  affem- 
ble  to  falute  his  majefty  at  Berlin— 

Their  lace,  their  gilding,  and  their  fringe  Ifpied, 

Their  native  infignificance  to  hide. 

Nor  can  I doubt  their  high  and  ancient  race ; 

Janus  was  their  progenitor,  with  double  face, 
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They  might  be  defccndants  on  the  mother^s 
fide  from  the  prophet  Eliftia,  who,  according  to 
the  moft  holy  Scripture,  had  a double  fpirit; 
which  inheritance  has  defcended  to  many  a 
prieft,  as  well  as  to  courtiers— 

Surrounded  by  a motly  crew. 

With  fage  benevolence,  I view 
My  generous  prince  with  fmiles  accoft 
Of  former  foes  a fawning  hoft. 

They  duty  plead,  the  plea  is  good, 

Nor  can  by  Frederic  be  withftood  ; 

But,  while  he  clemency  to  thefe  extends. 

He  fhow’rs  his  favours  on  his  well-tried  friends- 

Antoninus,  Titus,  Trajan,  and  Julian  defeend- 
cd  from  heaven  to  behold  the  triumph— 

Thefe  ancient  heroes  look  with  much  difdain 
Toward  Rome,  and  think  they  furely  have  mifta’en 
Th’  abode  of  conqueft,  honour,  arts,  and  arms ; 

They  own  Berlin  can  boaft  fuperior  charms. 

They  might,  if  they  pleafed,  be  prefent  at 
the  eledion  of  a pope;  but  Titus  and  Marcus 
Aurelius  are  unacquainted  with  cardinals,  and 
the  Holy  Ghoft.  Truth,  which  thefe  heroes 
love,  is  not  of  the  conclave;  for  I faw  Truth 
{landing  befide  the  throne  of  filver — 

Frankly  the  hero  plac’d  her  by  his  fide  ; 

She  wonder’d  at  herfelf,  and  godlike  guide  ; 
Wonder’d,  and  blufh’d  with  half  embarrafs’d  air. 

That  Truth  in  freedom  Ihould  be  feated  there  ! 


She 
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She  knew  well  that  the  throne  was  as  little 
her  place  as  the  conclave,  and  that  fo  much 
honour  did  not  belong  to  a poor  exile;  but 
Frederic  encouraged  her,  and  fpoke  to  her  as  to 
a perfon  with  whom  he  was  well  acquainted — 

The  Florentine,  old  Machiayel, 

Saw  this,  and  fought  his  native  hell ; 

And  as  he  fled,  with  fliame  increas’d, 

A cardinal,  a llatefman,  prieft, 

And  Jefuit,  fled  with  equal  pain  ; 

Hateful  of  heav’n-born  truth,  and  Frederic’s  reign. 

Frederic  however  recalled  Machiavel,  nor 
would  fufFer  him  to  depart,  after  having  made 
his  appearance,  without  firft;  making  honourable 
amends  to  the  human  race,  in  the  perfon  of  its 
proteftor.  He  ordered  him  to  kneel — 

And  now,  confufed,  the  Florentine 
Avow’d  that  Virtue  is  divine  j 
Reluctant  own’d  that  honefty 
Is  ftill  the  bell  of  policy. 

The  Virtues  then  all  began  to  carefs  the  con- 
queror of  Machiavel — 

Sage  Liberality  was  there, 

Gen’rous  and  juft  in  aft  and  air  j 
Mad  Prodigality  Ihe  check’d, 

( And  treated  Avarice  with  negleft. 

Duty  and  Labour  too  were  feen, 

V^ith  fovereign  and  determin’d  mien. 

The 
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The  Loves,  and  all  their  fportive  train| 

Were  in  their  turn  allow’d  to  reign. 

Courteous  to  all,  on  all  he  fmil’d  : 

Stern  Labour  wore  an  afpeft  mild  ; 

While  frolic  Love  his  tricks  was  bade  t*  abate, 

And  by  Decorum  taught  to  captivate. 

Mars  and  Policy  however  pointed  to  a map 
of  Juliers  and  Berg,  and  the  hero  drew  his  fword ; 
yet  was  ready  to  return  it  to  the  fcabbard,  for  the 
good  of  his  fubjeds,  and  the  happinefs  of  the 
world.  The  fine  arts  came  from  all  countries 
to  pay  homage  to  their  protedor.  Mufic,  Paint- 
ing, Eloquence,  Hiftory,  Philofophy,  laboured 
under  his  infpedion  ; he  prefided  over  all,  and 
feemed  born  for  thefe  arts  as  much  as  to  govern 
and  to  pleafe.  A theatre  rofe  ; an  academy  was 
formed,  not  like  that  of  the  forty  French  Cy-, 
phers — 

Ridiculoufly  learned,  hear  them  preach 
On  airy  emptinefs ; or  gravely  teach 
How  words  to  weigh,  on  periods  to  dilputc. 

And  guilty  commas  catch  and  execute. 

This  academy,  founded  by  my  fovereign,  rc- 
fcmbled  that  of  the  Sciences,  and  of  the  Royal 
Society  at  London.  In  fine,  whatever  was  good, 
beautiful,  true,  juft,  and  amiable,  had  aflembled 
round  this  throne.  I have  not  forgotten  my 
dream,  like  the  madman  gf  the  feripture,  who 

threatened 
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threatened  to  put  all  his  (late-counfellors  to 
death,  if  they  did  not  divine  the  vifion  that  had 
efcaped  his  memory  ; I remember  it  perfedly, 
and  want  neither  a Daniel  nor  a Jofeph  for  an 
interpreter. 

Nor  were  all  thefe  the  phantoms  of  a dream  : 

With  other  kings  indeed  fuch  things  but  feem ; 
Potent,  compaflionate,  as  good  as  wife, 

My  prince  my  golden  dreams  will  realize. 

In  my  laft  letter  1 reproached  my  fovereign 
for  having  reduced  mediocrite  to  a word  "bf  four 
fyllables ; the  fault  was  enormous,  and  one  of 
the  greatefl  he  will  ever  commit. 


LETTER  CXXIIL 
From  the  Frince  Royal. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Remulberg,  May  3, 1740. 

It  mull  be  owned  that  your  dreams  are 
equal  to  the  waking  thoughts  of  many  men  of 
wit ; not  becaufe  I arn  the  theme  of  your  verfe, 
but  becaufe  it  is  fcarcely  pofTible  to  fay  more 
elegant  or  more  agreeable  things  on  fo  trifling 
a fubjed. 

The  God  of  Tafte,  to  whofe  divine  abode 
Thou  haft  fo  charmingly  defcrib’d  the  road, 

Firft  wrote  the  verfes  ; then,  to  give  them  fame, 
flefprc  he  fent,  he  fignM  them  with  thy  name. 

This 
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This  I cannot  but  believe : you  have  mvi* 
tually  been  guilty  of  artifice — 

JDivine  Voltaire  his  thoughts  communicates  j 
The  God  of  Tafte  but  writes  what  he  dilates, 

N 

Inform  us  therefore  whether  this  be  truth ; and 
how  your  lingular  invention  could  combine  fo 
much  imagination  with  fo  much  jiiftnefs,  fuch 
depth  of  thought,  and  fuch  fportive  levity. 

Grace,  learning,  genius,  wifdom,  wit. 

Do,  each  and  all,  their  pow’rs  tranfmit  i 
To  charm  Emilia,  thou  art  fraught  ^ 

With  all  the  laughing  loves  have  taught : 

And  fage  Urania  grants  that  thine 
Shall  be  her  compafs^  rule,  and  line. 

I imagine  this  will  be  a riddle  to  future  times, 
and  the  touchftone  of  thofe  who  hereafter  fhall 
wifli  to  be  learned  and  amiable.  Your  dream,  my 
dear  Voltaire,  though  exceedingly  advantageous 
to  me,  feems  to  contain  the  real  charaderiftic 
of  dreams,  which  never  perfedly  refemble  truth. 
But  not  to  mention  that  many  things  are  necef- 
fary  to  accompliQi  this  dream,  if  1 am  not  mif- 
taken,  the  prophetic  fpirit  fhould  have  added — ■ 

Berlin,  thy  Genius  lately  wing’d  her  way. 

O’er  many  a wealthy  land  obliged  to  ilray, 

A fage  to  feek  whofe  ample  mind, 

Expanfive  and  refin’d, 
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The  fine  aits  might  again  reftore, 

To  Wifdom  give  her  ancient  lore, 

And  all  their  w^nts  and  all  their  wiflies  grant ; 

To  find  this  wond'rous  prize. 

Around  fhc  call  her  eager  eyes — 

Not  on  the  dotard,  proud  in  purple  robe. 

By  fiarving  wretch  or  abjecl  author  prais’d, 

Who  ruling  France,  rules  half  the  globc-^ — 

To  thee,  Voltaire,  fhe  turn’d,  on  thee  fhe  gaz’d  5 
Saw  Pallas,  thee,  and  Truth,  with  beam  fevere, 
StKsnge  to  relate  ! weigh  this  our  ponderous  fphere  1 
‘ * Certes,  the  throne 
‘‘  Of  Prullia  were  thy  own. 

If  now,”  fhe  cried,  “ as  heretofore, 

Men  chofe  their  monarchs  from  among  the  wife* 
Enough  1 the  fage  is  found  ! the  fcarch  is  o’er ! 

Though  laws  abfurd,  to  knave,  or  fool, 

“ Or  tyrant,  giant  the  fceptre  and  the  rule, 

‘‘  Let  knave,  or  fool,  or  tyrant,  lord  it  o’er  theirklnd, 
Voltaire  fiiall  reign  the  monarch  of  the  mind.” 

The  Genius  of  Pruffia  will  not  flop  here;  but 
tv  ill  wi(h,  be  the  price  what  it  may,  to  place  you 
at  the  head  of  the  new  academy  mentioned  in 
the  dream.  I tell  the  Genius  that  we  are  not 
yet  fo  near  the  attainment  of  this  bleffing  as  we 
believe — ■ 

Beauty  and  Emily  more  potent  far 
Than  bays  and  academic  honours  are. 

The  Genius  difputes  the  point;  and  pretends 
to  prove  that  the  plealLire  of  knowing  is  prefer- 
able  to  that  of  enjoying. 
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But  enough ! ’Tis  the  di6lum  of  prudent  Boilcau, 
That  the  art  to  be  dull  is  to  fay  all  we  know. 

From  the  fortunate  Genius  of  Pruffia  I pafs  to 
the  guardian-angel  of  Remufberg,  the  protedtioii 
of  whom  was  manifeft  in  the  dreadful  fire  by 
which  a great  part  of  the  town  was  reduced  to 
afhes.  The  palace  was  with  difficulty  preferved  ; 
but  there  is  no  miracle  in  Its  prefervation,  for 
you  no  doubt  know  that  your  portrait  is  kept 
there — 

Thou,  blefl  Palladium,  only  could^fl;  proteft 
Its  ancient  turrets,  or  repel  the  flames 
That  foon  in  undulating  volumes  rofe. 

And  half  the  town  in  fmoky  ruins  laid. 

But  thou  wert  there,  great  image,  and  didfl:  awcj 
And  drive  far  off,  the  raging  fiends  of  fire  ! 

By  flames  affail’d,  old  Troy  forgot  to  guard 
The  heavenly  effigy  her  walls  inclosed ; 

But  foon  fhe  wept  her  folly,  when  fhe  faw 
The  Grecian  fire  thofe  haughty  walls  confume. 

This  Palladium  is  placed  in  the  fanduary  of 
the  palace ; that  is  to  fay,  in  the  library,  where 
the  arts  and  fciences,  affembled,  may  be  faid  to 
ferve  as  its  frame — 

The  wit,  the  fcholar,  and  the  fage, 

Of  every  country,  every  age, 

Collefted  here,  their  homage  pay, 

Their  gii^ts  upon  your  altars  lay ; 
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Your  various  works  they  bow  before  ; 

Proftrate,  your  Henriade  adore  ; 

They  liften,  wonder,  and  revere, 

As  courtiers  eager,  and  as  faints  fmcerfi'. 

Good  Mary  of  Loretto,  fay, 

Though  finners  fall,  and  bigots  pray  ; 

Though  priefts  in  pompous  robes  avrait, 

To  ihew  thy  jewels,  robes,  and  plate  ; 

While  IgnVance  lifts  its  fheepifh  eyes, 

And  Craft  purloins  fome  new-made  prize  j 
Can  praife,  fo  caught,  fuch  blifs  impart. 

As  praife  which  flows  from  feeling  heart ; 
Spontaneous,  nay  unceafing,  flows, 

Nor  avVice,  guile,  nor  prieflcraft  knows  ? 

I entreat  you  to  criticife  both  my  verfe  and 
profej  for,  in  proportion  as  the  oracles  arrive, 
I corrcdt.  And,  that  1 may  furnilh  you  new 
materials  for  caftigation,  I fend  you  a Tale,  with 
the  fubje(5t;  of  which  1 was  furnifned  during  my^ 
ilay  at  Berlin.  The  chief  incidents  are  true; 
the  fa<ft  is  this : 

A perfon  named  Kirch,  an  aflronomer  by  pro- 
feffion,  and  as  I believe  fomething  of  an  aflrolo- 
ger  from  inclination,  died  of  an  apoplexy.  A 
minifter  of  the  reformed  church,  one  of  his 
friends,  came  to  vifit  his  (ifters,  who  were  both 
aftronomers,  and  advifed  them  not  to  inter  their 
brother,  becaufe  there  had  been  many  examples 
©f  perfons  who  had  been  buried  before  they  were 
6 really 
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really  dead.  The  credulous  fillers,  in  confe- 
quence  of  this  advice,  kept  the  corpfe  three 
weeks  before  they  put  it  in  the  grave  ; which 
they  were  forced  to  do,  by  the  difagreeablc 
odour  it  emitted,  in  oppolition  to  the  remon- 
flrances  of  the  minifter,  who  was  in  daily  cx- 
pecElation  of  the  refurre6tion  of  M.  Kirch.  I 
thought  the  {lory  fo  fingular  that  it  deferved  to 
be  put  into  rhime,  as  a Tale.  My  only  objed 
was  to  amufe  myfelf;  and,  if  it  be  too  long, 
you  mull  attribute  the  error  to  my  intemperance 
for  rhiming. 

Suffer  not  my  ring,  dear  Voltaire,  ever  to 
quit  your  finger.  It  is  a talifman,  compofed 
of  wiQies  for  your  welfare,  and  cannot  but  bring 
you  good  fortune.  To  this  I myfelf  fhall  take 
every  means  of  contributing,  affuring  you  that 
I am,  invariably. 

Your  mofl  faithful  friend, 

^ FREDERIC. 

Be  kind  enough  to  give  my  compliments  to 
the  lovely  marchionefs. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CXXIV. 

From  the  Prince  Royal  '*■. 

Rcmufberg,  May  i8,  1740. 

Stern  proof,  demanding  faith,  befets  me  here; 

There  eloquence  delights  my  raviftiM  ear; 

Alfail’d  on  this  fide,  charm’d  on  that,  I find 

Th’  ambiguous  tyrant.  Doubt,  enflaves  my  mind. 

Man,  born  to  aft,  to  aft  is  furely  free  ; 

But  reafon  and  his  paffions  difagree. 

Nor  can  his  cumbrous  organs  wlfdom  teach  ; 

That  thing  call’d  atom  is  beyond  his  reach  i 

Bodies  too  vail  are  equally  unknown  ; 

Not  all  his  lens  can  render  them  his  own  ; 

His  fclentific  arts  and  wiles  are  vain  ; 

And,  pleas’d  or  angry>  blind  he  mull  remain. 

This  is  all  the  judgment  1 can  give,  between 
the  marchionefs  and  M.  de  Voltaire.  When  I 
read  your  Metaphyfics,  I exclaim,  admire,  and 
believe  : when  I perufe  the  Phyfical  Inftitutions 
of  the  marchionefs,  I begin  to  waver,  and  know 
not  whether  I am  deceived,  or  deceive  myfelh 
In  a word,  a man  mull  poflefs  an  intelligence  as 
fuperior  to  yours,  as  that  which  you  poffefs  is 

* The  beginning  of  this  letter  relates  to  a Treatife  On  Me- 
taphyfics, in  which  M.  de  Voltaire  had  dlfcuffed  fome  princi- 
ples of  Leibnitz,  maintained  by  madame  du  Chatelet,  in  hei' 
Injlitutions  Phyfiqiicsk 
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fuperlor  to  other  thinking  beings,  to  decide 
which  of  you  is  right. 

I humbly  own  that  I greatly  refped;  the  ade- 
quate caufe ; but  that  I believe  its  ufe  would  be 
infinitely  more  certain,  if  our  knowledge  were 
as  extenfive  as  this  adequate  caufe  requires  it  to 
be.  We  have  only  a few  ideas  of  the  attributes 
©f  matter,  and  the  laws  of  mechanics;  but  I 
doubt  not  that  the  eternal  Architedf  has  an  infi- 
nite number  of  fecrets,  which  we  (hall  never  dif- 
cover,  and  which  confequently  will’ render  the 
application  of  the  adequate  caufe  inadequate, 
when  employed  by  us. 

On  the  other  hand,  I own  that  thofe  fuppofed 
fimple  beings,  who  think,  appear  to  me  exceed- 
ingly metaphyfical ; and  that  I do  not  compre- 
hend the  vacuum  of  Newton,  and  but  little  of 
the  fpace  of  Leibnitz.  It  appears  to  me  impof- 
fible  for  men  to  reafon  on  the  attributes  and  adls 
of  the  Creator,  without  being  abfurd.  I have  no 
idea  of  God  except  that  he  is  a being  infinitely 
good. 

I know  not  whether  his  freedom  and  the  ade- 
quate caufe  be  contradidtory,  or  whether  laws 
co-eternal  with  his  exiftence  have  rendered  his 
adions  necelTarily  fubjed  to  their  determina- 
tion ; but  I am  very  well  convinced  that  every 
thing  is  tolerably  as  it  fliould  be,  in  this  world ; 

and 
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and  that,  if  God  had  meant  to  make  us  meta- 
phyficians,  he  would  alTuredly  have  communi- 
cated information,  and  intelligence,  infinitely 
fuperior  to  what  we  poflefs. 

It  is  to  be  lamented  that  philofophers  are  re- 
quired to  give  a reafon  for  every  thing;  for, 
when  they  have  no  palpable  reafon  to  give,  they 
mufl  imagine  one.  Notwithftanding  all  this,  it 
is  my  duty  to  tell  you,  that  I am  exceedingly 
well  fatisfied  with  your  Treatife  on  Metaphyfics. 
It  is  the  Pitt,  or  the  great  Sancy  which  in  a 
fmall  compafs  includes  immenfe  wealth.  The 
folidity  of  your  arguments,  and  the  moderation 
of  your  decifions,  fhould  ferve  as  examples  to 
all  philofophers,  and  thofe  who  interfere  in  the 
difcuflion  of  truth.  The  defire  of  information 
appears  to  be  their  natural  end,  but  the  pleafure 
of  contention  is  too  often  the  refult. 

I wifh  I were  in  the  peaceful  and  tranquil 
ftate  in  which  you  fuppofe  me.  I allure  you, 
philofophy  appears  to  me  more  charming,  and 
more  attradive,  than  the  throne.  Its  pleafures 
are  durable ; it  is  fuperior  to  the  chimeras  and 
errors  of  man  ; and  thofe  who  can  follow  it  into 
the  countries  of  virtue  and  truth,  are  very  blam- 
able  to  forfake  it  for  that  of  vice  and  illufion. 

* Two  well-known  diamonds. 
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EfcapM  from  Circe palace,  and  the  cries 
Of  crowds,  who  fly  the  virtuous  and  the  wife. 

From  dangers  free,  in  fludy’s  calm  retreat 
I thought  myfelf,  and  thought  my  blifs  complete  ; 

But  low’ring  ftorms  and  new-born  cares  obtrude. 

And  threat  to  wrefl:  me  from  my  folitude. 

Thus  are  appearances,  in  this  world,  very  de- 
ceitful. To  tell  you  the  honed  truth,  I mud 
inform  you  that  the  language  of  the  gazettes  is 
more  than  ever  falfe,  and  that  the  love  of  life 
and  hope  are  infeparable  from  human  nature. 
Thefe  are  the  foundation  of  that  pretended  date 
of  convalefcence,  the  reality  of  which  I wifli  I 
could  fee.  The  king’s  malady,  my  dear  Voltaire, 
is  a complication  of  difeafes,  the  progrefs  of 
which  deprives  us  of  all  hope  of  cure,  and  par- 
takes both  of  dropfy  and  atrophy.  The  mod 
alarming  fymptoms  are  frequent  vomitings, 
which  greatly  enfeeble  the  patient.  He  hopes 
and  believes  he  fhall  fave  himfelf,  by  the  efforts 
he  makes  to  appear  in  public;  and  this  it  is 
which  deceives  thofe  who  are  not  well-informed 
of  the  true  date  of  things. 

What  moft  w^e  wifli  we  ne’er  enjoy : 

A millrefs  charms  the  arn’rous  boy ; 

A kingdom  is  ambition’s  claim  ; 

The  poet  hunts  an  empty  name  ; 

A title  courtiers  keep  in  view. 

And  ribbands  covet,  red  and  blue  ; 
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The  fage  delights  in  truth,  and  eafe : 

But  wilhing  is  the  mind^s  difeafe  ; 

And  man,  in  every  rank  and  ftate, 

Mutt  firtt  refolve  to  meet  his  fate. 

And  adt  his  ill-allotted  part, 

Ere  he  can  know  content  of  heart. 

Then,  be  my  brows  with  laurel  bound. 

Or  with  more  fplendid  bauble  crown’d, 

Me  fhall  you  view  with  equal  pace 
Continue  my  predettin’d  race  ; 

Nor  feek  without  thofe  joys  to  win 
Which  only  can  be  found  within. 

This  is  the  only  thing  I have  to  refolve  on ; 
for  I perceive,  with  too  much  certainty,  retreat 
is  not  in  my  power.  I fnall  quit  my  indepen- 
dence with  regret ; and  while,  on  the  great 
theatre  of  the  world,  I afeend  the  throne,  fhall 
lament  the  lofs  of  my  once  happy  obfeurity. 

, Had  I that  freedom  of  mind  which  you  fup- 
pofe  in  man,  1 fhould  fend  you  fomething  better 
than  bad  verfes  : but  learn  that  thefe  are  not  the 
laft,  and  that  you  are  menaced  with  a new  epif- 
tle. — Another  epiflle  ! — Yes,  my  dear  Voltaire ; 
another  epiflle : it  mufl  be  fo. 

Now  we  are  fpeaking  of  poetry,  let  me  tell 
you  I have  feen  the  tragedy  of  Grefiet,  intitled 
Edward.  The  verfificaiion  appears  good,  but 
I think  the  characters  ill  depiCled.  The  pafr 
fions  muft  be  fludied,  in  order  to  put  them  in 
H 3 action  i 
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a6Uon ; the  human  heart  muft  be  known,  that, 
by  imitating  its  fecret  fprings,  the  theatrical 
automaton  may  refemble  and  a6l  conformably 
to  nature.  GrefTet  does  not  appear  to  me  to 
have  drunken  at  the  right  flream.  Individual 
beauties  may  render  his  tragedy  fupportable  to 
the  reader,  but  will  not  be  fufficient  to  give  it 
vigour  in  reprefentation. 

Autre  ejl  la  voix  d*un  perroqiiet^ 

Autre  ejl  celle  de  Melpomene 

He  who  wrote  this  fatirical  remark  has  per- 
ceived the  real  defers  of  Greflet.  There  is 
fomething  indefcribable,  fomething  of  the  effe- 
minate and  the  languid,  in  the  part  of  Edward, 
which  cannot  fail  to  infpire  the  auditor  with  dul- 
nefs. 

Weary  of  the  tedioufnefs  of  Mr.  Pine,  I have 
determined  to  have  the  Henriade  printed  under 
my  own  infpedion,  and  have  fent  exprefsly  for 
fome  of  the  mod  elegant  filver  type  that  can  be 
procured  in  England.  Our  artifhs  are  all  at  work 
on  the  plates  and  the  vignettes.  Coft  what  it 
will,  we  are  determined  to  produce  a mafter- 
piece,  worthy  of  the  fubjedt — 

* The  voice  of  a parrot  is  very  different  from  that  of 
Melpomene,’’  This  refers  to  the  well-known  tale  of  GrefTet, 
intitled  V'er-V srU  T, 
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With  trumpet  arm’d,  I’ll  a£l  the  part  of  fame ; 

And  to  the  liftening  world  your  worth  proclaim, 

I imagine  you  will  think  me,  at  prefent,  if  not 
the  mofl;  impertinent,  at  leaft  the  mofh  prattling 
of  princes.  But  prolixity  is  one  of  the  defeds 
of  my  nation,  and  errors  are  but  flowly  eradi- 
cated. I alk  pardon,  my  dear  Voltaire,  on  behalf 
of  myfelf  and  my  countrymen.  I am  however 
one  of  the  moil  excufable  of  them ; for  I find  fo 
much  pleafure  in  converfing  with  you,  that  hours 
appear  to  me  no  more  than  moments.  If  you 
wifh  my  letters  to  be  more  fliort,  do  you  be  lefs 
amiable : but  this,  according  to  the  twelfth  para- 
graph of  Leibnitz,  implies  a contradidion ; con- 
fequently.  See, 

Continue  to  love  me  a little,  for  I am  jealous 
of  your  efteem;  and  reft  perfuaded  that  you 
cannot  do  lefs,  without  much  ingratitude  to- 
ward him  who  is  with  admiration.  See, 

LETTER  eXXV. 

From  the  King, 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Charlottenhurg,  June  6,  1740,.., 

Th  E die  is  caft— I am  not  what  I was — 

I have  been  prefent  at  the  laft  moments  of  the 
H 4 king, 
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king,  his  agony,  and  death.  I certainly  had  no 
need,  while  ftepping  toward  royalty,  of  fuch  a, 
lelTon;  in  order  to  infpire  me  with  difguft  for  the 
vanity  of  human  grandeur. 

I had  planned  a fmall  work  on  metaphyfic$, 
which  is  thus  metamorphofed  to  politics.  I ima- 
gined myfelf  at  a tournament  with  the  amiable 
Voltaire,  and  am  obliged  to  enter  the  lifts  with 
the  old  mitred  Machiavel  In  fine,  my  dear 
Voltaire,  we  are  not  mafters  of  our  own  deftiny ; 
the  whirlwind  of  incident  hurries  us  away,  and 
we  are  driven  perforce.  Let  me  entreat  you  to 
regard  me  only  4s  a zealous  citizen,  a philofo- 
pher;  fomewhat  fceptical,  but  a truly  faithful 
friend.  For  the  love  of  God  write  to  me  as  4 
man,  and  defpife  titles,  name,  arid  exterior 
fplendour. 

I have  hitherto  fcarcely  had  time  to  recollect 
myfelf.  I have  infinite  employment,  and  am 
giving  myfelf  more;  but,  notwithftanding  all 
my  labours,  I have  ftill  time  enough  to  admire 
your  works,  and  to  find  in  them  information  and 
amufement. 

Aflure  the  marchionefs  of  my  efteem ; tell  her 
I admire  her,  as  much  as  her  vaft  knowledge, 
4nd  uncommon  abilities,  deferve  to  be  admired. 

* The  cardinal  de  Fleury. 

Farewel, 
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Farewel,  my  dear  Voltaire.  If  I live  I wii 
fee  you  this  very  year.  Love  me  always,  ancl 
f pndruie  always  to  deal  lincerely  with  your  friend. 


LETTER  CXXVL 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 


^ I R E,  June  1 8,  1740, 

Although  your  delliny  be  changed, 
the  beauties  of  your  mind  are  the  fame.  My 
mind  however  is  altered  : I was  inclined  to  miF 
j^nthropy,  and  was  too  much  affli^led  at  remark^ 
ing  the  injuftice  of  men.  At  prefent  I give  my-^ 
felf  up  to  joy,  in  company  with  the  whole  world. 
Thanks  to  Heaven,  your  majefty  has  already  ful- 
filled all  my  predidions : you  are  already  be- 
loved, in  Pruflia,  and  in  Europe.  The  em- 
peror’s refident,  during  the  lafi;  war,  faid  to  the 
cardinal  de  Fleury — The  French,  fir,  are  very 
amiable,  but  they  are  all  Turks.” — Your  majefty’s 
envoy  may  at  prefent  fay— The  French  are  all 
Prufiians. 

'I  he  marquis  d’Argenfon,  counfellor  of  (late 
to  the  king  of  France,  the  friend  of  M.  de  Vol- 
taire, and  a man  of  true  merit,  with  whom  I have 
often  converfed  concerning  your  majefty  at  Paris, 

wrote 
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wrote  to  me  on  the  13th,  and  informed  me  that 
M.  de  Valori  exprefTes  himfelf  in  thefe  very 
words — He  begins  his  reign  in  a manner 
which,  according  to  all  appearance,  will  be 
continued;  by  unceafing  proofs  of  the  good- 
nefs  of  his  heart,  by  juftice  to  the  memory  of 
the  deceafed,  and  by  affedlion  for  his  fubjedsd* 
— I cite  this  paiTage,  to  your  majefly,  for  no 
other  reafon  but  becaufe  I am  certain  it  was 
written  in  the  flow  of  feeling,  and  communicated 
to  me  in  the  fame  fpirit.  I am  unacquainted 
with  M.  de  Valori,  and  your  majefly  knows  I 
ought  not  to  depend  on  being  in  his  good  graces ; 
but,  as  he  thinks  like  me,  and  is  fo  jufl  toward 
your  majefly,  I am  glad  to  be  jufl  in  return. 

The  minifler  who  governs  the  country  in 
which  I am^  faid  to  me — We  (hall  fee  whe- 
ther  he  will  immediately  dilband  thofe  ufelefs 
giants,  that  have  occafioned  fo  many  com- 
plaints.’^ — And  I replied — He  will  do  no- 
thing  ralhly.  He  will  not  difcover  any  marked 
intention  of  condemning  the  errors  of  which 
‘Hiis  predeceflbr  may  have  been  guilty;  but 
will  be  fatisfied  with  correfting  them,  when 
opportunity  fhall  offer.’’  Deign  to  own,  great 
king,  that  I have  well  divined. 

Your  majefly  commands  me,  while  writing  to 
you,  to  think  lefs  of  the  king  than  of  the  man, 
3 Thi^ 
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This  is  a command  according  to  my  own  heart. 

I know  not  how  to  behave  in  the  company  of  a 
king,  but  I am  wholly  at  my  eafe  in  that  of  a 
man  ; efpecially  of  a man  whofe  head  and  heart 
are  full  of  the  love  of  the  human  race. 

There  is  a queftion  which  I fliould  never  dare 
to  put  to  the  king,  but  which  I will  venture  to 
alk  of  the  man ; and  that  is.  Whether  the  late 
king  became  convinced  of,  and  loved,  all  the 
merit  of  my  adorable  prince,  before  his  death  ? 

I know  that  the  qualities  of  the  late  king  were 
fo  different  from  thofe  you  poffefs,  that  it  very 
well  might  happen  he  might  not  have  felt  all 
your  various  merits ; but,  if  he  were  moved,  if 
he  a61:ed  with  confidence,  if  he  juftified  the  ad- 
mirable fentiments  which  you  have  deigned  to 
teflify  to  me  toward  him,  in  your  letters,  I fliall 
in  part  be  fatisfied.  A word  from  your  adora- 
ble hand  will  inform  me  of  all  this. 

^he  king  will  perhaps  afk  why  I have  put  thefe 
queftions  to  the  man,  and  will  tell  me  1 am  very 
curious,  and  very  daring.  Do  you  know  the 
anfwer  I (hall  make  to  his  majefty  ? 1 fliall  fay 
to  him— Sire,  it  is  becaufe  I love  the  man  with 
my  whole  heart.” 

The  king,  or  the  man,  has  done  me  the  ho- 
nour to  inform  me  that  he  is,  at  prefent,  obliged 

to 
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to  prefer  politics  to  metapbyfics,  and  that  he  has 
entered  the  lifts  with  our  good  cardinal — 

That  heav’n  devoted  faint,  who  quits 
His  petty  mitre  for  a crown, 

With  meek  and  contrite  heart  fiibmits 
To  rule,  yet  not  acquire  renown  ; 

With  zeal  right  catholic,  I ween, 

His  craft  political  to  vent ; 

And  all  his  apoftolic  fpleen 
On  you,  vile  heretic,  is  bent. 

It  is  queftioned  here  whether  your  majefty 
will,  or  will  not,  undergo  the  ceremonies  of  a 
coronation.  I fee  no  need  you  have  of  a few 
drops  of  oil,  to  make  yourfelf  refpedable,  and 
dear  to  your  people.  I hold  holy  vials  in  great 
veneration,  efpecially  when  brought  from  hea- 
ven for  people  like  Clovis  ; and  I have  no 
quarrel  with  Samuel  for  having  poured  oil  , of 
olives  upon  the  head  of  Saul,  becaufe  olive  trees 
were  very  common  in  the  country. 

Though  you,  by  form,  were  not  appointed 
What  feripture  calls  the  Lord’s  annointed, 

My  hero  and  my  king  are  yop  ; 

My  heart,  to  virtue  ever*  true. 

Though  priefts  their  holy  oil  fhould  fave, 

Admires  the  worthy,  wife,  and  brave, 

Since  your  majefty  has  condefeended 
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tiniie  a man,  and  fince  you  flill  think  fit  to  ho- 
nour me  with  your  letters,  I will  venture  to  en- 
quire how  you  divide  your  day.  I am  afraid 
left  your  labours  fliould  be  too  great.  People 
fometimes  fup  without  any  interval  between 
their  attention  to  bufmefs  and  their  meal.  They 
confequently  rife  the  next  day  with  difficulty  of 
digeftion ; labour  with  a mind  lefs  clear;  force 
nature;  and  falPill.  In  the  name  of  the  human 
race,  for  whofe  welfare  you  are  neceflary,  be 
careful  of  health  fo  precious. 

I have  another  favour  to  afk  of  your  majefty  ; 
and  that  is,  when  you  (hall  have  formed  fome 
new  eftablifhment,  and  have  occafioned  any  one 
of  the  fine  arts  to  flourilh,  that  you  will  deign 
to  let  me  know  it ; for  this  will  be  to  let  me 
know  the  new  obligations  I am  under  to  you. 

There  was  a phrafe  in  your  majefty ’s  letter 
which  tranfported  me;  it  gave  me  to  hope  a 
beatific  vifion  this  year.  I am  not  the  only 
perfon  who  fighs  for  this  happinefs.  The  queen 
of  Sheba  wiflies  to  take  meafures  to  behold  So- 
lomon in  all  his  glory.  I have  communicated 
a little  projed  of  this  kind  to  the  baron  von 
Kayferling;  but  I am  much  afraid  left  it  fliould 
fail. 

In  fix  or  feven  weeks,  if  the  Dutch  bookfel- 
lers  do  not  deceive  me,  I hope  to  fend  your 

’ majefty 


i lo 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS, 


majefty  the  beft  and  mod  ufeful  book  that  ever 
was  written ; a book  worthy  of  yourfelf,  and 
your  reign. 

I am  with  the  tendered  gratitude,  the  mod 
profound  refped,  as  may  well  be  imagined,  and 
feelings  which  I cannot  exprefs. 

Your  majedy’s,  8cc. 


C.  E T T E R CXXVII. 

From  the  King. 

Charlottenburg,  June  1*2,  174% 
Fro  M bowers  of  Remufberg  no  more  I write  ; 

Much  lov’d  and  much  regretted  haunts  1 
Poet  and  king  confus’d,  . 

Co-mingled  are  ; nor  can  the  troubled  mind, 

By  thoughts  o’er-peopled,  order  reinftate. 

Sweet  dreams  of  poetry,  delufions  bright, 

Avaunt ! Henceforth  a nation’s  wants 
Me  claim,  Self-doom’d  were  T,  by  felf  accus’d. 

Did  claims  fo  ftrong  with  equal  llrength  not  bind. 

On  me  what  burthens  haft  thou  laid,  oh  Fate ! 

Arts,  pleafures,  friendfhip  I difcard ; 

Yes,  even  thee,  Voltaire! 

Nor  dare  to  murmur,  dare  to  grieve. 

Duty’s  my  deity.  My  people’s  good. 

Well  underftood, 

Muft  be  my  care  ; 

Here  pleafures  muft  I feek,  here  find  reward. 

But, 
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But,  this  perform’d,  with  lightning’s  fpecd  will  I 
To  th’  open  arms  of  friendfhip  fly, 

Thy  leflbns  to  receive  ; 

Leflbns  which  thou’lt  delight  to  give. 

While  I from  thee  fhall  learn  to  govern  and  to  live. 

You  perceive,  my  dear  friend,  that  the  change 
of  my  deftiny  has  not  cured  me  of  the  mania 
of  rhyming,  and  perhaps  it  never  will.  I have 
too  much  efteem  for  the  art  of  Horace  and 
Virgil,  to  renounce  it ; and,  according  to  my 
opinion,  there  is  a time  for  all  things. 

I had  begun  an  epiftle,  Sur  les  Ahus  de  la 
Mode  et  de  la  Coutume^^  at  the  very  moment  when 
cuftom,  and  the  right  of  primogeniture,  obliged 
me  to  afeend  the  throne,  and  for  a time  forfakc 
my  epiftle.  I would  willingly  have  changed 
my  epiftle  into  a fatire  againft  this  fame  cuftoin, 
had  I not  known  that  fatire  ought  to  be  ba- 
niflied  the  mouth  of  princes. 

In  fine,  my  dear  Voltaire,  I am  diftraded  by 
twenty  different  occupations  ; and  deplore  the 
brevity  of  the  day,  which  appears  to  me  too 
Ihort  by  twenty-four  hours. 

1 will  frankly  confefs  that  the  life  of  the  man 
who  exifts  only  for  himfelf,  and  contemplation, 
appears  to  me  infinitely  preferable  to  that  of  one 
whofe  only  employment  is  to  make  others  happy. 

* On  the  Abufes  of  Fafhion  and  Cuflom. 

Your 
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Your  verfes  arc  delightful.  I will  fay  nothing 
more  of  them,  for  they  are  too  flattering. 

Do  not  any  longer  refufe  me,  dear  Voltaire^ 
the  pleafure  to  indulge  the  eagernefs  I have  to 
fee  you.  Exert  every  effort  which  you  think 
humanity  ought  to  make,  in  my  favour.  I (hall 
go  as  far  as  Wefel,  and  perhaps  farther,  at  the 
end  of  Auguft.  Promife  to  meet  me  there  ,;  for 
I could  neither  live  happy,  nor  die  in  peace, 
without  having  embraced  you.  FareweL 

A thoufand  compliments  to  the  marchionefs. 
I am  at  work  with  both  hands;  with  one  for  the 
army,  and  with  the  other  for  the  people  and  the 
fine  arts. 


LETTER  CXXVIIl. 

From  the  King, 

Charlottenburg,  June  24*^  1740^ 

The  perfon  who  will  give  you  this  letter, 
from  me,  is  the  man  of  my  lafl:  epiflle.  He 
brings  you  fome  Hungarian  wine,  in  return  for 
your  immortal  verfes,  and  my  bad  profe  in  lieu 
of  your  admirable  philofophy.  I am  overbur- 
thened,  overwhelmed  with  bufinefs ; but,  as 
loon  as  I have  a few  moments  leifure,  you  lhall 
^ June  21,  in  the  Berlin  edition.  T. 
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receive  from  me  the  fame  tribute  as  formerly, 
and  on^the  fame  conditions.  I am  biified  by  a 
funeral,  an  augmentation,  and  various  journeys, 
and  cares,  to  which  by  duty  I am  fubjedled.  L.ct 
me  entreat  your  forgivenefs,  fhould  this  letter, 
and  that  which  you  received  three  weeks  ago, 
feem  to  have  fuffere^i  fome  little  delay.  When 
my  hurry  (hall  be  over,  my  mind  will  then  re- 
cover its  natural  elafticity. 

By  thee  infpirM,  from  cares  and  troubles  free, 

My  pleafures  and  thy  praife  1^11  fing, 

In  rhyme  will  reign  a very  king, 

^ And  all  fhall  then  be  joy,  and  jubilee  ! 

Yet,  if  thou  would’ll  indeed  increafe  delight, 

Oh  hither  come,  and  charm  our  ravifli’d  fight ! 

My  mufe  didlated  the  laft  line  with  trembling. 
I know  too  well  that  fricndlhip  ought  to  cede  to 
love. 

Farewel,  my  dear  Voltaire ; fail  not  to  love 
me  a little.  Whenever  I lliall  have  written  any 
odes,  or  epiftles,  you  fhall  have  the  fird  of  them. 
But  you  mud  have  patience  with  me,  and  give 
me  time  to  proceed  flowly,  in  my  prefent  path. 
Do  not  forget  me  5 and  be  certain  that,  next  to 
the  care  of  my  country,  I have  nothing  more  at 
heart  than  to  convince  you  of  the  edeem  with 
which  I am 

Your  very  faithful  friend. 

VOL,  vn.  I 
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From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

I R E,  The  Hague,  1 740, 

I N this  third  letter,  I alk  pardon  of  your 
majefty,  for  my  two  firft,  which  were  not  fuffi- 
ciently  laconic. 

I have  paired  the  day  in  confulting  the  lawyers, 
and  fecretly  treating  with  Vanduren.  I aded 
both  as  attorney  and  negociator.  I begin  to 
believe  I (hall  fucceed,  and  thus  accomplilb  one 
of  two  things  ; either  the  work  will  be  for 
ever  fupprelTed,  or  it  will  appear  in  a manner 
wholly  worthy  of  its  author. 

Your  majefty  may  reft  aflured  I will  remain 
here,  and  that  you  fhall  be  entirely  fatisfied; 
Ihould  you  not,  I Ihould  die  with  vexation.  Par- 
don my  affedion,  divine  Marcus  Aurelius.  It  is 
fecretly  whifpered,  here,  that  your  majefty  will 
come  to  the  Hague  ; and  I have  further  heard 
that  the  journey  may  be  to  your  intereft. 

To  your  intereft,  lire,  I certainly  wifti  well ; 
but  it  does  not  appertain  to  me  to  fpeak  of,  or 
to  underftand  the  fubjed:. 

All  that  I know  is  that,  if  you  come  here,  you 
will  win  all  hearts,  Dutch  though  they  be.  Your 
majefty  has  many  great  partifans  here. 
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I dined  to-day  with  a deputy  from  Friefland, 
named  M.  Halloy,  who  had  the  honour  to  fee 
your  majefty  at  the  army,  who  means  to  pay  his 
court  to  you  at  Cleves,  and  who  thinks  of  the 
Marcus  Aurelius  of  the  north  much  the  fame  as 
I do.  With  what  pleafure  (hall  I go  to-morrow' 
to  embrace  this  M.  Halloy  ! M.  de  Fenelon 
to-day — 

^'he  reft  is  wanting, 

LETTER  CXXX. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  June,  1740, 

Yesterday,  blell  event  for  your  people  who  dine. 
Came  two  tuns ! 

Or  two  funs  ! 

From  your  grace ; 

Each  with  rubicond  face  ! 

And  as  like  as  are  brother  to  brother : 

The  one  was  a tun  of  good  Hungary  wine  ; 

And  your  big-bcUicd  Envoy  the  other. 

If  kings  *are  gods,  and  ambaffadors  the 
images  of  gods,  it  will  follow,  fire,  from  the 
fourth  theorem  of  Wolf,  that  the  gods  are  jolly 
fellows,  and  have  very  agreeable  countenances. 
M.  de  Camas  is  a happy  man ; not  fo  much  be- 
caufe  he  is  the  reprefentative  of^  as  that  he  is 
again  to  fee,  your  majefty. 

I 2 
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I flew,  yefterday  evening,  to  meet  this  ami* 
able  M.  de  Camas,  fent  and  fung  by  his  king ; 
and,  from  the  little  he  told  me,  I learned  that 
your  majefty  lives  more  than  ever  like  a man  ; 
and  that,  after  having  difeharged  your  duties  as 
a fovereign,  without  relaxation,  during  three 
parts  of  the  day,  in  the  evening  you  enjoy  the 
fweets  of  friendihip,  which  are  fo  fuperior  to 
thofe  of  royalty. 

In  half  an  hour  we  are  going  to  dine  together, 
with  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet.  Imagine, 
fire,  what  her  joy  and  mine  will  be  ! Since  the 
apparition  of  the  baron  von  Kayferling,  we  have 
feen  no  fuch  day. 

May  crowns  everlafting  of  happinefs  follow 

The  laurels  already  bellowM,  by  Apollo  ! 

May  Mars  add  his  wreath,  (hould  a conflidl;  enfue, 

To  determine  to  whom  Berg  and  JuHers  are  due  ! 

May  your  arms  and  your  courage  decide  this  event, 

And  win  thofe  rich  lands  which  are  yours  by  defeent ! 

Your  majefty  knows  that  Apollo,  the  god  of 
verfe,  killed  the  ferpent:  Python,  and  the  Aioides. 
The  god  of  the  arts  fought  like  a devil,  on  the 
occaiion^ — 

To  you  the  god  his  weapons  gave,  and  lyre  ; 

Thus  men  muft  love  you,  yet  mull  dread  your  fword: 

Not  that  deilru6Hve  w^ars  your  wiihes  lire  ; 

Though  wars  you  well  could  wage,  and,w'’ell  record. 

This 
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This  is  rather  too  much  for  one  man,  fire. 
JBut  you  are  deftined  to  fucceed  in  all  you  un- 
dertake ; for  I know,  from  good  authority,  you 
ppffefs  that  fortitude  of  mind  which  is  the  bafis 
of  great  virtues.  Befidp  that  heaven  will  un- 
doubtedly blefs  the  reign  of  a rnonarch  who  is 
a man — a man  who,  after  being  thoroughly 
fatigued  with  having  aded  the  king  all  day, 
has  ftill  the  goodnefs  to  beftow  a few  veries  on 
liis  letter,  and  on  me,  infignifrcant  as  I am— 

Yours  is  the  happy  art  tp  pleafe. 

To  write  with  hafte,  yet  write  with  eafe. 

In  your  laft  fix  delightful  lines, 

In  which  confpicuous  goodnefs  fhines. 

You  rife  on  generous  Bounty’s  wings, 

O’er  vulgar  wits  and  vulgar  kings. 

How  adorable  is  your  kind  manner  of  fpeak- 
ing,  on  the  fubjed  of  your  journey  to  Cleves! 

Too  much  my  conflancy  you  praife. 

Yet,  know  the  truth  ; 

Love  is,  alas,  for  youth  ! 

But  facred  friendfhip’s  laws  my  heart  obeys. 

I indulge  in  the  moil  flattering  hopes  of  the 
beatific  vifion  of  Cleves.  Should  the  king  of 
France  fend  the  perfon  I wifh  to  compliment 
your  majefty,  I will  pay  my  refpeds  to  you  • 
fhould  he  not,  ftill  I will  do  the  fame.  Will 
not  your  majefty  fufler  a man  to  come  and  do 
I 3 homage 
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homage  to  you  privatdy,  in  his  own  name, 
without  all  the  forms  of  ceremony  ? One  way 
or  other,  Simeon  will  behold  his  Saviour. 

The  work  of  Marcus  Aurelius  will  foon  be 
wholly  printed.  It  has  the  fubjedl  of  five  of 
my  letters  to  your  majefty,  and  1 fent  it  accord- 
ing  to  your  own  exprefs  permiffion  ; yet  M. 
Camas  now  tells  me  there  are  one  or  two  paf- 
fages  which  will  give  offence,  to  certain  powers. 
I myfelf,  however,  have  taken  the  liberty  to 
foften  thofe  two  paffages ; and  I will  venture 
to  affirm  that  the  book  will  be  as  honourable  to 
its  author,  be  he  who  he  will,  as  it  will  be  ufeful 
to  the  human  race.  However,  fhould  your 
majefly  feel  any  remorfe,  you  mufl  be  kind 
enough  to  expedite  your  commands ; for,  in  a 
country  like  Holland,  there  is  no  flopping  the 
avidity  of  a bookfeiler,  who  remembers  that  his 
money  is  in  the  prefs.  Did  you  know,  fire,  how 
much  your  work  is  fuperior  to  that  of  Machiavel, 
even  in  ilyle,  you  would  not  be  fo  cruel  as  to 
fupprcfs  it. 

I have  many  things  to  fay  to  your  majefly, 
on  the  fubjedl  of  the  academy,  which  is  foon  to 
flourifh  under  your  aufpices.  Will  you  permit 
me  to  prefent  my  ideas  to  you,  and  fubmit  them 
to  your  better  knowledge  ? 

I ever  remain,  with  the  mofl  refpedful  and 
devoted  affedion,  kc. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CXXXI. 

From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE, 

June  27,  1740. 

Yo  UR  letters  continually  give  me  in- 
finite pleafure  ; not  becaufe  of  the  praifes  which 
they  bellow  on  me,  but  from  the  inftrudive 
profe  and  charming  verfes  they  contain.  You 
wifh  me  to  fpeak  of  myfelf  like  the  never-end- 
ing abbe  de  Chaulieu.  No  matter;  you  mull 
{^e  fatisfied. 

Here  then  follows  the  Berlin  gazette,  accord- 
ing to  your  requeft. 

On  Friday  evening  I arrived  at  Potfdam, 
where  I found  the  late  king  in  a fituation  which 
made  me  augur  that  his  end  was  near.  He 
gave  me  a thoufand  marks  of  kindnefs,  and 
fpoke  to  me  a full  hour,  on  foreign  and  do- 
mellic  alfairs,  with  all  juftnefs  of  underllanding 
and  good  fenfe  imaginable.  Fie  repeated  thefe 
converfations  on  Saturday,  Sunday,  and  Mon- 
day ; appearhig  to  be  exceedingly  religned,  with 
refpedl  to  himfelf,  and  fupporting  his  infinite 
fufFerings  with  unabating  fortitude.  He  re- 
figned  the  regency  into  my  hands^  on  Tuefday 
I 4 morning, 
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morning,  at  five  o’clock ; and  took  an  affedion- 
ate  leave  of  my  brothers,  of  all  the  chief  officers, 
and  of  me.  The  queen,  my  brothers,  and  I were 
prefent,  during  his  laft  moments,  in  which  he 
difplayed  the  doicifm  of  Cato.  He  died  with 
the  cuiiofity  of  a philofopher,  concerning  what 
pafied  within  himfelf,  at  the  inftant  of  death ; 
and  with  the  heroifm  of  a great  man,  leaving  us 
fmcerely  to  regret  his  lofs,  and  affording  us  an 
example  fuch  as  we  ought  to  follow,  hereafter. 

The  numerous  affairs  which  have  devolved 
upon  me,  fince  this  time,  have  fcarcely  given  me 
time  to  grieve,  I have  fuppofed,  fince  the  lofs 
of  my  father,  that  my  country  claimed  me  wholly; 
and,  fo  fuppofing,  have  laboured  with  all  poffible 
diligence,  to  make  the  mofl:  fpeedy  arrangements 
for  the  public  welfare. 

I immediately  began  by  augmenting  the  army, 
with  fixteen  battalions,  five  fquadrons  of  huffars, 
and  a fquadron  of  body  guards.  I have  laid  the 
foundation  of  our  new  academy,  and  have  ac- 
quired Wolf,  Maupertuis,  and  Algarotti.  I 
am  waiting  for  the  anfwers  of  s’Gravefende, 
Vaucanfon,  and  Euler.  I have  formed  a new 
college  for  trade  and  manufa6tures,  have  en- 
gaged painters  and  fculptors,  and  am  now  de- 
parting for  Pruxffia,  there  to  receive  homage  ; 
/^’ithout  the  holy  phial,  or  the  ufelcfs  and  frivo- 
lous; 
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Ions  ceremonies  which  ignorance  eflabliflied, 
and  cufliom  continues. 

The  life  1 lead  has  hitherto  been  fufHciently 
irregular  ; for  the  faculty  has  thought  proper  to 
order  me,  ex  officio,  to  drink  Pyrmont  water.  I 
rife  at  four,  take  the  waters  till  eight,  write  till 
ten,  examine  the  troops  till  noon,  write  till  five, 
and  in  the'  evening  unbend  in  good  company. 
When  I fliall  have  performed  my  journeys,  my 
mode  of  life  will  be  more  tranquil,  and  uniform; 
but  hitherto  I have  been  obliged  to  attend  to  the 
routine  of  bufinefs,  and  to  all  new  eftablilhments 
in  addition;  not  to  mention  fruitlefs  compli- 
ments to  fend,  and  circular  orders  which  I have 
to  give. 

The  thing  mofl  difficult  is  the  eftabliffiment 
of  magazines,  fufficiently  confiderable,  through- 
put the  provinces,  to  make  provifion  of  grain, 
enough  fox  eighteen  months  confummation  for 
the  whole  kingdom. 

But  let  me  change  the  vapid  theme  ; 

' : Of  raptures  rather  let  me  dream ! 
r.  :-.  Of  that  bleft  hour  when,  face  to  face, 

y : I thee  fhall  meet  in  fvveet  embrace  ! 

"When  every  fenfe,  and  found,  fliall  be 
Confus’d  in  mingled  eeftafy  ! 

Not  Orpheus,  when  grim  Pluto,  charm’d. 
Return’d  Eurydice,  unharm’d, 

N®t 
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Not  Orpheus  with  fuch  tranfport  ihook. 

Nor  trembled,  as  he  touch’d  and  took 
The  hand  of  her  he  lov’d  fo  well. 

To  guide  her  through  the  depths  of  heU^ 

Nor  long’d  fo  much  a glance  to  fteal. 

Nor  felt  fuch  joys,  a,s  I fhall  feel  f 

Stern  were  the  pow’rs  ’twas  his  to  fa,ce  ^ 
Gloomy  the  gulphs  he  had  to  trace. 

For  many  a fpe6bre,  fprite,  and  fpell. 

In  thofe  infernal  regions  dwell. 

Yet,  ah,  how  weak  thefc  powers,  combin’d^ 

To  thofe  which  captivate  thy  mind  1 
Them  I’d  encounter,  nay  defpife. 

But  not  the  magic  of  Emilia’s  eyes  1 

I may  without  rancour,  madame  du  Chatelct^ 
be  allowed  to  envy  you  the  good  you  poffefs, 
and  which  I Oiould  prefer  to  many  other  pof- 
feffions  that  have  been  left  me. 

I return  to  you,  my  dear  Voltaire;  you  muft 
make  my  peace  with  the  marchionefs.  Let  her 
preferve  the  firfi:  place  in  your  heart,  but  permit 
me  to  have  the  fecond. 

I fuppofe  my  m.an  of  the  epiflle  has,  by  this, 
delivered  you  my  letter,  and  the  Hungarian 
wine.  I pay  you  in  very  grofs  matter  for  all 
the  mind  you  bellow  upon  me,  my  dear  Vol- 
taire ; but  you  mull  confole  yourfclf,  for,  in  the 
whole  world,  you  certainly  will  not  find  a perfon 
who  will  enter  the  lifts  of  wit  with  you.  If  friend- 
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fliip  be  called  in  queftion,  this  I will  difpute 
with  any  man  ; and  I affure  you  it  is  impoffible 
to  love  or  efteem  you  more  than  I do.  FareweL 
For  the  love  of  God  buy  up  all  the  edition  of 
the  Anti-Machiavel. 


LETTER  CXXXIL 

From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

The  Hague,  July  20,  1740. 

While  you  in  eafy  chariot  roll. 

And  journey  tow’rd  our  ardlic  pole. 

To  fcatter  bleflings  as  you  go, 

On  Lithuanian  lands  of  fnovv, 

With  llore  of  gloom,-  and  dearth  of  wlt^ 

In  this  thick  Lelgic  air  I fit ; 

Not  ftill,  but  jolted,  here  and  there, 

In  that  precife  poll  travelling  chair 
The  Dev’l  invented  for  the  damn’d  ; 

In  which  fat  burgomafter,  cramm’d. 

By  quicken’d  pulfe  and  (hakes  endur’d. 

Of  apoplexy  might  be  cur’d  : 

Though  French  bare  bones,  and  flender  back. 
Like  mine,  might  well  prefer  the  rack. 

At  the  Flague  I yeflerday  arrived,  after  hav- 
ing with  much  difficulty  obtained  leave  of  ab- 
fence — 
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But  duty  pleads,  and  I her  laws  revere  j 
My  king’s  commands  to  me  are  ever  dear  j 
Only  for  him  awhile  could  I forfake 
Emilia’s  prefence,  or  her  bondage  break. 

Your  orders  feem  to  me  to  be  pofitive ; aiui 
the  kind  and  affedling  bounty,  with  which  your 
humanity"^  iiTued  them,  rendei-ed  them  addi» 
tionally  facred.  For  this  reafon  I did  not  iofb 
a moment,  I grieved  to  travel,  and  not  ta 
travel  in  your  train  j but  I confole  myfeif,  fmc^ 

I perform  fomething  which  your  majefly  wifhes 
1 (liould  perform  in  Holland,  Thefe  Dutclv 
men  are 

A free  but  avaricious  race. 

That  vegetate  in  pent-up  fpace  5 
In  boats  exift,  and  mete  out  air. 

And  water,  with  right  niggard  care. 

For  both  you  pay ! Nay  more,  as  dear 
As  if  they  both  were  pure  and  clear. 

That  knavifh  herd,  bookfellcrs  nam’d, 

Fatt’ning  on  wits  lefs  fed  than  fam’d, 

Like  many  a preacher  in  the  land, 

Vend  what  they  do  not  imderltand. 

From  them  you  Gentians  buy  the  trafli  up,. 

Which  our  French  authors  cook,  and  hafli  up  ; 

* Tour  humanity  was  an  epitliet  which  M.  de  Voltaire 
and  continued  occafionally  to  give,  the  king,  in  confequence  * 
of  the  diftin6Hon,  which  he  had  in  his  former  letters  dwek 
Upon,  between  the  hmg  and  the  man,  T, 
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Our  thread-bare  fentiments,  new  fpun  ; 

Our  novels  that  ha^e  had  a run  ; 

Paper  which  we  may  well  call  waftc, 

And  all  the  refufe  of  good  taile. 

The  lirfl;  thing  I did  yefterday,  on  my  arrival, 
was  to  go  to  the  mod  crabbed  and  daring  book- 
teller  in  the  country,  who  had  undertaken  the 
affair  in  queftion.  I once  again  repeat  to  your 
majefty  that  1 had  not  left  a word  in  the  manu- 
fcript,  of  which  any  pcrfon  in  Europe  could  have 
complained  ; but,  fince  your  majefty  was  fo  de- 
firous  to  withdraw  the  edition,  I had  no  other 
will  than  that  of  executing  your  wilhes.  I had 
already  founded  that  enterprizing  knave,  named 
John  Vanduren*,  and  had  fent  a man  port, 
who,  by  way  of  precaution,  was  at  leaft  to  get 
back  foine  flteets  of  the  manufcript,  which  was 
not  half  printed,  under  plaufible  pretexts : for 
I knew  that  my  Dutchman  would  liften  to  no 
propofal.  In  eftedl,  I arrived  juPc  in  time,-  for 
the  rafcal  liad  refufed  to  give  up  a fmgle 
page  of  the  manufcript.  I fent  for  him,  quef- 
tioned  him,  and  turned  him  every  way  ; but  he 
gave  me  to  underftand  that,  having  the  manu- 
fcript in  his  poffeffion,  he  would  not  part  with 
it,  for  any  confideration  whatever  : having  be- 
gun, he  would  finilh  the  imprdlion. 

* The  Dutch  bookfeller  who  hrll  pruned  tlie  Anti- 
Machiavel.  ^ 

I When 
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When  I faw  I had  to  deal  with  a Dutchman^ 
who  abufed  the  liberty  of  his  country,  and  a 
bookfeller,  who  extended  his  right  of  perfecuting 
authors  to  excefs,  unable  to  confide  my  fecret  to 
any  perfon,  or  to  implore  the  aid  of  authority, 
I recolledled  what  your  majefty  fays,  in  one  of 
the  chapters  of  the  Anti-Machiavel,  that  in  ne- 
gociation  honed  artifice  may  be  employed  ! I 
therefore  told  John  Vanduren  that  I was  only 
come  to  corred  fome  pages  of  the  manufcript — 
I am  very  willing  you  fhould  do  that,  fir,’' 
faid  he;  come  to  my  houfe,  and  I will  gcne- 
roufiy  entruft  them  to  you,  Iheet  by  Iheet. 
You  (hall  corred  what  you  pleafe,  Ihut  up 
in  my  chamber,  in  prefence  of  my  family 
and  my  journeymen.” 

I accepted  his  friendly  offer,  went  home  with 
him,  and  really  correded  fome  flieets,  which  he 
took,  as  they  were  finiflied,  to  fee  that  there  was 
no  deception.  Having  thus  infpired  him  with 
a little  lefs  diffidence,  I returned  this  morning 
into  the  fame  prifon,  in  which  I was  fliut  up 
with  the  fame  formalities  ; and,  having  obtained 
fix  chapters  at  once,  to  examine  and  compare 
them  with  each  other,  I made  erafures,  and 
interlineations,  of  fuch  intolerable  and  ridiculous 
iionfenfe,  that  it  no  longer  refembled  the  work. 
This  is  what  is  called  blowing  up  your  (hip,  rather 
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than  fuffering  it  to  faii  into  the  hands  of  the  ene- 
my. I was  in  defpair,  to  facrifice  fo  beautiful  a 
work ; but  it  was  in  obedience  to  the  king  whom 
I idolize,  and  I therefore  aded  thus  moft  wil- 
lingly. It  is  now  my  very  honeft  bookfeiler’s 
turn  to  be  aftoniflied,  and  confounded  ; and  I 
hope  to-morrow  to  make  a reafonable  bargain 
with  him,  and  oblige  him  to  reflore  what  is 
printed,  and  the  remainder  of  the  manufcript, 
of  which  I (hail  render  an  account  to  your 
majefty. 


letter  cxxxiii. 

Fram  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  friend,  Charlottenburg,  July  9,  174G, 

C ER TAIN  travellers,  returning  from 
the  banks  of  the  Frichhaf,  have  read  your 
charming  works  ; which  appear  to  them  an  ad- 
mirable reflorative,  and  of  which  they  had  great 
need,  to  bring  them  back  to  life.  I (hall  fay 
nothing  of  your  verfes ; though  I fhould  praife 
them  much,  were  I not  the  fubjed  of  them, 
Dedud  a little  of  the  praife,  and  nothing  can 
be  more  charming. 
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My  huge  ambaflador,  with  paunch  well  filPd,! 

Salutes  your  king,  in  fpeech learnt  all  by  rote  ; 

And,  well  to  prove  himfelf  in  rhetoric  fliilPd, 
Harangues  an  inflammation  in  his  throat. 

Fleuri  returns  a babbler  of  his  fchool. 

Wanting  a hand  ; a courteous  fquire  is  he  f 
My  envoy  wants  an  arm ; yet  he’s  no  fool ; 

Camas  has  conn’d  his  taflc,  as  you  fiiail  fee. 

The  letters  of  Camas  fpeak  only  of  Bruffels.- 
It  is  a fubjed:  of  which  he  is  never  weary  ; andj^. 
judging  from  them,  it  fhould  feem  his  embaffy 
was  to  Voltaire  and  not  to  Louis. 

I fend  you  the  only  verfes  I have  long  had 
time  to  write.  Algarotti  gave  birth  to  them, 
and  the  fubjed;  is  enjoyment.  The  Italian  fup- 
pofes  we  inhabitants  of  the  north  are  not  capa- 
ble of  the  fame  degree  of  feeling,  as  the  people 
who  live  near  the  lake  Guarda.  I exprelTed  my 
feelings  to  the  beft  of  my  abilities,  to  prove  to 
him  that  our  organization  is  equally  capable  of 
enjoyment.  You  mufl:  judge  whether  I have 
painted  well  or  ill ; but  do  not  forget  that  there 
are  moments  as  difncult  to  reprefent  as  is  the 
fun,  in  his  meridian  fplendour  : no  colours  are 
fufficiently  vivid  for  them ; and  the  imagination 
of  the  reader  miifb  fupply  the  deficiencies  of 
art. 

1 am  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  the  trouble 
you  have  taken,  relative  to  the  impreffion  of  the 

Anti- 
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Anti-MachiaveL  The  work  was  not  yet  wor- 
thy of  being  publiflied ; but,  from  its  nature, 
ought  to  be  confidered,  and  reconfidered,  that 
it  may  not  appear  in  an  incongruous  manner, 
before  the  public,  who  are  ever  inclined  to  fatire. 
I fhall  foon  depart  for  the  country  of  Cleves. 

Thy  lyre,  full  on  my  raptur’d  ear. 

Shall  vibrate  founds  divine  ; 

The  joys  fliall  then  be  mine 
Thee  to  contemplate,  thee  to  hear ! 

« Then  fhall  I view  thy  piercing  eye. 

Which  could,  from  native  light. 

Submerg’d  in  Nature’s  night, 

, Great  Nature’s  fecret  ways  defcry. 

Thofe  lips,  of  eloquence  the  throne, 

Thofe  lips,  that  tafte,  and  fenfe, 

Wifdom,  and  wit  difpenfe. 

At  that  bleft  moment  fhall  be  known  ! 


Great  indeed  will  be  my  joy,  to  fee  the 
man  whom  of  the  whole  world  I moft  love,  and 
efteem. 


Pardon  my  lapfus  calami^  and  other  faults,  I 
am  not  yet  allowed  to  ftudy  in  tranquillity.  I 
mnft  perform  my  journey  : after  which  I hope 
to  have  fome  moments  to  myfelf. 

Adieu,  charming,  divine  Voltaire!  Do  not 
forget  the  poor  mortals  of  Berlin,  who  are  dili- 
gently preparing  to  vifit  the  gods  of  Cirey. 


Vale. 

LET* 


VOL.  VII. 


K 


13® 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS 


LETTER  CXXXIV* 


From  M.  de  Voltaire. 


SIRE,  Auguft,  i74i» 

Yo  U R humanity  will  not  this  poll  re- 
ceive one  of  my  enormous  packets.  A trifling 
drunken  accident,  among  the  printers,  has  re- 
tarded the  finifliing  of  the  work  on  which  I am 
bufied  ; but  it  (hall  be  fent  the  next  time  I write. 
The  knave  Vanduren,  however,  is  felling  his 
merchandife;  of  which  he  has  already  fold  but 
too  much. 


Among  that  true  refpe6tful  praife 
Which  evVy  tongue  with  juftice  pay« 

The  work  you  wrote,  one  man  is  found  ^ 
(Dull  coufin  to  Cambray,  renown ’d. 

Who  tale  long-winded  did  produce) 

One  man  who  buzzes  zeaPs  abufe. 

And  fecret  warfare  on  you  makes ; 

By  private  mining,  undertakes 
To  blow,  with  apoftolic  care. 

You  and  your  work  the  Lord  knows  where  j 
That  both  may  broil,  as  is  but  fit, 
in  priefts  and  Satan^s  plcafant  pit. 


^ The  marquis  of  Fenelon,  ambaflador  at  that  time  to  the 
States  General,  and  related  to  the  immortal  author  of  Tele- 
^ machus.  He  was  very  religious ; but  was  aa  amiable  man, 
and  a good  officer. 
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**  Oh  wretch  profane,  who  thus  could  write ! 

Like  dog  he^s  damn’d,  in  fame’s  defpite. 

A fage,  a man  of  worth,  is  he  ; 

‘‘  A knave  ! a chridian  knave  for  me  ! 

A fon  of  Rome,  with  daggers  arm’d  !” 

Thus  fpeaks  the  zealot,  when  he’s  warm’d  1 
Of  tottering  church  the  tottering  ftay, 

Whofe  creed  is  firll  to  kab,  then  pray ; 

One  whom,  as  blockhead,  we  may  jeer; 

But  whom,  as  bigot,  we  muft  fear. 

He  and  die  Jefuit  La  Ville  who  is  his  fecre^ 
tary,  begin  however  to  fliorten  their  prolix  and 
infolent  phrafes,  in  favour  of  the  prelate  of 
Liege,  on  which  they  fpoke  with  too  much  in- 
decency. The  laft  letter  of  your  majefty  has 
every  where  produced  an  admirable  effed.  Per- 
mit me  to  reprefent  to  you,  fire,  that  you  refer, 
in  this  public  letter,  to  the  proteftations  entered 
againft  clandeftine  contrads  of  exchange,  and  to 
the  reafons  deduced  in  the  memorial  of  1737. 
As  the  abridgment  I have  made  of  this  memo- 
rial is  the  only  piece  wdiich  has  been  knowm,  and 
inferted  in  the  gazettes,  I flatter  myfelf  it  is  to 


Afterward  firft  clerk  (or  fecretary)  for  foreign  affairs. 
He  forfook  the  Jefuits ; whereas  Lavaur,  fecretary  to  th^ 
marquis  de  Fenelon,  ceded  his  place  to  La  Ville,  that  he  might 
affiime  the  habit  of  Saint  Ignatius.  This  was  the  Lavaur  who 
afterward  a6ted  fo  fmgular  a part,  in  the  affair  of  the  comte 
de  LrdK. 
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this  abridgment  that  you  refer ; and  confc- 
quently  that  your  majefty  is  not  difpleafed  with 
me, for  having  dared  to  fupport  your  claims,  with 
a hand  which  is  deftined  to  write  your  praifes. 
Yet  I receive  no  intelligence  from  your  majefty, 
relative  either  to  this  fubjed  or  to  Machiavel. 

This  is  certainly  a pleafant  country.  Would 
your  majefty  imagine  that  Vanduren,  having 
firft  advertifed  the  fale  of  the  Anti- Machiavel, 
is  therefore,  according  to  law,  empowered  to  fell 
the  work,  and  thinks  he  may  prevent  it  from 
being  fold  by  any  other  bookfeller  ? 

As  it  is  abfolutely  neceftary,  however,  in  or- 
der to  ftlence  certain  people,  that  the  workfhould 
alTume  a fomewhat  more  chriftian-like  guife,  I 
have  myfelf  taken  charge  of  the  edition,  to  avoid 
all  difpute ; and  (hall  fend  copies,  as  prefents, 
into  all  parts.  This  condudl  will  be  expeditious, 
determined,  and  conciliatory;  three  things  which 
I think  of  great  importance. 

From  thefe  dark  climes  refolv’d  to  go, 

That  arrant  hypocrite,  Roufleau, 

Of  an  old  Jew  th*  old  parafite 
(The  name  Du  Lis  of  th’  Ifraelite, 

The  richeil;  rafcal  in  the  land) — 

Rouffeau,  I fay,  with  ready  hand, 

Five  hundred  ducats  has  receiv’d 
From  Jacob’s  fon  ; who  thus  reliev’d 
His  rhymer,  indigent  and  old. 

And  gloried  in  the  wit  of  gold. 


But 
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But  gold  is  vain,  when  death  is  near. 

And  mortal  pallies  interfere  ! 

The  foul  fatiric  of  Rouffeau 
Muft  vifit,  foon,  the  Ihades  below. 


LETTER  CXXXV. 

From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Berlin,  Aug.  5,  1740. 

I HAVE  received  three  of  your  letters, 
in  a day  of  reftleffncfs,  ceremony,  and  wearinefs; 
for  which  I am  infinitely  obliged  to  you.  All 
the  anfwer  I can  at  prefent  fend  is,  that  I leave 
the  difpofal  of  Machiavel  to  you  ; nor  have  I 
any  doubt  but  that  you  will  employ  this  power, 
fo  as  not  to  give  me  any  caufe  to  repent  of  the 
confidence  which  I place  in  you.  I entirely  de- 
pend on  my  dear  editor. 

I fliall  write  to  madame  du  Chatelet,  in  con- 
fequence  of  your  requeft.  To  fpeak  frankly 
relative  to  her  journey,  it  is  Voltaire,  it  is  you, 
it  is  my  friend,  whom  I defire  to  fee  ; and  the 
goddefs  Emilia,  with  all  her  divinity,  is  but  the 
fatellite  of  the  Newtonian  Apollo. 

I cannot  yet  inform  you  whether  I fliall  or 
fliall  not  travel.  Know,  my  dear  Voltaire,  the 
king  of  PrufTia  is  but  a political  weathercock ; 
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the  impulfe  of  certain  favourable  winds  is  necef- 
fary  for  my  journey,  and  to  determine  what 
mud  be  my  route.  In  fine,  I am  confirmed  in 
the  opinion  that  a king  is  a thoufand  times  more 
unfortunate  than  a private  perfon.  I am  the 
Have  of  the  whims  of  fo  many  other  powers  that 
I never  can  difpofe  of  niyfelf  as  I pleafe.  Hap- 
pen what  will,  however,  I flatter  myfelf  I (hall 
fee  you.  Oh  that  you  might  for  ever  become 
one  of  my  flock  ! 

Adieu,  my  dear  friend  ! Genius  fublime  ! 
Firfl:  born  of  thinking  beings ! Continue  very 
fincerely  to  love  me ; and  red  perfuaded  that 
no  man  can  edeem  and  love  you  more  than  I 
do.  Vale. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CXXXVL 
From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  FRIEND,  Berlin,  Auguft  6,  1740. 

I CONFORM  entirely  to  your  opinions; 
I make  you  arbitrator,  and  wifli  you  to  judge  as 
you  think  proper,  while  I remain  perfectly  tran- 
quil ; for  I have  committed  my  intereds  into 
good  hands. 

You  mud  have  received  a letter  from  me, 

dated 
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dated  yefterday;  and  here  is  a fccond,  which  I 
write  to  you  from  Berlin.  1 refer  you  to  the 
contents  of  the  former.  If  Emily  mufh  accom- 
pany Apollo,  I'Confent ; but,  could  I fee  you 
alone,  I fhould  be  better  pleafed.  I fliould  be 
too  much  dazzled;  I could  not  fupport  fo  much 
fplendor  at  once.  The  veil  of  Mofes  would  be 
neceffary,  to  temper  the  mingled  rays  of  two 
fuch  deities. 

Here  am  I,  my  dear  Voltaire,  overloaded 
with  bufinefs.  1 labour  unceafingly,  and  muft 
entreat  you  to  grant  me  a truce : allow  me  but 
one  month,  and  I am  yours  evcrlaftingly. 

You  cannot  increafe  my  obligations  to  you ; 
or  that  perfed  efteem  with  which  I (hall  ever 
remain  your  inviolable  friend, 

FREDERIC. 

LETTER  CXXXVIL 
From  the  King» 

MY  DEAR,  VOLTAIRE,  , 

' Augult  0,  1740. 

I IMAGINE  that  Vanduren  is  more 
troublefome  to  you  than  was  Henry  IV.  While 
you  verfified  the  deeds  of  a hero,  you  did  but 
write  the  hiftory  of  your  own  thoughts ; but, 
K 4 v/hile 
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while  annoying  a rafcal,  you  tilt  with  an  enemy 
unworthy  to  enter  the  lifts  with  you.  My  obli- 
gation to  you  is  the  greater,  becaufe  of  the  affec- 
tion with  which  you  take  my  intereft  to  heart ; 
nor  do  I require  any  thing  more,  nor  is  there  any 
thing  which  would  pleafe  me  more,  than  to 
teftify  my  gratitude.  Set  the  prefs  at  work,  there- 
fore, fince  it  is  neceffary  thus  to  punifh  the  raf- 
cally  proceedings  of  a wretch.  Erafe,  alter,  cor- 
red,  and  interline  whatever  paffages  you  pleafe ; 

I entirely  rely  on  your  judgment, 

I fhall  depart  forDantzic,  and  on  the  2 2d  I 
intend  to  be  at  Frankfort ; fhould  you  be 
there,  I exped  that,  as  I pafs,  you  will  come 
and  vifit  me.  But  I hold  it  certain  that  1 ftiall 
embrace  you  either  at  Cleves  or  in  Flolland. 

Maupertuis  may  be  faid  to  be  engaged  to  us ; 
but  many  other  men  of  learning  are  ftill  want- 
ing, whom  if  you  will  point  out  you  will  give 
me  pleafure. 

Adieu,  enchanting  Voltaire.  I am  obliged 
to  quit  the  moft  amiable  of  the  fons  of  men,  to 
wrangle  with  all  kinds  of  political  Vandurens; 
who,  to  increafe  the  misfortune,  have  no  Car- 
melites for  confeffors. 

Continue  to  love  me,  and  be  certain  of  my 
inviolable  efteem. 


FREDERIC. 
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LETTER  CXXXVIII. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Bruffels,  Augull  22,  174c. 
Another  Solomon,  they  fay. 

To  Sheba’s  queen  intends  to  pay 
Another  vlfit ! Former  gods 
Have  quitted  their  dfVijie  abodes ! 

Should  hence  fome  Hercules  take  birth, 

Great  would  the  blefling  be  to  earth  ; 

Yet  frankly  be  it  here  confefs’d, 

I do  not  wifli  the  world  thus  blcfs’d. 

One  god,  one  goddefs,  thus  to  ferve, 

Is  furely  more  than  we  deferve  : 

At  flirines  like  theirs  let  us  adore  ; 

The  world  and  I can  adc  no  more. 

Such,  fire,  is  the  fadl.  The  world  watches 
my  Solomon  with  the  eyes  of  a lynx.  Is  it 
true,’'  fays  one,  that  he  is  going  to  France?” 
‘‘  He  will  vifit  Italy,”  replies  another ; and 
they  will  eled  him  Pope,  for  the  renovation 
of  old  Rome.  Will  he  pafs  through  Bruf- 
fels  ?”  Wagers  are  laid  for  and  againft.  If  he 
Ihould,”  fays  madame  the  princefs  de  la 
Tour,  he  fiiall  have  apartments  in  my  houfe.” 
^ Oh  no,  and  pleafe  your  royal  highnefs,  not  fo: 
^ fhould  his  majefliy  come  to  BrufiTels  he  will 
^ choofe  to  be  exceedingly  private  there ; and 

^ he 
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< he  and  his  amiable  fuite  will  be  entertained  by 
‘ Emily.  Her  houfe  is  the  lafl;  in  the  city  : rc^ 
^ moved  from  the  crowd  and  their  BrufTels  high- 
^ neffes ; here  he  will  be  as  much  at  his  eafe  as 

< in  your  palace  ; though  her  hired  houfe  is  not 
^ fo  magnificently  furnifhed  as  yours.’ 

Such  are  my  thoughts.  But  how  does  the 
princefs  de  la  Tour  a6l,  in  the  country  where 
(he  now  is  ? She  fend^*in  all  hafte,  to  enquire  of 
madame  du  Chatelet  whether  your  majefty  will 
pafs  this  way ; and  madame  du  Chatelet  replies, 
there  is  not  a word  of  truth  in  the  report,  but 
that  the  whole  is  a fable.  Not  fo  fatisfied,  fhe 
immediately  fends  off  couriers,  to  learn  the  truth. 
People,  fire,  are  very  curious.  We  need  but 
have  it  inferted,  in  the  gazettes,  that  your  ma- 
jefly  v/ill  vifit  Aix-la-Chapelle,  or  Spa,  and  wc 
(hall  put  the  newfmongers  off  their  feent.  Should 
it  however  be  true  that  your  humanity  will  pafs 
through  BrufTels,  I entreat  you  will  be  pleafed 
to  bring  fome  Englifh  drops  * in  your  pocket, 
for  I fhall  faint  in  eeftafy. 

M.  de  Maupertuis  is  at  Wefel,  there  to  ob- 
ferve  and  meafure  your  majefty.  He  never  has 
feen,  nor  ever  will  fee  ftar  of  fuch  happy  in- 
fluence. 

The  affair  of  the  Anti-Machiavel  is  in  a very 
* Des  gouttes  d’Angleterre. 


good 
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good  train,  for  the  inftrudion  and  happinefs  of 
mankind.  Your  fubjeds,  fire,  are  fortunate, 
which  they  are  not  backward  to  proclaim  : but 
I (hall  be  even  more  fortunate  than  they  are,  at 
the  beginning  of  September. 

1 am,  with  the  moll  profound  refpedl,  and  a 
hundred  other  inexprcffible  fentiments,  &c. 

LETTER  CXXXIX. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  BrufTels,  September  i,  1740. 

My  king  is  at  Cleves ; a fmall  houfe  is 
ready  for  him  at  Bruflels,  and  a palace  almoft 
worthy  of  him  at  Paris,  while  1 am  waiting  here 
for  my  mafter. 

My  beating  heart  proclaims  the  moment  near. 

When  I fhall  view  the  man  I mofl:  revere  ! 

The  king,  whofe  prefence  muft  high  bllfs  afford ; 

The  poet,  whom  full  often  IVe  ador’d  ; 

And  hear,  from  him,  of  tafte  and  truth  thofe  laws 
Which  Rome  had  liften’d  to  with  loud  applaufe  ; 

Oh  Paris !.  Abode  of  the  nobk  and  the  frivo- 
lous ; of  good  and  ill  tafte ; of  equity  and  injuf- 
tice ; great  emporium  of  whatever  is  good  and 
beautiful,  ridiculous  and  malignant;  render  thy- 
7 felf 
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felf  worthy,  if  fo  thou  may  eft,  of  the  conqueror 
whom  thou  wilt  receive  within  thy  irregular  and 
bemired  walls ! May  he  obferve  tliee,  himfelf 
unobferved ; and  enjoy  all  thy  pleafures,  with- 
out the  incumbrance  of  royalty  ! May  he  fee,  yet 
not  be  feen,  except  when  he  lhall  pleafe  ! For- 
tunate houfe  of  Du  Chatelet,  that  art  the  refi- 
dence  of  the  Mufes,  and  containeft  the  gallery 
of  Hercules,  and  the  hall  of  Love  ! 

Abodes  of  blifs ! The  pencils  of  Le  Sueur 
And  great  Le  Brun,  with  magic  art. 

To  you  did  erfl  impart 
Genius  fublime  ! As  wonderful  as  rare  ! 

The  fillers  nine  themfelves  juft  prefh*ence  give 
To  you,  and  here  their  temples  build  ; 

In  prophecy  well  fldll’d. 

They  knew  the  gueft  you’re  fated  to  receive  ! 

By  what  I can  learn  from  this  great  city  of 
Paris,  I think  it  will  be  neceftary  that  a word 
fhould  be  inferted  in  the  gazettes,  concerning  a 
letter  from  your  majefty  to  M.  de  Maupertuis, 
which  has  been  printed.  There  have,  no  doubt, 
been  fome  omiffions  made  in  the  incorre6b  copy 
which  has  appeared.  To  any  other  perfon,  thefe 
would  be  a matter  of  fmall  fignification ; but 
you,  fire,  are  obferved  by  all  Europe.  Men 
fpeak  of  the  provinces,  and  the  minifters,  of 
Other  monarchs ; whereas  they  converfe  on  you 

your- 
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yourfelf ; they  examine  you,  weigh  your  words, 
and  already  judge  of  you,  and  them,  with  feve- 
rity  proportionate  to  your  merit,  and  your  fame. 

Pardon,  fire,  the  franknefs  of  a heart  which 
adores  you.  Perhaps  I am  importunate ; but 
no  matter,  fince  this  heart  is  guilty  of  no  offence. 
Should  your  majefty  think  with  me,  you  will 
fend  the  news-writers  the  fliort  paragraph  I have 
here  added  ; if  not,  you  will  view  my  too  fcru- 
pulous  affection  with  indulgence;  remembering 
that  whatever  in  the  lead  affeds  your  perfon,  to 
me  is  facred  ; fmall  things  then  appear  to  me 
vaft  in  their  magnitude. 

Pardon  my  zeal,  though  you  fhouid  not  approve  ; 

’Tis  the  firft  feature  in  the  face  of  love. 


LETTER  CXL. 

From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTARE,  Wefel,  Sept.  2,  1740. 

On  my  arrival,  I received  three  of  your 
letters  ; the  profe  of  which  is  charming,  and  the 
verfe  divine.  I Ihould  have  anfwered  irnme^ 
diately,  had  I not  been  prevented  by  a fever, 
which  has  attacked  me  here,  in  very  ill  time  ; 
and  the  more  fo  as  it  deranges  the  whole  plan 
which  I had  formed. 

5 You 
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You  wifli  to  know  what  has  become  of  me, 
hnce  my  departure  from  Berlin.  Inclofed  is  a 
defcription.  1 (hall  not  vifit  Paris,  as  has  been 
rumoured ; it  was  not  my  defign  to  go  there 
this  year.  Perhaps  I may  make  a journey  into 
the  Netherlands.  In  fine,  the  fever;  and  my  im- 
patience at  not  yet  having  feen  you,  are  the 
two  objeds  which  mod  occupy  me  at  prefent. 
I will  write  to  inform  you,  as  foon  as  my  health 
will  permit,  where  and  when  I (hall  have  the 
pleafure  to  embrace  you. 

FREDERIC. 

I have  feen  a letter  written  by  you  to  Mau- 
pertuis,  than  which  nothing  can  be  more  charm- 
ing. I again  return  you  a thoufand  thanks,  for 
the  trouble  you  have  taken  at  the  Hague,  rela- 
tive to  the  affair  you  wot  of.  Continue  your 
frienddiip  for  me  everlaftingly.  I well  know 
how  eftimable  are  friends  of  your  worth. 


LETTER  CXLI. 

From  the  King. 

Wefel,  September  5,  i74** 
Of  his  ofEcc  as  proud  as  a lord  of  the  land, 

Sieur  Hoiii  came  here,  with  your  pafTport  in  hand  : 

* Alluding  to  an  epiftle,  in  vcrfe,  which  M.  de  Voltaire 
fent,  by  the  wine-merchant,  Honi,  to  the  king. 
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t3f  Bacchus  a worthy  difciple  is  he. 

For  pity  1 begged “ Mr.  Honi,  you  fee. 

Of  your  liquor  no  longef  can  I be  receiver. 

Would  you  have  a man  drink  when  he’s  dead  of  a fever^’* 

To  this  he  replied — “ From  Apollo  I hold 
(Of  phyfic  and  verfe  he’s  the  god,  as  I’m  told) 
Prefcription  fo  potent  that,  pleafe  but  to  read. 

You’ll  to  death  bid  defiance,  from  fever  be  freed.” 

The  verfe,  fign’d  Voltaire,  foon  my  fancy  inflam’d  ; 

1 read ! And  I read ! And  in  raptures  exclaim’d — 

Blefl:  art ! which  the  dying  to  ftrength  can  reftorc  2 
Blefl;  bard  ! whom  all  nations  and  times  fliall  adore  5 
“ Thee  let  me  embrace,  let  me  hold  to  my  heart  1 
Fly,  Honi,  I follow  ; for  Flanders  depart ; 

For  the  feat  of  the  mufes,  of  Venus  the  fhrinel 
Thy  motive  is  intcreft,  gratitude  mine. 

I wait  for  to-morrow,  as  the  day  which  Is  to 
decide  my  fate,  when  the  prognoftlcs  of  fever 
or  of  cure  will  appear.  Should  the  fever  leave 
me,  I (hall  be  at  Anvers  on  Tuefday  fe’nnight, 
where  I flatter  myfelf  I (hall  have  ihe  pleafure 
to  meet  you  and  the  marchionefs.  This  will 
be  the  mod  delightful  day  of  my  life.  I believe 
I (hall  expire  ; but  a more  delightful  kind  of 
death  I certainly  could  not  have  chofen. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire;  a thoufatid  times  I 
embrace  you. 

FREDERIC. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CXLII. 

From  the  King, 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  September  6,  1740* 

I H AV  E been  obliged^  in  my  own  de- 
fpite,  to  cede  the  victory  to  the  fever  ; which  is 
more  obftinate  than  a Janfenift ; and,  however 
ardent  my  wifh  to  go  to  Anvers,  and  from  thence 
to  Bruffels,  I do  not  find  myfelf  able  to  under- 
take the  journey,  without  rifk.  I have  there- 
fore to  afk  whether  you  will  not  think  it  too  far 
to  come  from  Bruffels  to  Cleves,  to  meet  me. 
This  is  the  only  remaining  means  I have  to  fee 
you.  Surely  you  muft  own  I am  very  unfortu- 
nate ; for  now,  when  I could  have  difpofed  of 
my  perfon  as  I fhould  have  pleafed,  and  when 
no  over-ruling  power  could  have  difappointed 
me,  a fever  interferes,  feemingly  with  an  inten- 
' tion  to  difpute  my  enjoyment  of  this  pleafure. 

Let  us,  my  dear  Voltaire,  deceive  this  fever, 
and  let  me  have  the  fatisfadion  to  embrace  you. 
Fail  not  to  pay  my  excufes  to  the  marchionefs, 
that  I cannot  have  the  pleafure  to  fee  her  at 
Bruffels.  My  whole  court  is  a witnefs  of  the 
intention  I had  to  come,  which  nothing  but  the 
fever  would  have  prevented. 


On 
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On  Sunday  I lliall  be  at  a fmall  place  near 
Cieves,  where  I can  enjoy  your  company  en- 
tirely at  my  eafe.  Should  the  fight  of  you  not 
cure  me,  I will  fend  for  the  pried,  and  confefs 
immediately. 

Adieu.  You  know  my  fentiments,  and  my 
li.earr. 

FREDERIC 


LETTER  GXLTIT. 

From  the  King^ 

Septembers,  174^^ 

I DARE  riot  talk  to  a fon  of  Apollo  of 
horfes,  coaches,  relays,  and  fuch  trifles.  They 
are  matters  with  which  the  gods  do  not  interfere, 
and  which  we  mortals  take  upon  ourfelves..  You 
will,  if  you  pleafe,  depart  on  Monday  in  the 
afternoon  for  Bareuth  ; and,  if  you  think  proper^ 
you  may  dine  with  me  as  you  pafs. 

The  remainder  of  my  memorial  is  fo  blotted> 
and  in  fuch  bad  condition,  that  I cannot  fend  it 
3^e>u.  I have  ordered  the  eighth  and  ninth  can- 
los  of  the  Maid  of  Orleans  to  be  copied.  At 
prefent  I pofiefs  the  firfl:  and  fecond,  the  fourth 
VOL.  VII.  L and 
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and  fifth,  and  the  eighth  and  ninth.  I keep 
them  under  three  keys,  that  they  may  not  be 
feen  by  mortal  eye. 

We  are  told  you  fupped  yefterday  in  good 
company — 

The  wits  of  all  thediflrid  came. 

And  fat  aflembled  in  your  name  : 

Men  worthy  well  the  feaft  to  fhare  ; 

All  zealous  for  their  god,  Voltaire  ; 

For  they  decreed  that  place  to  own 
As  heaven,  where  you  ftiould  fix  your  throne. 

Pray  obferve  that  the  word  heaven  is  here 
underftood,  in  a general  fenfe,  as  a place  of  joy 
and  pleafure.  I refer  you  to  your  own  remark 
on  the  laft  line  of  the  Mundane*.  Vale. 

FREDERIC. 

* This  remark  no  longer  fubfifts : it  had  been  made  by 
M.  de  Voltaire,  to  avoid  the  clamours  of  hypocrites,  who  pre- 
tended to  take  offence  at  the  line-— 

“ Le  pdradis  terrejlre  ejl  ou  je 
Where  pleafure  is,  my  paradife  is  there. 


L.ET. 
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LETTER  CXLIVn 

From  th€  King* 

Septehiter,  1740* 

I ONCE  more  tliank  you,  with  all  pof- 
lible  gratitude,  for  every  trouble  which  you  have 
taken  with  my  works.  I have  not  the  fmallcft 
objediion  to  make  to  what  you  have  done ; ex- 
cept that  I regret  the  time  you  have  thus  wailed 
on  fuch  trifles. 

Let  me  entreat  you  to  infotm  me  of  the  ex- 
pences,  and  the  fums  advanced  by  you,  for  the 
impreflion  ; that  I may,  at  leaft,  pay  my  debts 
in  parti 

From  you  I expe6t  comedians,  men  of  learn* 
ing,  works  of  wit  and  of  fcience,  and  an  infinity 
of  emanations  from  your  great  mind*  I have  no- 
thing to  return  but  much  efteem  and  gratitude, 
and  that  perfed  friendfhip  with  which  1 am  en- 
tirely yourSi 

FREDERIC. 

* This  letter  is  not  in  the  Berlin  edition.  T. 


L 2 


LET- 


P O S T H tJ  M OUS  WORKS. 


f^8 


LETTER  CXLV. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

The  Hague,  September  22,  1740. 
No  R death,  noi*  ficknefs,  in  tlie  leaft 
As  yet  difturb  our  kingly  pried  ; 

Him  vainly  England’s  wifli  would  fend, 

In  heav’n,  eternity  to  fpend. 

He  eats  and  drinks,  and  dines  and  fups, 

And  laughs  and  jokes,  and  takes  his  cups. 

With  rofy  cheek  and  vivid  eye. 

As  if  he  never  meant  to  die  ! 

Thou,  tyrant  Fever,  know’ll  no  fears ; 

Thou  fetter’ll  kings  the  world  reveres. 

Avaunt ! and  give  my  hero  eafe  : 

Begone!  our  cardinal  to  feize; 

Or  fifty  cardinals  at  once. 

Fat  monks,  rich  abbots,  friars,  and  nuns. 

The  Pope  himfelf,  and  all  his  court ; 

Thefe  make  thy  viftims,  thefe  thy  fpoit ; 

Such  vermin  haunt,  lorment,  infell ; 

But  Frederic  leave  in  peace  and  rell. 

I fend  my  adorable  mafter  the  Antl-Machla- 
vel,  fuch  as  it  is  at  prefent  beginning  to  be 
printed.  Perhaps  the  copy  will  be  rather  diffi- 
cult to  read,  but  time  preffes.  It  was  neceffary 
to  have  copies,  to  fend  to  London,  Paris,  and 
PIclland  ; and  afterward  to  read  and  to  corred  all 

thofe 
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thofe  copies.  Should  your  majefty  think  proper 
to  have  the  one  I fend  tranfcribed^  and  fhould 
you  revife  it,  and  wifli  alterations  to  be  made,  I 
am  here  but  to  obey  your  commands.  It  is  an 
affair  which,  as  it  perfonally  regards  you,  I have 
very  much  at  heart.  Continue  as  you  have  be- 
gun, mofl  amiable  man,. as  well  as  great  prince! 
Man  fo  little  like  to  other  men  ; and  like  to 
other  kings  in  nothing ! 

Caefar*  at  chapel  daily  counts  his  beads ; 

Such  he  is  told  are  worthy  deeds. 

To  idiot  indolence  inclines 
The  monarch  of  the  minesf  ; 

His  old  confefTor  and  his  youthful  wife 
Lead  him  a woeful  life. 

Yarmouth,  the  Dutch-bred  beauty, 

Sways  royal  George,  and  keeps  him  to  his  duty. 

Of  Louis  praife  or  filence  is  the  due  ; 

He  is  my  kingi — ^w^ould  it  were  you  ! 

M.  de  Fenelon  came  the  day  before  yeflierday 
to  queflion  me  concerning  your  majefty.  I told 
him  that  you  loved,  but  did  not  fear,  France ; 
that  you  delighted  in  peace,  yet  was  more 
capable  than  any  man  of  making  war ; that 
you  laboured  to  make  the  arts  flourifh,  under 
the  protedion  of  the  laws ; that  you  a6ted  wholly 

* The  Emperor  of  Germany.  T. 
f The  king  of  Spain.  T. 


for 
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for  ^nd  from  yourfelf,  yet  that  you  liftened  to 
good  adyice.  He  afterward  fpoke  of  the  bifhop 
of  Liege,  whom  lie  feemed  rather  to  pxcufe. 
But  the  bilhop  is  not  the  lefs  wrong ; of  which 
there  are  two  thoufand  proofs  at  Mafeck 
I am,  &c. 


LETTER  CXLVI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  Odobcr  7,  1 740» 

I FORGOT  to  inclofe,  in  mylaft  packet 
to  your  majefty,  the  letter  qf  the  fieur  Beck, 
which  obliged  me  to  return  to  the  Hague.  I 
am  afliamed  to  trouble  your  majefty  with  fo 
many  difcullions,  relative  to  an  affair  which 
ought  to  proceed  without  difficulty, 

I have  made  an  acquaintance  with  a very  prq- 
dent  young  man,  pofTefled  of  underftanding,, 
literature,  and  morals.  He  is  the  fon  of  the 
unfortunate  M.  Luifius,  whofe  father  I believe 
had  no  other  fault  than  that  of  not  being  fuffi- 
ciently  careful  of  a life,  which  he  had  devoted 

^ The  king  invaded  the  principality  of  Liege,  to  enforce 
the  payrt’-ent  of  a very  old  debt ; and  M.  de  Voltaire  wrote 
feim  a juftificator}'  memoriah 

to 
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to  the  fervice  of  his  mafter.  The  fon  aids  me 
in  my  little  negociation,  with  all  imaginable  dif- 
cretion  and  fagacity.  1 take  the  liberty  to  af- 
fure  your  majefty  that,  fhould  you  have  any 
occafion  for  a fecretary,  and  fhould  you  admit 
him  into  your  fervice,  or  deign  to  employ  him 
in  any  other  manner,  and  form  him  to  bufinefs, 
he  is  a man  with  whom  your  majefty  would  be 
exceedingly  well  fatisfied. 

1 am  too  much  attached  to  you,  fire,  to  fpeak 
thus  to  you  of  any  perfon  unmeritedly.  He  is 
well  informed  in  what  relates  to  bufinefs,  al- 
though fo  3^oung;  he  has  worked  under  the 
direclion  of  his  father,  and  is  in  pofTeflion  of 
more  than  one  flate  fecret.  The  more  I am 
acquainted  with  him,  the  more  1 find  him  to  be 
prudent  and  difcreet.  Your  majefty  will  not 
repent  of  having  taken  the  baron  von  Schmettau 
into  your  fervice;  and  I think  that,  in  a different 
way,  you  would  at  lead  be  equally  well  pleafed 
with  young  Luifius.  I am  like  the  devout  who 
feek  only  to  bring  fouls  over  to  God.  I wait 
till  I have  put  every  thing  into  a proper  train, 
that  I may  quit  the  field  of  battle,  and  return  to 
my  other  fovereign,  at  Bruffels.  li\  the  mean 
time  I remain  in  your  palace,  where  M.  de 
Raesfeld  has  given  me  an  apartment,  under  the 
good  pleafure  of  your  majefty.  Your"  palace 
L 4 at 
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at  the  Hague  is  the  emblem  of  human  gran- 
deur— 

The  fpacious  chambers,  worthy  of  their  king, 

Of  rotted  planks  and  ruin’d  roofs  complain. 

Wo^,  cries  the  howling  wind,  to  pannel  gilt. 

And  ftuccoed  wall ! For  doors  the  damps  have  eaten. 
And  windows  fall  the  prey  of  ftorms  and  time. 

Here  I behold,  in  armory  apart, 

Cuirafl'e  and  rufty  breaft-plate,  faulchion  huge, 

And  target  fuch  as  none  but  heroes  wield ; 

Vaft,  and  awful  in  their  antiquity  ; 

Mocking  thefe  puny  times  ; reminding  us 
AVhat  warriors  were,  and  what  your  anceflprs. 

There  are  alfo  books  which,  for  the  fpace  of 
fifty  years,  have  been  read  only  by  the  rats,  and 
which  are  covered  with  the  larged  cobwebs  in 
Europe,  to  (hield  frorn  the  approach  of 
the  profane. 

Were  the  Penates  of  this  palace  able  to  fpeak, 
they  would  no  doubt  exclaim— 

Why  in  negleft  and  dull  do  we  remain  ? 

Of  this  great  king  why  have  we  to  complain  ? 

From  him  his  kingdom  each  good  gift  receives  ; 

Yet  us  in  ruin  and  contempt  he  leaves. 

I am,  6cc. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CXLVII. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  The  Hague,  Odober  12,1740. 

I FIRST  entreat  your  majcfliy  to  read  the 
inclofed  letter,  written  by  young  Luifius,  in 
which  you  will  fee  what  are  in  general  the  fenti- 
ments  of  the  public  refpeding  the  Anti-Ma- 
chiavel. 

The  Englifh  envoy,  M.  Trevor,  and  all  who 
have  the  lead  claim  to  information,  unanimoufly 
approve  the  work.  But  I believe  I have  before 
informed  your  majefty  that  the  fame  cannot  be 
faid  of  thofe  who  have  lefs  uhderftanding,  and 
more  prejudices.  In  proportion  as  they  are 
obliged  to  admire  all  which  they  perceive  to  be 
eloquent  and  virtuous  in  the  book,  they  endea- 
vour to  blacken  whatever  has  the  appearance 
of  being  fdiiiewhat  free.  They  are  owls,  of- 
fended at  the  blaze  of  day  ; and  unfortunately 
there  are  too  many  owls  in  the  world.  Though 
I have  retrenched,  or  foftcned,  many  of  thofe 
ftrong  truths  which  irritate  feeble  minds,  there 
are  dill  fome  remaining  in  the  manufcript  that 
w^as  copied  by  Vanduren.  All  men  of  letters, 
all  philofophers,  and  all  worthy  people,  arc 

fat  i shed 
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fatisfied  with  the  book,  which  ought  to  pleafc 
all  the  world ; for  it  is  a work  written  for  all 
men,  and  all  ages.  Tranflations  of  it  will  ap- 
pear in  five  or  fix  languages. 

The  exclamations  of  monks  and  bigots  ought 
not,  I imagine,  to  vanquifh  the  praifes  of  the 
remainder  of  the  world.  They  declaim,  they 
write,  they  are  the  authors  of  journals.  There 
are  even  certain  pafiTages  in  the  Anti-Machiavel 
by  which  a malignant  minifter  might  profit,  to 
irritate  certain  powers. 

"With  a view  therefore  to  remedy  thefe  incon- 
veniences, I have  worked  day  and  night  at  the 
new  edition,  the  firft  (heets  of  which  I fend  to 
your  majefly.  I have  only  foftened  certain 
touches  in  your  admirable  picture  j and  I think 
myfelf  almofl  certain,  thefe  trifling  corredlions 
being  made,  which  do  not  diminifh  the  beauty 
of  the  work,  that  no  perfon  will  ever  think  he 
has  reafon  to  complain ; and  thefe  inftrudions 
for  kings  will  pafs  to  pofterity  as  facred  writings, 
againfl:  which  none  will  blafpheme. 

Your  book,  fire,  mufl:  refemble  yourfelf;  it 
muft  infpire  general  pleafure.  The  meanefl:  of 
your  fubjeds  love  you  ; and  the  moft  limited 
of  your  readers  mufl:  admire. 

Y ou  cannot  but  fuppofe  that  a fecret,  known 
to  fo  many  people,  will  foon  be  known  to  the 

whole 
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whole  world.  A man  of  Cleves  afked^  while 
your  majefty  was  at  Moiland — Pray  is  it  true 
that  our  king  is  one  of  the  mod  learned  men, 
and  a ipan  of  the  greateft  genius,  in  Europe  ? 

I have  heard  he  has  undertaken  to  refute  Ma- 
chiavel!” 

Your  court  has  talked  on  this  fubjed  for  thefc 
fix  months ; all  which  renders  the  publication, 
of  the  edition  I have  undertaken  neceflary  ; and 
of  which  I fhall  diftrjbute  copies  throughout 
Europe,  to  bring  that  of  Vanduren  into  dif- 
credit,  which  is  indeed  very  defedive. 

If,  after  having  compared  the  two,  your  ma- 
jefty Ihould  think  me  too  fevere,  if  you  wifh  to 
preferve  fome  paflages,  or  to  add  others,  you 
only  need  fo  to  fay.  As  I mean  to  purchafe  half 
of  the  new  edition  of  Paupiey  to  fend  as  prefents, 
and  as  Paupie  has  already  fold  the  other  half 
to  his  CQrrefpondents,  I (hall  in  a fortnight  be- 
gin a new  and  more  correct  edition,  which  (hall 
conforrn  to  your  majefty’s  intentions.  It  will 
be  particularly  neceflary  immediately  to  know 
on  what  your  majefty  fhall  determine  ; in  order 
to  direft  the  perfons  who  tranflate  the  work 
into  EngUQi  and  Italian.  It  is  a monument  for 
the  lateft  pofterity  ; the  only  book  worthy  of  a 
king  which  has  appeared  for  thefe  fifteen  hun- 
dred years.  Your  glory  is  the  fubjed  in  queftion, 

for 
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lor  which  I have  almofl  as  much  affedion  as  for 
your  perfon.  Be  pleafed  therefore  to  fend  me 
precife  orders. 

Should  your  majcfty  not  think  the  edition  of 
Vanduren  fufficiently  fupprelTed  by  the  new 
edition,  and  if  you  wifla  me  to  buy  up  as  many 
copies  as  I can  of  the  former,  you  have  only  to 
fend  me  }^our  commands.  I will  likewife  buy 
up  as  many  as  I can  without  affeftation  in  other 
countries ; for  he  has  begun  to  fend  his  book 
abroad.  It  is  one  of  thofe  knavifh  tricks  for 
which  there  is  no  remedy.  1 am  obliged  here 
to  maintain  a law-fuit  againft  him  : the  intention 
of  the  rafcal  was  to  keep  both  the  lirft  and  the  fe- 
cond  editions  to  himfelf.  He  widied  to  print  from 
the  manufcript  which  I endeavoured  to  get  back 
from  him,  and  even  that  which  I have  corredled, 
and  to  cheat  under  the  cloak  of  the  law.  He 
founds  his  claims  on  having  received  the  firft 
manufcript  from  me;  and  afferts  that  he  alone 
has  a right  to  print  the  book.  Well  may  he  adb 
thus;  for  the  two  editions,  and  thofe  which  mull 
follow,  would  make  his  fortune  : I being  per- 
fuaded  that  any  bookfeller  in  Europe,  who 
fliould  have  the  foie  copy-right  to  himfelf, 
would  at  lead  gain  thirty  thoufand  ducats. 

This  man  has  given  me  much  trouble;  but  a 
word  under  your  majcfty’s  hand  will  be  my  con- 
6 ' folation. 
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iblation.  Of  this  I have  great,  need,  for  I ani 
on  a bed  of  thorns. 

I live  in  your  palace  ; and,  though  it  be  true 
that  I do  not  put  your  envoy  to  any  expence, 
yet,  after  a certain  time,  a guefl:  becomes  trouble- 
fome.  I can  neither  leave  it  nor  live  in  it  with 
perfed  propriety,  unlefs  your  majefty  fliould 
write  a line  to  your  envoy. 

To  this  packet  I add  the  copy  of  my  letter  to 
the  wretched  curate  with  whom  the  manufeript 
was  depofited  ; for  I wifh  your  majefty  to  be  in- 
formed of  every  hep  I take. 

I am,  &c. 

LETTER  CXLVIII. 

From  the  King, 

Remufberg,  October  1740. 

I AM  afliamed  of  being  three  letters  in 
your  debt,  but  ftill  more  aQiamed  of  the  con- 
tinuance of  my  fever.  Truly,  my  dear  Voltaire, 
we  are  poor  creatures  ! A very  trifle  diforders  \ 

and  fubdues  us. 

I have  profited  by  your  advice  relative  to 
the  biihop  of  Liege,  and  you  will  fee  my  claims 
printed  in  the  gazettes.  The  affair  however  is 

drawing 
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drawing  to  a conclufion ; and,  in  a fortnight,  1 
* imagine  my  troops  will  evacuate  the.  county  of 
Horn, 

Cefario  has  anfwered  you,  relative  to  M.  da 
Chatelet ; and  1 hope  you  are  fatisfied  with  his 
anfwer* 

I own  I repent  having  written  the  Anti-Ma- 
chiavel ; for  the  difputes  into  which  you  afe 
dragged  with  Vanduren  will  make  a kind  of 
bankruptcy,  in  the  world  of  literature,  during 
fifteen  days  of  your  life. 

I wait  for  Mahomet  with  great  impatience. 

Will  you  be  kind  enough  to  engage  the  come-^ 
dian  who  is  the  author  of  Mahomet  II.  and  en- 
join him  to  raife  a company  of  players  in  France^ 
and  bring  them  to  Berlin,  by  the  firft  of  June 
1741  ? It  is  neceflary  the  company  fhould  be  a 
good  one,  and  complete,  both  for  tragedy  and 
comedy;  and  that  the  principal  parts  Ihould  be 
doubled*. 

* Bx  this  the  king  means,  other  aftors  fliould  be  ready 
to  play  the  principal  parts  of  thofe  adlors  to  whom  they  were 
allotted ; fliould  the  latter,  from  any  accident,  be  unable  or 
unwilling  to  perform.  This  is  a general  cuilom  in  France, 
fo  that  the  fpedtators  are  not,  as  in  England,  deprived  of  the 
play  advertifed  ; though  they  are  frequently  obliged  to  be 
fatisfied  with  a fecond-rate  fet  of  adors*  The  principal  aftora 
©ften  refufe  to  appear,  T , 
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I have  reconfidered  and  changed  my  opinion 
concerning  the  gentleman  who  underftands  fo 
many  languages^,  and  you  will  do  me  a piea- 
fure  to  fend  him  to  Berlin. 

Bernard  fpeaks  in  the  language  of  an  adept; 
and  does  not  wifli  to  print  books,  but  to  make 
gold. 

If  I am  able,  I will  put  the  tortoife  of  Breda 
in  motion.  I will  even  write  to  my  minifter, 
at  Vienna,  in  behalf  of  M.  du  Chatelet,  wfiofe 
interference  may  perhaps  be  of  fervice  to  her. 
Salute  that  rare  and  eftimable  lady,  on  my  part; 
and  reft  perfuaded  that  Voltaire,  while  he  (hall 
continue  to  exift,  willmever  have  a better  friend 
than 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CXLIX. 

From  the  King. 

" Remufljerg,  0<ftobsr  12,  I74%i 

He  <!omes!  Urania’s  fav’rite  fon ! 

With  him  the  mufes  come  ; 

Except  immortal  Emily, 

Who  flays  and  weeps  at  home* 

* M.  du  Moulard. 

Fancf, 
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Fancy,  on  whom  the  Graces  wait^ 

Beholds  him  from  afar  ; 

Kis  orbit  pidlurcs,  and  tranfpoits 
Him  in  her  magic  car  ! 

The  mind,  prophetic,  oft  forebodes 
"When  blifs  unhop’d  is  near  ; 

The  mind,  prophetic,  now  predidfs, 

Voltaire  will  foon  be  here  ! 

Now  blind  and  ftupid  Ignorance 
Begins  with  fear  to  fhake  ; 

Thou  com’ft,  and  thy  bright  blaze  of  noou 
Her  midnight  Imps  forfake  ! 

Enjoyment  laughing  with  thee  comes  ; 

And  Pleafure  opes  the  door  : 

The  Wilhes,  Smiles,  and  Sports,  and  Loves# 
Impatient,  on  us  pour. 

Genius,  where’er  fhe  may  refide. 

From  banks  of  Thames  or  Tec, 

From  Tagus,  Tyber,  Po,  or  Seine, 

Takes  flight  to  welcome  thee. 

The  Arts  revive,  fair  Science  rears 
Her  long-fepulchred  headj 

Their  faviour  comes,  his  voice  is  heard. 

The  tombs  give  up  their  dead  1 

I may  at  lad  flatter  rnyfelf  I fliall  fee  you  this 
year.  I fliall  not  a6t  like  the  inhabitants  of 
Thracia,  who,  when  they  made  a banquet  for 
the  gods,  took  care  firft  to  eat  the  marrow  them- 
felves._  Apollo  fliall  be  received  by  me  as  he 

deferves 
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deferves : for  our  Apollo  is  not  only  the  god  of 
phyfic,  but  of  philofophy^  hiftory,  and,  in  fine, 
of  all  the  arts — 

As  all  that ’s  exquifitCj  in  fruits. 

Concentrates  in  the  pine  ; 

So  all  that’s  exquifite,  in  art, 

Voltaire,  is  duly  thine  ! 

You  talk  to  me  concerning  my  health,  and 
think  me  full  of  prejudices,  while  I think  it 
my  misfortune  that  I have  too  few— 

Hippocrates,  and  all  his  faints, 

In  vain  w'ould  I adore : 

Pois’nous  to  me  their  drugs  and  pills  ; 

Then  why  their  aid  implore  ? 

Of  faints,  indeed,  the  trade  I hold 
In  little  eftimation  ; 

Knaves,  fools,  or  madmen,  them  I deem, 

Whatever  their  fe61:  or  nation. 

For  you,  ye  quacks,  forbear  to  vaunt 
That  ye  can  life  impart ; 

Wifdom  and  Fate  but  laugh  to  view 
TVe  antics  of  your  art. 

The  lawyer,  proud  in  argument, 

Tofave  the  world  from  harm. 

His  well-cloth’d  client  naked  leaves. 

Then  aflcs  him — “ How  ! Not  warm 

Thus  prieft,  phyfician,  lawyer,  all 
Unite — an  awful  trine  ! 

One  cries.  Your  purfe  ! Your  life  ! the  next ; 

The  third,  Your  foul  is  mine  ! 

M 
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But  lawyer,  empiric,  and  pricfl. 

Of  noble  pedigree, 

AffalTins,  rafcals,  traitors,  hence  ! 

You  Ye  not  the  men  for  me, 

1 have  entirely  read  Machiavel,  and,  to  own 
the  truth,  am  not  quite  fatisfied ; for  which  rea- 
fon  I am  determined  to  change  what  does  not 
pleafe  me,  and  to  print  a new  edition,  at  Berlin, 
under  luy  own  infpedion.  With  this  intent  I 
have  fent  an  article  to  the  public  papers,  in 
which  the  author  of  the  work  difavows  the  two 
editions.  1 alk  your  pardon,  but  I could  not 
ad  otherwife ; for  there  are  fo  many  alterations 
in  your  edition,  that  it  is  no  longer  my  work.  I 
have  found  the  fifteenth  and  fixteenth  chapters 
Very  different  to  what  I wifhed  them  to  be ; 
and  it  will  be  the  employment  of  the  winter  to 
new- model  the  book.  Let  me  however  entreat 
you  not  to  mention  my  name  too  freely,  for  this 
gives  me  no  pleafure.  You  know  likewife  that, 
when  I fent  you  the  manufeript,  I exaded  in- 
violable fecrecy, 

I have  taken  young  Luifius  into  my  fervice. 
As  to  his  father,  he  efcaped,  I believe,  about  a 
year  ago,  from  the  country  of  Cleves ; and  I 
think  it  will  be  a matter  of  great  indifference 
where  the  lunatic  ends  his  life. 

I know  not  at  what  place  you  will  receive  this 
letter,  but  (hall  be  very  glad  fhould  it  meet  you 

near 
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near  Pruflia.  Every  thing  is  prepared  for  your 
reception,  and  I wait  the  moment  to  embrace 
you  with  impatience. 

Many  thanks  for  what  you  have  written  in 
my  favour.  Friendfhip  with  you  has  no  limits; 
my  gratitude  is  equally  unbounded 

Your  marquis  f and  your  Dutchmen  doze 
On  down,  and  vent  their  dreams ; 

Out-ftretch’d  at  eafe,  the  world  reform,  • 

And  me  reprove,  it  feems. 

So  let  them  idly  loll  and  preach, 

1 envy  not  fuch  blifs : 

^Tis  certain  thofe  who  nothing  do 
Can  never  do  amifs* 


LETTER  CL. 
tram  M.  de  Voltaire. 

The  Hague,  OiSober  17,  174®. 
To  Berlin  foon  the  mock-majeftic  race. 

With  ruffle,  fword,  bag-wig,  and  unwafh’d  face, 

Hail,  rain,  and  thunder,  poniard,  trumpet,  drum, 

Silk  rags,  and  patch-work  finery,  fhall  come ; 

^ This  paragraph,  and  the  following  verfes,  are  added  from 
the  Bafil  edition.  T. 

t The  ambaflador,  Fenelon. 
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Laws  and  religion,  human  and  divine, 

Nightly  to  teach,  that  they  next  day  may  dine  f 
With  hero  ftalk  and  damp,  and  beggar  pride, 

Enabling  how  the  mighty  Caefar  died  ; 

And  how,  in  robes  Dutch-gilt  and  linen  foul. 

The  world  he  rul’d,  with  ftrut,  and  rant,  and  howU 

Half  woman  and  half  feather,  head  and  heel, 

Hear  dwarfifh  heroine  Didoes  woes  reveal 
To  fix-foot  confidante  ; whofe  virtuous  tears 
Are  interfpers’d  with  wanton  winks  and  leers. 

At  lovers  aim’d,  who  wait  till  weeping  queens 
Retire  to  cure  their  griefs,  behind  the  feenes. 

God  be  praifed  that  your  majefty  has  made 
the  generous  refolution  foon  to  take  pleafure. 
This  is  the  only  advice  I have  dared  to  give  ; 
but  I defy  politicians  to  give  better.  Recolle<51: 
the  conflant  pain  in  your  fide ; a difeafe  which 
labouring  in  the  cabinet  will  increafe,  and  which 
pleafure  will  cure.  He  who  renders  others  happy 
deferves  happinefs  himfelf;  but  will  not  obtain 
it,  if  he  have  a pain  in  his  fide. 

At  length  I fend  you  copies  of  the  new*  edi- 
tion of  the  Anti-Machiavel.  I think  I have 
taken  the  only  part  which  remained  to  be  taken, 
and  that  I have  obeyed  your  facred  commands. 
I perfift  in  believing  it  was  neceffary  to  foften 
fonie  paflages,  which  might  have  given  offence 
to  the  feeble,  and  difguft  to  certain  politicians* 
I repeat  that  fuch  a book  has  no  need  of  fuch 
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ornamental  parts.  The  ambaflador  Camas  would 
be  thrown  off  the  hinges,  were  he  to  encounter 
thcfe  tickling  maxims  at  Paris,  which  however  he 
pradifes  a little  too  much.  The  very  devout  will 
be  your  admirers.  They  are  no  partifans  of  mine, 
indeed ; but  I am  more  cautious  in  your  behalf 
than  in  my  own.  It  is  neceffary  that  my  dear 
and  refpedable  monarch,  the  mbit  amiable  of 
kings,  flrould  pleafe  the  whole  world.  After  the 
ode  of  Greffet,  there  is  no  poffibility,  fire,  that 
you  fliould  conceal  yourfelf.  The  mine  is  blown, 
and  it  is  requilite  boldly  to  appear  on  the  breach. 
None  but  Oftrogoths  and  Vandals  can  think  it 
wrong  that  a young  prince,  of  twenty-five  or 
twenty-fix,  fhould  employ  his  leifure  to  render 
men  better,  and  to  inftrud  them  while  inftrud- 
ing  himfelf.  You  made  yourfelf  wings,  when 
at  Rheinfberg,  on  which  to  mount  to  immor- 
tality. Though  you  will  difcover  every  road  to 
fame,  yet  this  is  not  the  leaf;  glorious  of  paths — ■ 

Witnefs  the  god  whom  Titus  bow’d  before, 
Norblufh’d  Aurelius  at  his  fhrine  t’ adore  ; 
Blafphem’d  by  bigots,  worfhipp’d  by  the  wife, 

Whofe  gifts  my  monarch  fhall  immortalize. 

Young  French  officers  are  daily  coming  here, 
who,  when  afked  what  is  their  intention,  anfwer 
M 3 they 
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they  are  going  to  feek  employment  in  Pruffia. 
There  are  at  prefent  four  of  my  acquaintance, 
one  of  whom  is  the  fon  of  the  governor  of  Berg- 
Saint- Vinox  ; another  is  fub-major  of  the  regi- 
ment of  Luxembourg ; a third  the  fon  of  a preli- 
dent ; and  the  fourth  the  baftard  of  a bifhop. 
One  has  run  away  with  a girl ; another  has  run 
away  with  himfelf ; this  has  married  the  daughter 
of  his  taylor;  and  the  fourth  wilhes  to  turn  player, 
till  he  can  obtain  a regiment. 

I have  heard  intelligence,  by  which  my  to- 
lerant fpirit  is  enraptured  : your  majefty  has  in- 
vited the  poor  anabaptifts  back,  who  had  been 
driven  out  of  Pruffia,  I do  not  very  well  know 
why — 

If  John  exorcife,  or  be  exorcis’d  ; 

If  he  have  twice  been,  or  not  once,  baptiz’d ; 

Be  facraments,  or  be  they  not,  his  due  ; 

If  he  be  Chriftian,  Brachman,  Turk,  or  Jew, 

I aflc  not.  What  is  country,  faith,  or  birth  ? 

I only  afle — “ Is  John  a man  of  worth  ?’* 

While  he  refpeds  the  magiftrate,  and  laws, 

While  he  is  virtuous,  he  has  my  applaufe. 

Your  faints  can  feed  on  faith,  however  crude  ; 

For  me,  I find  it  unfubftantial  food. 


LET- 
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From  the  King. 


MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE, 


Remufberg, 
Od.  24, 1740*. 


I AM  a thoufand  times  obliged  to  you 


for  the  good  offices  you  have  done  me ; for  the 
man  of  Liege,  whom  you  have  vanquifhed  ; for 
Vanduren,  whom  you  keep  in  awe  ; and  in  fine 
for  all  your  ad:s  of  friendfhip..  In  a word,  you 
are  the  guardian  of  my  works,  and  the  for- 
tunate genius  whom  no  doubt  fome  beneficent 
being  has  fent  to  fupport  and  infpire  me — 

Ungrateful  mortals,  fenfelefs  hearts  of  Hone, 

Whom  a6ls  of  human  courtefy  difown, 

Abjure  your  felfifh  arts,  hear  Virtue’s  claim, 

Admiflion  grant  to  Friendihip’s  facred  flame. 

Oh  Friendfliip  ! Child  of  heav’n  ! By  heav’n  endow’d 
With  all  the  gifts  of  which  the  gods  are  proud  ! 

Jealous  Affeftion,  burning  Zeal,  are  thine  ; 

And  all  that  renders  man,  mere  man,  divine ! 

* The  date  in  the  Berlin  edition  is  Qdlober  21,  1740. 
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Souls  high  in  virtue  doll  thou  feek,  and  bind 
In  th’  unfeen  fetters  of  congenial  mind ; 

Souls  that  the  fmiles  or  frowns  of  Fate  difdain, 

Souls  that  o’er  Fate  herfelf  unfhaken  reign  I 

Nyfus  ! Euryalus ! Immortal  pair, 

Sacred  to  friendfhip  ! Dauntlefs,  noble,  fair  ! 

Wife  in  the  capt  'vating  bloom  of  youth  ; 

Vidlims  of  patriot-love,  and  mutual  truth  ! 

Yes,  matchlefs  youths!  Fame  has  to  you  decreed 
That  frelhefl,  faireft  wreath,  blell  Friendfhip’s  meed ! 
Nor  Time  leagu’d  with  Oblivion,  Merit’s  foes, 

Shall  wrell  the  blooming  honours  from  your  brows. 

Yet,  hark  1 I hear  a more  exalted  name  ; 

One  whofe  demands  are  higher  Hill  on  Fame  ; 

Voltaire,  refounding,  fills  aftonifii’d  fpace  I 
Friendfhip’s  high-prieft,  in  office  firfl:  and  place. 

Mornay  * had  long  the  fplendid  ftation  held, 

For  far  had  Mornay  modern  friends  excell’d  ; 

Hearing  thy  name,  refpedlful  he  retir’d, 

And  thus  addrefs’d  thee — Trutli  his  bofom  fir’d  : 

“ From  duty  I my  fov’reign’s  rights  maintain’d  ; 

“ Traitors  my  fword,  my  tongue,  my  pen  difdain’d  ; 

Motives  more  gen’rous  ftill  thy  bofom  knows, 

“ With  fecret  adts  of  love  thy  friendfhip  glows. 

By  virtues  properly  thy  own  fupplied, 

“ By  thee  my  worth  made  known,  by  thee  outvied  ; 

“ In  giving  fame  thou  but  infpireft  awe  ; 

“ When  thou  appear’d:  ’tis  fit  that  I withdraw.” 

* Warrior,  ambaffador  and  friend  of  Henry  IV.  j and  one 
of  the  principal  charaders  in  the  Henriade.  T • 

Thus 
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Thus  fpoke  the  fage ; each  cherubim-fraught  cloud 
His  words  to  liftening  earth  repeats  aloud  : 

The  liftening  earth  reverberates  back  th’  applaufe  : 

And  Truth,  Voltaire,  and  Friendfhip,  gain  their  caufe  ! 

While  heaven  and  earth  combin’d  the  founds  renew. 

Yet  do  but  grant  the  praife  that  is  thy  due. 

In  Franc  , exerting  friend’s  prerogative. 

For  thee  I plead,  that  tyrants  may  forgive. 

Gift  of  the  godlike  ! Friendfliip,  be  thou  mine  I 
Thy  virtues,  nay  thy  weakneftes,  divine  ! 

Thou  art  of  magnanimity  the  fource  ; 

Venus  compar’d  to  thee  wants  love,  Alcides  force, 

i 

I am  exerting  my  whole  rhetoric  with  Her- 
cules* de  Fleuri,  to  try  whether  he  may  not  be 
humanized,  relative  to  yourfelf.  You  know 
what  a kind  of  animal  a pried,  a politician,  and 
an  obflinate  man  is ; and  1 mod  particularly  en- 
treat you  will  not  render  me  refponhble  for  the 
fuccefs  of  my  folicitations.  He  is  a Vanduren, 
feated  on  a throne — • 

This  red-capp’d  Machiavel,  whom  Falfe  Report, 
Evafion,  Qiiirk,  and  new-born  Lye  furround, 

Rears  now^  and  then  his  creft,  and  Worth  makes  blu(h. 
Strange  that,  unlefs  th’  old  Idol  be  perfum’d 
With  myrrh,  frankincenfe,  and  Arabia’s  fpice, 

^ Hercules  was  the  chriftian  name  of  cardinal  de  Fleuri.  T. 
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Unlefs  his  praife  be  trumpeted  aloud, 

Murder ! Decorum ’s  murderM,  is  the  cry  \ 

1 know  thy  heart,  where  lurk  nor  abjeft  praife. 

Nor  daftard  fear ; thou  greatnefs  doft  not  worfhip. 
Sincere  and  upright,  franknefs  fuch  as  thine 
But  ill  can  pleafe  this  old,  this  mitred  monarch. 

To  charms  ofPhilis,  ay  or  Emily, 

What  tho’  divine,  thou  Freedom  doft  prefer. 

Born  for  her  arms,  the  miftrefs  of  thy  heart 
The  fplendid  beauty  reigns  ; and  reign  ftill  might, 
Would’ft  thou  but  hither  come,  and  join  with  me 
In  worfhip  at  her  fhrine.  And  ah  ! Why  not  ? 

Can  none  but  France,  ungrateful  France,  true  pleafures 
yield  ? 


There  is  an  additional  paragraph  to  this  letter,  in  the 
Berlin  edition,  which  contains  thefubftance  ofletterCXLIV. 
It  is  difficult  to  fay  whether  it  were  or  were  not  a feparatc 
letter.  T, 
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letter  clii. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

The  Hague,  Odlober  25*,  1740. 

Oh  lovely  Hope  ! Delightful  lhade ! 

With  blifs  thou  doll  the  foul  pervade. 

Say,  lhall  I fee  the  king,  whofe  art 
Enraptures  and  fubdues  the  heart  ? 

’Tis  odd  enough,  but  we  are  told 
By  Mr.  Bible  (author  old) 

That  Mofes  faw  his  God,  I ween, 

Although  he  was  not  to  be  feen. 

With  bold  alTertion,  one  verfe  fays. 

He  view’d  Jehovah  face  to  face ; 

Another  frankly  dares  to  teach 
He  fpoke  with  nothing  but  his  breech. 

The  book  incongruous  has  been  call’d ; 

No  matter  though  the  text  be  bald, 

Or  whether  lips  that  gave  the  wind 
Before  were  Ration’d,  or  behind. 

^Tls  very  clear  his  God  he  faw, 

From  him  receiv’d  his  written  law. 

Your  laws,  I own,  give  more  delight ; 

There’s  greater  rapture  in  your  fight ! 

I’ve  feen  the  monarch  twice,  I’ll  fay. 

Who  ready  homage  deigns  to  pay 
To  Love,  when  Love  is  pleas’d  to  call ; 

To  Mirth,  when  Mirth  laughs  in  the  hall. 
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Pallas  and  Mars  to  him  are  known; 

To  ev’ry  noble  art  he’s  prone  : 

And  Minos’  laws,  and  Mufes’  lyre. 

His  genius  exercife,  and  fire. 

And  yet  he  fwerves,  oh  ilrangc  to  tell ! 

Trom  precepts  which  he  knows  fo  w'ell  2 

Himfelf  negle6ling,  back  he  flies, 

And  with  a burning  fever  diesl 

The  prince  of  Heffe  has  this  moment  affured 
me,  fire,  that  the  king  of  Sweden,  having  long 
been  of  your  majefty's  opinion,  and  having  fuf- 
fered  under  a kind  of  continual  fever,  at  length 
yielded  in  obftinacy  to  the  difeafe,  took  the 
bark,  and  is  cured. 

Earth’s  kings  collc£live  mufl:  indeed 

Blufhing  before  my  king  recede  ; 

His  foul  is  far  a brighter  flame  ; 

Alas ! His  body ’s  much  the  fame. 

If,  in  the  climate  of  Sweden,  a king,  whether 
he  be  or  be  not  the  partifan  of  France,  be  cured 
by  the  Jefuits’  powder^  why  will  you,  fire,  not 
take  this  powder  ? 

To  Loyola,  in  this,  obedience  fliew ; 

Let  your  Lutherian  Ipirit  prove 
He  little  knew  of  things  above ; 

But  take  the  bark,  and  own  his  pow’r  below. 

I wiHi,  fir«^  to  travel  to  Berlin,  accompanie4 

by 
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hj  a packet  of  the  powder  of  bark.  In  vain 
would  your  majefty  continue  your  labours, 
while  afflided  with  the  fever,  and  employ ^^your 
leifure  in  writing  the  profe  of  Cicero  and  the 
poetry  of  Catullus.  If  you  continue  to  negled: 
this  accurfed  fever,  I lhall  inceffantly  be  uneafy. 

If  it  be  your  majefty’s  wilh  that  I (hould,  for 
a few  days,  be  happy  enough  to  pay  you  xny 
court. 

My  heart,  and  this  my  meagre  frame. 

Are  prompt  your  bounteous  fmiles  to  claim : 

Nor  is  my  promptitude  unknown  ; 

You  Ye  well  convinc’d  my  heart  ’s  your  own. 

I (hall  be  under  the  indifpenfable  neceffity 
of  returning  foon  to  BrufTels,  to  aid  madame 
du  Chatelet  in  her  law-fuit,  and  to  quit  Marcus 
Aurelius  for  chicanery.  But  where  is  the  man 
who  is  mafter  of  his  own  adtions  ? Have  not  you 
yourfelf  an  immenfe  load  to  bear,  which  fre- 
quently, by  the  neceffity  of  fulfilling  your  facred 
duties,  impedes  the  gratification  of  your  inclina- 
tions 

I am,  &c. 


I.  E T- 
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LETTER  CLIII* 

From  the  King* 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE, 

06t*  20,  1740^ 

The  moft  unexpeded  accident  on  earth 
at  prefent  prevents  me  from  opening  my  heart 
to  you,  as  ufual,  and  prattling  as  much  as  I wifli<. 

The  Emperor  is  dead — 

To  monarchy  not  born,  he  firft  was  king. 

Emperor  next ; Eugene  his  glory  was  ; 

But,  to  the  heraldry  of  future  fame 
Derogatory,  bankrupt  has  he  died. 

His  death  deranges  all  my  pacific  ideas  ; and  I 
imagine  that,  in  the  month  of  June,  there  will  be 
more  talk  of  gunpowder,  foldiers,  and  fortified 
towns,  than  of  adrefles,  balls,  and  theatres ; fo 
that  I am  obliged  to  fufpend  the  agreement  into 
which  we  were  to  have  entered. 

My  affair  with  Liege  is  terminated ; but  the 
prefent  bufinefs  is  of  much  greater  confequence 
to  all  Europe  : it  is  the  moment  of  total  change 
in  the  old  fyftem  of  politics.  It  is  the  done  hewn 
out  of  the  rock  without  hands,  in  the  dream  of 
Nebuchodonofor ; and  which,  falling  upon  the 
four  metals,  deflroyed  them  all. 
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I am  a thoufand  times  obliged  to  you  for  the 
finifhed  impreffion  of  Machiavel.  I can  do  no- 
thing more  at  it,  at  prefent,  for  I am  overloaded 
with  affairs.  I fliall  fend  my  fever  about  its  bu- 
finefs,  having  need  of  my  machine,  and  it  being 
neceffary  that  every  advantage  fhould  be  taken 
which  the  moment  affords. 

I fend  you  an  ode,  in  anfwer  to  that  of  Greffet. 

Adieu,  dear  friend.  Never  forget  me,  but 
remain  perfuaded  of  the  tender  efteem  with 
which  I am 

Your  very  faithful  friend. 


LETTER  CLIV. 

From  the  King. 

Remufberg,  November  8,  1740. 

A BOVE  the  clouds,  with  rapid  flight, 

Soon  art  thou  loft  to  mortal  fight ; 

While  crawling  here,  on  earth,  I rove ; 

The  fport  of  thunder-bearing  Jove, 

Of  malice,  and  of  furious  zeal ; 

Which  laft  hath  oft  made  mortal  feel 
Such  torments  as,  from  juftice  fwervM, 

Itfelf  alone  could  have  deferv’d. 

But  leave  we  bigots  preaching  folly, 

Howling  to  make  men  melancholy. 

Of  fell  exploit,  and  warlike  deed. 

Of  thrones,  and  povv’rs,  and  princes,  read 
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Thou  willing  would’ft,  in  book  which  Fat® 
Ne’er  man  permitted  to  tranflate  ; 

And  book  that  ne’er  was  read  t*  explaia 
Might  puzzle  a very  learned  brain. 

Go  fearch  the  records  of  the  dome 
By  Voltaire  built,  for  Henry’s  home; 
Fame’s  temple,  where  in  blooming  youths 
Spotlefs  and  pure,  ftands  naked  Truth. 
There  ev’ry  queftion  thou  (halt  afle 
To  folve  will  be  an  eafy  ta(l<. 

But,  if  thy  curious  wifh  c c nand 
Fantaftic  figures  by  my  hand^ 

I take  the  brufh,  and  (leetches  draw. 
Exceeding  all  that  Callot  * faw. 

Firft  then  behold  ma’am  Glory’s  pot, 

By  lloker  fiend  kept  boiling  hot ; 

While  lunatics,  in  fearch  of  fame. 

Gaze  at  and  fnuff  the  fumes  and  flame. 

With  vifage  black,  and  fiery  brand 
Whirling  aloft  in  either  hand, 

Turn  here  and  view  a fpe£lre  grim, 

A female  of  dittorted  limb, 

Such  jargon  muttering,  in  her  fear, 

As  never  (Iruck  on  mortal  ear ! 

Sufpicion  her  fupport ; and  Pride, 

Through  dark  uncertainty,  her  guide. 
Groping  in  doubt  and  dread  (he  creeps, 
And  never  fmiles,  and  never  (leeps. 
Implacant  harpy  ! Hear  her  name  ! 

’Tis  Policy  ! From  hell  (he  came  ; 

She  and  the  dam  that  gave  her  birth, 
Int’refl: — Their  end  ? To  trouble  earth  ! 

* A famous  defigner  of  the  grotefque. 
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Their  imps  and  they,  on  envy wings, 

Tervade  the  courts  and  hearts  of  kings ; 

Nations  embroil,  and  hatred  fpread. 

And  rage,  that  die  not  with  the  dead. 

And,  hark  I I hear  the  thund’rkg  drum  ! 

Of  maddening  heroes  thoufands  come ; 

Rape,  murder,  faccage  they  purfue  ; 

And  while  exultingly  they  view 
The  flower  of  manhood  mangled,  Hain, 

The  ftirieking  infant,  bleeding  plain, 

The  wafted  field,  the  burning  town. 

They  vaunt  of  valour  and  renown ! 

Loud  fwells  the  ftorm  1 Of  crowns  bereit. 

Of  honour  ftript,  in  mifery  left. 

The  potent  and  the  proud  I fee ! 

No  more — The  reft  I leave  to  thee ! 

All  I omit,  wher-e,  when,  and  why, 

Thy  rapid  fancy  can  fupply. 

Shift  thou  the  ghaftly  feene  of  death 
For,  wanting  words,  and  out  of  breath. 

Offended,  fick’ning  at  the  fight. 

My  mufe  half  frighten’d  takes  her  flight. 

This  is  an  excellent  hiflory  of  the  things  which 
you  forefee.  Had  Don  Louis  Acunha,  cardinal 
Alberoni,  or  the  mitred  Hercules,  any  fecretary 
who  fhould  prefent  them  with  fimilar  plans,  I 
imagine  he  would  quit  their  cabinet  with  the 
lofs  of  a pair  of  ears.  Y ou  mud  however  be  fa- 
tisfied  for  the  prefent.  I leave  you  to  imagine 
as  much  more  as  you  (hall  plcafe.  With  refped 
to  the  affairs  of  your  own  private  politics,  we  will 
VOL.  VII.  N confult 
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confult  on  them  at  Berlin ; and  I imagine  I fliall 
foon  have  the  means  of  rendering  you  perfedt 
fatisfadion. 

Adieu,  dear  fvvan.  Let  me  ocqafionally  hear 
you  hng  ; but  not,  according  to  the  fidion  of 
the  poet,  by  furrendering  your  foul  on  the  banks 
of  the  Simois.  I wifh  to  receive  your  letters,  and 
to  fee  you  in  good  health,  even  better  than  you 
are  in  at  prefent.  You  know  the  efteem  I have 
for  you,  of  which  you  are  perfuaded. 


LETTER  CLV. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

Hcrford,  November  ii,  1740. 

Here  travelling  poll  to  Paradife, 

Through  ruts  of  fnow  and  hills  of  ice. 

Some  fiend  malignant,  griev’d  to  fee 
My  car  roll  onw^ard  firm  and  free, 

A ftorm  firfl;  rais’d  of  rain  and  hail. 

Comes  me  behind,  and  wrhillcs  his  tail ; 

Crafh  ! Down  I go,  and  out  I roll : 

And  here  am  left  by  this  damn’d  foul ! 

With  pride  imprudent  oft  did  I 
Fortune  in  former  times  defy  : 

But  I recant : her  fecret  fprings 
Govern  coach  wheels,  as  well  as  kings ; 

One  king  excepted,  pray  take  note. 

To  her  my  pray’rs  I thus  devote — 


“To 


CORRESPONDENCE^.  I79 

To  meet  thy  mafter,  yet  thy  pride, 

Oh  lady,  grant  my  fteps  to  guide ! 

“ Smile  and  accord  this  happy  day, 

“ And  be  the  world  befide  thy  prey. 

Fortune,  fire,  has  been  too  envious  of  my  ac- 
cefs  to  your  majefty.  Far  from  granting  my 
prayers,  file  has  juft  broken  down  the  coach 
which  was  bringing  us  to  the  promifed  land,  on 
the  Herford  road.  Du  Molard,  the  Orientalift, 
whom  I bring  with  me  into  Prufiia,  according 
to  your  majefty’s  orders,  pretends  that  never  had 
pilgrim  of  Mecca  a more  vexatious  accident  in 
Arabia;  and  that  the  Jews,  in  the  wildernefs, 
were  not  fo  much  to  be  pitied. 

Here  one  fervant  fcampers  to  requeft  aid  from 
the  Weftphalians,  who  imagine*he  is  come  toafk 
for  fomething  to  drink ; another  runs  he  knows 
not  whither.  Du  Molard,  who  promifes  him- 
felf  to  write  the  narrative  of  our  journey  in  Ara- 
bic and  Syriac,  is  as  capable  of  ufing  his  hands 
and  legs  as  if  he  were  not  a man  of  learning : 
he  is  gone  on  difcovery,  half  on  foot,  half  in  a 
cart ; and  I,  in  my  velvet  breeches,  filk  ftock- 
ings,  and  galofiies,  am  mounted  upon  a reftive 
horfe. 

Without  faddle,  or  fhoes,  a mofl:  forrowful  elf, 

Aftride  on  a courfer  as  lean  as  myfelf  i 
■N  2 ■ 


You’d 
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You’d  have  aflc’d,  had  you  feen,  while  your  fidcs  muft  have 
fplit, 

Can  this  be  that  animal  men  call  a wit  ? 

Thus  wander’d,  as  we  by  Cervantes  are  told. 

Through  forefts  and  deferts,  Don  Quixote  of  old  : 

He  griev’d  not,  and  fure  I’ve  lefs  caufe  to  repine  ; 

His  goal  was  Tobofo,  but  Potfdam  is  mine  1 

Arriving  at  Herford  thus  equipped,  the  fenti- 
nel  demanded  my  name.  I very  properly  an- 
fwered  Don  Quixote;  and  under  this  name  was 
admitted. 

When  (hall  I be  able  to  throw  myfelf  at  your 
majefty’s  feet  ? At  thofe  of  your  creature,  your 
admirer,  your &c. 


LETTER  CLVI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire 

A fragment. 

I leave  my  king,  ’tis  true  ; but  my  torn  heart 
Tells  how  rcluftantly,  how  griev’d  I part. 

Four  years  in  faith  this  heart  has  never  err’d  , 

Ten  years  affcdlion  ftill  rauft  be  preferr’d. 

* This,  being  one  of  M.  de  Voltaire’s  letters,  is  not  in  the 
Berlin  edition ; and  is  with  llrange  inaccuracy  aferibed  t® 
Frederic  by  the  Bafil  editors.  T. 

Her# 
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Hero  of  friendfliip,  I appeal  to  you, 

If  yours  the  firft,  is  not  the  latter  due  ? 

I love,  yet  leave  ; my  miftrefs  chides  my  ftay  ; 

I hear,  I turn,  I figh,  yet  willingly  obey. 

Your  ode  is  perfed,  and  I (hould  feel  envy 
did  I not  feel  rapture.  I caft  myfelf  at  the  feet 
of  your  humanity.  I have  dared  tenderly  to 
attach  myfelf  to  the  moft  amiable  of  men  : I ad- 
mire the  protedor  of  the  empire,  of  his  fubjeds, 
and  of  the  arts. 


letter  clvii. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

Cleves,  December  J5,  1740. 

I RIGHTLY  foretold  that  Berlin  (hould  be  queen 
Of  the  arts  and  the  pleafures,  as  Athens  had  been. 

And  when  Algarotti  the  tender  has  prefs’d 

The  handfome  Lujac,  his  young  friend,  to  his  bread, 

I’ve  thought  I beheld,  with  exception  of  age, 

Alcibiades  lock’d  in  the  arms  of  the  fage. 

Not  the  flat-fac’d,  the  black-brow’d,  the  large-fronted 
Grecian ; 

But  the  blue-eyed,  the  Roman-nos’d,  charmingVenetian*. 

Of  Venice  and  Greece  let  me  prattle  no  more. 

For  Frederic  I quitted  what  moft  I adore — 

* Count  Algarotti  was  a native  of  Venice.  T. 

N 3 My 


i82 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 


My  books  and  my  millrefs  ; to  hear  and  admire 
The  ftrong  yet  melliflu6lis  founds  of  his  lyre,  ' 

He  ftruck  i And  its  hafmony  told  me  to  ftay  ; 

But  the  trumpet  difeordant  now  drives  me  away. 

Undaunted,  the  temple  of  Janus  you  throw 
Wide  open  to  wretchednefs,  warfare,  and  woe. 

While  you  with  a paflion  fo  different  burn, 

Confus’d  to  the  Temple  of  Love  I return  ; 

At  Emily’s  feet  my  jiift  homage  to  pay. 

And  henceforth  the  precepts  of  beauty  obey, 

I pray  Heaven,  fire,  that  peace  and  war  may 
favour  all  your  grand  enterprizes;  and  that  I may 
again  foon  meet  my  hero  at  Berlin,  loaded  with 
a double  wreath  of  laurel,  See. 


LETTER  CLVIII. 


From  the  King. 


MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE, 


The  quarters  of  Herrendorf, 
Dec.  3,  1740. 


1 HAVE  received  your  two  letters,  but 
have  not  been  able  to  anfwer  them  fooner.  I 
am  like  the  check-mated  king  of  Charles  XII. 
which  ftill  kept  moving.  During  this  lad  fort- 
night we  have  been  continually  on  the  foot,  and 
have  the  fineft  weather  poffible. 

I am  too  much  fatigued  to  anfwer  your  charm- 
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ing  verfcs,  and  too  cold  to  tafte  all  their  beau- 
ties; but  thefe  troubles  will  pafs  away.  Afk- 
not  poetry  from  a man  who  has  adlually  turned 
carter  ; and  is  fometimes  even  a very  befpattered 
carter.  Do  you  wifli  to  know  the  life  I lead  ? 
— We  march  from  feven  in  the  morning  till 
four  in  the  afternoon.  I then  dine.  I afterward 
work^  and  receive  dull  vifits ; to  which  fucceeds 
a routine  of  infipid  affairs.  I have  the  fcrupu- 
lous  to  convince,  the  ardent  to  reftrain,  the  idle 
to  make  active,  the  choleric  to  cool,  the  rapacious 
to  contain  within  the  bounds  of  equity,  the  pro- 
lix to  hear,  and  the  mute  to  converfe  with.  In 
fine,  it  is  neceflary  to  drink  with  the  drunkard, 
to  eat  with  the  glutton,  and  to  become  a Jew 
with  Jews,  and  a heathen  with  heathens. 

Such  are  my  occupations,  which  I would  wil- 
lingly yield  to  another,  did  not  the  phantom 
called  Fame  pay  me  too  frequent  vifits.  This  is 
truly  a great  folly ; a difeafe  for  which,  being 
once  imbibed  into  the  habit,  it  is  difficult  to 
find  a cure. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  May  Heaven  pre- 
ferve  from  danger  him  with  whom  I wilh  to  fup, 
after  having  fought  this  morning.  The  fwan  of 
Padua*,  I imagine,  will  profit  by  my  abfence, 

^ His  fweet,  his  dear,  his  harmonious  fwan  of  Padua,  were 
epithets  bcftowed  by  the  king  on  count  AlgaroUi,  who  had 
ftudied  at  Bologna  and  Padua.  T. 
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and  make  a tour  to  Paris  ; the  philofophic  ma^ 
thematician  will  fquare  the  circle;  the  philo- 
fophic man  of  letters  -f-  will  tranflate  from  the 
Greek ; and  the  learned  Do6tiflime  will  do 
nothing,  or  fomething  perhaps  very  like  nothing. 

Once  again,  dear  Voltaire,  adieu.  Do  not 
forget  the  abfent  who  love  you. 


LETTER  CLIX- 
From  the  King^ 

Ohiau,  AprU  i€,  174*“ 

Th  E fweets  of  ftudious  eafe  I know ; 

[ Ne’er  of  Epicurus  the  foe, 

In  pleafure’s  arms  I well  could  doze, 

And  oft  on  poppy-beds  repofe. 

But  Fame  officious,  led  by  Truth, 

Comes  and  dillurbs  my  ardent  youth  ; 

The  afts  of  all  her  heroes  reads. 

And  bids  me  fhame  their  highefl;  deeds. 

I pleafure  love  ; but  ah  my  guide 
Muft  duty  be,  auftere  in  pride ! 

Monfters  more  fierce  would  I fubduc 
Than  all  Alcides  overthrew. 

* M.  Maupertuis.  T. 
f M.  de  la  Croze,  as  I imagine,  T. 

J M.  Jordan.  T* 


To 
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To  vindicate  the  Pruffian  name, 

The  proudeft  of  the  proud  to  tame. 

To  ftrip  away  the  bigot’s  mafic. 

Were  furely  no  unworthy  tafic. 

That  fancied  angel,  Happinefs, 

Who  mortal  feldom  deigns  to  blefs. 

Rarely,  fo  much  flie  man  derides. 

In  this  land  or  in  that  refides. 

On  Pruffian  or  Silefian  ground 
No  more  I’ll  feek  what  can’t  be  found  5 
But,  firm  of  purpofe.  Hill  will  I 
The  friend  of  wifdom  live  and  die. 

The  Auftrians,  it  is  faid,  have  been  beaten, 
and  I believe  the  report  to  be  true.  You  fee 
the  lyre  of  Horace  takes  its  turn,  after  wielding 
the  club  of  Hercules.  To  perform  my  duties, 
to  be  capable  of  pleafure,  to  tilt  with  the  foe,  to 
be  abfent  yet  not  forget  my  friends,  are  things 
which  aflimilate  well  together,  provided  that 
bounds  be  afligncd  to  each.  Doubt  of  every 
thing,  if  you  pleafe,  except  that  I wifh  you  never 
to  entertain  fcepticifm  relative  to  the  efteem 
I have  for  you.  Be  perfuaded  that  I Jove  you 
ever.  Adieu. 
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LETTER  CLX. 

From  the  King, 

The  camp  of  Molwitz,  May  2,  174»% 
if*  R O M this  portative  city,  fo  light 
That  it  fhakes  with  each  guft  of  the  wind, 

Where  brick,  mortar,  and  ftone 
Are  unknown ; 

Where,  ill  at  our  eafe, 

We  deep  under  trees, 

In  fields  that  are  gloomily  glorious ; 

Where  Pruflia’s  proud  warriors,  vi6lorious* 

Their  fugitive  enemies  chafe  ; 

From  this  oddly-built  city  I write. 

Where  cruel  ambition  dlfplays 
The  blood-dripping  banners  of  Mars, 

To  prove  human  pity  a farce  ; 

I write  to  my  friend,  who,  reclined 
On  the  temperate  bofom  of  peace. 

The  loves  and  the  pleafures  unites ; 

The  living  inftrufts  and  delights, 

Of  wifdom  the  llores  to  increafe. 

While  I,  where  contentions  are  bred. 

Am  doom’d  to  behold, 

^mid  nations  untold, 

Heroes  number’d  each  day  with  the  dead ! 

This  is  all  mv  warlike  mufe  has  to  fay,  here 
feated  in  a cold  camp.  I do  not  dv\cll  on  the 
delicate  minutiae  of  fenfibility,  for  there  is  no- 
thing refined  in  the  manner  in  which  wc  here 

converfe. 
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converfe.  This  I continually  regret ; and,  while 
I fubjed:  the  obedient  fury  of  my  troops,  it  is 
continually  at  the  expence  of  my  feelings,  which 
fuffer  under  the  neceffary  evil  which  I cannot; 
avoid  committing. 

Marlhal  de  Belleifle  is  come  hither,  with  a 
fuite  of  very  intelligent  men.  I imagine  very 
little  underftanding  can  be  left  among  the  French, 
after  what  has  been  exported  by  thefe  gentlemen 
of  the  embaffy.  To  fee  Frenchmen  who  are  not 
lunatics  that  ought  to  be  manacled,  is  thought 
a very  flrange  phenomenon  in  Germany.  Such 
are  the  prejudices  of  nations.  Of  thefe  fome 
people  of  genius  rid  themfelves ; but  this  is 
mud  in  which  the  vulgar  are  continually  be- 
mired  : error  is  their  inheritance. 

To  you,  who  combat  error,  be  health,  pro- 
fperity,  and  glory  everlafting  ! 

Adieu. 


LETTER  CLXL 
From  M,  de  Voltaire^ 

S»  174I- 

O N C E I believ’d  one  common  foul  was  ours ; 

Which  yet  is  much,  for  fools  have  none,  we  find  j 
But  no — fo  vaft,  fo  wondrous  are  your  pow’rs. 

Earth’s  fum  of  fools  you  might  fupply  with  mind. 

Pallas, 
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Pallas,  ’tis  jilain,  your  |)olitics  direfts  ; 

Your  lyre,  Apollo  ; Mars  your  foes  fubjefts* 

Your  bed  a gun,  yOur  canopy  the  flcy  ; 

Neuperg  and  all  his  hoft  before  you  fly, 

Caefar,  your  patron,  letters  lov’d  and  arts : 

Of  kingdoms  conquer’d,  and  his  own  deferts. 

He  boldly  wrote  ; and  what  he  wrote  remains  : 

But  wrote  he  verfes  on  Pharfalia’s  plains  ? 

Your  pen,  the  flying  Auftrian  in  the  field. 

You  ardent  feize,  while  yet  your  fword  you  wield  : 
This  I forefaw,  great  king,  nor  would  oppofe ; 

My  genius  yields  fubmiflive  as  your  foes. 

To  write  verfes,  and  charming  verfes,  after 
a viftory,  fire,  is  a thing  unique  in  its  kind,  and 
was  confequently  referved  for  your  majefty.  You 
have  beaten  Neuperg  and  Voltaire.  Your  ma-/ 
jefty  ought  to  inclofe  laurel  leaves  in  your  let- 
ters, as  did  the  old  Roman  generals.  At  once 
you  merit  the  triumph  of  the  vidor  and  of  the 
poet^  and  two  laurel  branches  at  lead  are  your 
due. 

I hear  that  Maupertuis  is  at  Vienna.  I pity 
him  more  than  any  one ; but  I pity  all  who  are 
not  near  your  perfon.  Colonel  Camus,  it  is  faid, 
is  dead,  very  much  vexed  that  he  was  not  killed 
in  your  majefty’s  prefence.  Major  Knobertoff 
(whofe  name  I write  improperly)  has  had  this 
gloomy  honour  ; from  which  God  preferve  your 

majefty  I 
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majefly ! I am  certain,  great  king,  of  your  fame; 
but  not  fo  of  your  life.  Amid  how  many  dan- 
gers, and  how  many  labours,  do  you  pafs  this 
•glorious  life ! Leagues  to  anticipate  or  break, 
allies  to  procure  or  to  retain,  lieges,  battles, 
plans — fuch  are  the  a6ls,  fuch  the  trifles  of  a 
hero.  Perhaps  you  will  enjoy  every  thing  ex- 
cept  happinefs. 

You  can  make  an  emperor,  prevent  an  em- 
peror being  made,  or  make  yourfelf  emperor. 
Should  the  latter  happen,  your  majefty  will  not 
therefore  to  me  be  the  more  facred  *. 

I am  very  impatient  to  dedicate  Mahomet 
to  that  adorable  majefty.  I have  had  it  acted 
at  Lifle,  where  it  was  performed  better  than  at 
Paris;  but,  however  great  the  emotions  which 
it  excited,  they  do  not  equal  the  emotions  my 
heart  feels,  when  I recoiled  all  your  heroic  ads. 


* Sacred  18  one  of  the  titles  which  ^iccompany  the  dignity 
•f  empei'or,  T; 
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LETTER  CLXIL 
From  the  King, 

The  camp  of  Molwitz,  May  13,  1741. 

Th  E Paris  gazettes  affirm  you  are  at 
the  point  of  death,  and  that  madame  du  Chate- 
let  never  moves  from  your  pillow.  They  made 
me  tremble  for  the  life  of  a man  whom  I love, 
at  the  moment  when  the  receipt  of  your  letter 
informed  me  this  fame  man  was  full  of  life,  and 
ftill  my  friend. 

It  is  not  my  brother  who  has  been  wounded, 
but  prince  William  my  coufin.  On  this  fortu- 
nate and  unfortunate  day  we  have  loft  many 
good  fubjefls.  I tenderly  regret  fome  friends, 
the  memory  of  whom  will  never  be  effaced  from 
my  heart.  Sorrow  for  friends  flain  is  an  evil 
which  Providence  has  deigned  to  annex  to  fuc- 
cefs  in  war,  in  order  to  temper  tharimmoderate 
joy  which  is  raifed  by  advantages  gained  over 
our  enemies.  The  lofs  of  brave  men  is  the 
more  fenfibly  felt,  becaufe  the  debt  of  gratitude 
is  due  to  their  manes;  which  is  a debt  I never 
fliall  Efficiently  difeharge. 

My  prefent  fituation  will  foon  lead  me,  my 
dear  Voltaire,  into  new  dangers.  Having  fell- 
ed a tree,  it  is  good  to  cut  away  the  very  roots ; 

5 led. 
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left  the  old  ftock  fhould  fend  forth  new  (cions. 
We  have  therefore  to  fee  what  we  can  do  with 
this  tree,  of  which  marflial  Neuperg  may  be  re- 
garded as  the  fap.  1 have  converfed  much  with 
marfhal  de  Belleifle,  who  in  all  countries  would 
be  what  is  called  a very  great  man.  In  what 
relates  to  war,  at  leaft,  he  is  a Newton ; and  as 
amiable,  in  private  life,  as  he  is  intelligent  and 
profound  in  public  affairs.  He  does  infinite 
honour  to  his  nation,  and  to  the  choice  of  his 
mafter. 

I wifn  with  my  whole  heart  to  hear  none  but 
good  news  concerning  you ; in  which  be  per- 
fuaded  no  one  inter  efts  himfelf  more  than  your 
faithful  friend. 


LETTER  CLXIIL 
Frcm  the  King, 

The  camp  of  Grotkau,  June  2,  1741, 

Attaining  ev’ry  art  with  eaft, 

Efpecially  the  art  to  pleafe ; 

A volunteer  in  Venus’  wars, 

You  who  on  us  and  our  huflars 
A thought  beftow  ; who  well  have  told 
Qf  Locke  the  fage,  and  Charles  the  bold ; 

And,  while  you  fingthe  wife  and  brave. 

Of  woman  are  the  willing  flave  j 

Ruling, 
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Ruling,  though  rul’d,  as  is  but  fit, 

*!rhe  realms  of  wifdom  and  of  wit ; 

Accept,  from  camp  in  which  platoons 
Give  fire  for  fire,  and  fierce  dragoons 
Cut,  hack,  and  hew,  that  they  may  dwell 
On  feats  which  they  perform  fo  well — 
Accept  a llcetch  of  this  our  life, 

Exhal’d  in  turbulence  and  ftrife. 

Csefario  young,  and  Jordan  fhort, 

Have  both  been  here  to  pay  their  court ; 
Tully  and  Horace  with  them  came, 

And  fome  few  other  folks  of  fame* 

Wits,  politicians,  here  have  been ; 

Heroes  and  marfhals  have  we  feeo ; 

Soldiers  we’ve  view’d,  whofe  worthy  trade 
Is  impudence,  and  ambufcade  ; 

While  falfehood,  ftratagem,  and  trap  ; 

Mine,  battery,  battle,  and  mifhap ; 

All  thefe  have  pafs’d  before  our  fight : 

While  Atropos,  with  fiend-like  fpite, 

Has  cut  and  mow’d  down  men  like  grafsr 
And  yet  the  multitude,  that  afs, 

By  nature  faddled  to  be  ridden, 

Has  proudly  march’d  to  death  when  bidden. 

^ Should  I be  happier,  what  though  more  . 

Follies  had  pafs’d  thefe  eyes  before  ? 

With  you  of  wifdom’s  cup  to  drink  ; 

Of  plcafures  tafle,  yet  tailing  think ; 

With  you  to  live,  converfe,  and  cares  difmif*, 
This,  Of  I know  it  not,  were  perfedl  blifs  t 


Neither  my  brother  nor  theKnobelfdorf,  whom 
you  are  acquainted  with,  were  in  the  battle.  The 
4 perfons 
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perfons,  who  had  the  misfortune  to  be  killed^ 
were  one  of  my  coufins^  and  a major  6f  dra- 
goons, named  Knobelfdorf. 

Let  me  hear  from  you  oftener,  continue  to 
love  me  ever,  and  be  perfuaded  of  the  efteem  I 
have  for  you.  Adieu. 

LETTER  CLXIV. 

From  the  King. 

The  camp  of  Strehlen,  July  5,  1741. 

* * * **  * * * **  * * * 
*********** 
**************** 

The  publication  of  your  hiftory  gives  me  great 
pleafure  ; nor  will  this  be  a trifling  laurel,  in  ad- 
dition to  thofe  with  which  the  hand  of  immorta- 
lity is  preparing  to  bihd  your  brow*  It  is  your 
glory  that  I cherifli.  I am  intercfhed  in  the  Age 
of  Louis  XIV.  I admire  you  as  a philofopher, 
but  I love  you  much  better  as  a poet. 

Sublime  in  rapturous  harmony  and  fiie. 

Oh  Horace ! who  would  not  prefer  thy  lyre 
To  thofe  gigantic  flrides  which  peda<te  take. 

Who  trade  in  worlds,  and  fleepy  fyftems  make  5 
Who  vainly  fluids,  heat,  and  air  difledt ; 

And  hunt  for  errors  they  can  ne'er  deted? 

o 
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One  man  writes  a phiiofophicai  romance  j 
another  mounts  with  much  difficulty,  and  adjufts 
the  different  ramifications  of  a fyftem  which  is 
the  offspring  of  his  own  fiily  brain. 

In  dreams  let  m not  lofc  our  time ; 

In  pleafures  we  iliould  fpend  our  prime. 

Fair  fciencc  little  progrels  makes. 

By  round  aflertion  and  miilakes ; 

He  who  would  fearch  her  myfteries  out 
Mull  firll  learn  modeflly  to  doubt. 

Hiftory  and  poetry  prefent  the  mind  with  a 
field  much  more  free,  and  treat  on  fubjeds  more 
capable  of  general  comprehenfion.  The  one 
relates  fads ; the  other  prefents  pleafing  pidures. 
True  philofophy  confifts  in  fortitude  of  foul,  and 
that  perfpicacity  of  mind  which  prevents  us  from 
falling  into  vulgar  errors,  and  believing  in  effeds 
without  a caiife. 

Yours  no  doubt  is  beautiful  poetry,  and  con- 
tains whatever  has  been  befl:  effeded  by  the 
poets  of  antiquity. 

As  graceful  as  the  beauteous  dove. 

Your  mufe  the  mother  feems  of  Love, 

Whenever,  in  language  fweet,  yet  ftrong, 

Love  is  ^ fubjed  of  her  fong  ; 

But,  when  of  war  fhe  paints  the  courfe. 

Hers  is  fhe  dreadful  thunder^s  force. 

You  and  your  mufe  transform  yourfelv^s  into 

what 


CORRESPONDENCE.  I95 

what  you  pleafe ; bur  it  is  not  given  to  all  to  aft 
the  Proteus,  like  you.  We  common  tnortals 
are  obliged  to  be  fatisfied  with  that  trifling  talent 
which  avaricious  Nature  has  deigned  to  beftow. 

I have  no  news  to  fend  you  from  the  camp, 
for  here  we  live  in  the  utmofl:  tranquillity.  The 
hu flats  are  the  heroes  of  the  piece,  during  the 
interlude;  while  ambafladors  harangue  me, 
while  Silefian  cuckoldom  thrives,  and  while 
&c.  &c. 

My  compliments  to  the  marchionefs.  With 
refpedt  to  yourfelf,  you  cannot  but  be  perfuaded 
of  the  perfedl  efteem  and  friendfhip  I (hall  ever 
maintain  for  you.  Farewel. 

P.  S.  Poor  Cefario  is  ill  at  Berlin,  whither  I 
have  fent  him  to  be  cured  ; and  Jordan,  who  is 
juft  arrived  from  Berlin,  is  quite  fatigued  with 
the  journey. 


LETTER  CLXV. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Bruffels,  June  29J 

Of  different  men  how  different  is  the  doom ! 

A vig’rous  youthful  eagle,  full  in  plume — 

(But  , not  th*  Imperial ; he  has  long  furviv’d 
Thofe  claws  and  beak  of  which  he ’s  been  depriv’d) 

O 2 Daring, 
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Daring,  has  glory  waken’d  to  renown  ; 

Glory  that  dept  far  diftant  from  the  throne. 

A cunning  fox  * lies  watchful,  in  his  den. 

For  chickens,  llraying  from  the  clackinghen. 

An  artlefs  dove,  nor  warrior  he,  nor  knave. 

In  antique  dove-coat  feeks  himfelf  to  fave. 

This  dove  forlorn  am  I ; far  off  I view 
The  royal  bird  the  timid  flocks  purfue. 

Ah ! Were  I lefs  a dove,  and  did  I dare, 

How  would  I rife  and  cleave  the  yielding  air ! 

How  would  I hover  o’er  m.y  hero’s  head  1 
Nay  haply  too,  o’erta’en,  in  mortal  dread, 

Stript,  pillag’d  by  huflars,  like  Maupertuis, 
Neuperg  I might  in  plight  diftrefsful  fee  ; 

Recalling  to  his  mind  how  great  his  foe, 

With  plaintive  long,  might  foothe  him  in  his  woe. 

Pleafures  fo  fweet,  and  glory  like  to  this. 

Accords  not  heav’n  my  pray’rs,  nor  grants  fuch  blifs. 
But,  what  though  wings  of  eagles  are  denied, 
Yourprogrefs  to  attend  is  Fancy’s  pride. 

With  you  flie  marches  to  the  proud  Breflau, 

To  Molwitz-field,  and  ramparts  of  Glogau. 

From  Vidl’ry’s  wing  fhe  fees  you  pluck  the  quill. 
With  which,  on  head  of  drum,  you  write  at  will. 

In  fportive  eafe,  with  diftion  neat  and  terfe, 

The  playful  fidlion,  and  the  wealthy  verfe. 

Hindford  and  Ginkel,  ye  of  barb’rous  name. 

That  put  the  cadence  of  my  verfe  to  fhame. 

Wherefore  approach  him  thus,  with  ftudied  art  ^ 

Or  wherefore,  Valori,  thy  fchemes  impart. 

Theirs  counteracting  ? Know  ye  not  your  wiles, 

Your  prefling  arguments,  and  court- fet  fmiles, 

To  him  familiar,  nothing  can  avail  ? 

He  knows  on  which  fide  int’reft  turns  the  fcale ; 

* Cardinal  de  Fie uri.  T. 
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What  friend  or  treaty’s  moll  with  wifdom  fraught : 

In  pow’r  a king,  a king  in  and  thought. 

The  wonder  of  the  world,  the  firft;  of  men. 

Both  with  the  fword  he  governs,  and  the  pen. 

His  pen  indeed  is  my  delight,  and  pride  : 

Th’  affairs  and  fools  that  fwim  down  each  day’s  tide 
Having  difpatch’d  ; of  politics  and  war, 

Of  envoy,  plenipo,  ambaffador, 

(Deceivers  all,  and  often  all  deceiv’d) 

Of  camps  prefcrib’d,  of  marches,  guards  reliev’d, 

Poltroon  difgrac’d,  the  warrior  brave  preferr’d. 

Of  bread,  and  oats,  and  forage  having  heard ; 

Thefe  and  five  hundred  other  imps  of  care 
Difpatch’d — I fay,  he  writes  to  me,  Voltaire; 
Forgetting  all  the  fplendors  of  a crown, 

With  lighten’d  heart  and  happy  fits  he  down  ; 

His  crowding  thoughts  no  Intermlffion  know. 

And  fweetly  does  the  verfe  begin  to  flow. 

George,  Louis,  Charles,  are  high-born  kings,  and  great? 
But  poets  I prefer  to  pomp  and  ftate  : 

Nor  Bourbon’s  fons,  nor  Aullrla’s  daughters,  e’er 
Conapos’d  one  verfe,  to  eafe  my  heart  of  care. 

I prize  not  feeptres,  globes,  or  anceftry  ; 

Or  let  them  rhyme,  or  they’re  no  kings  for  me. 

Frederic,  write  on,  with  wits  and  foes  contend  ; 

Be  ftill  a warrior,  but  be  Hill  my  friend. 

The  moft  profaic  of  your  fervants,  lire,  can 
rhyme  no  more.  I am  at  prefent  deep  in  hif- 
tory,  which  daily  becomes  more  dear  to  me, 
perceiving  as  I do  the  illuftrious  rank  you  there 
will  hold,  I forefee  that  your  majefty  will  fomc 
O 3 day 
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day  amufe  yourfeif  with  writing  the  narrative 
of  your  two  ca'mpaigns.  Happy  the  man  who 
lhall  be  your  fecretary;  and  thrice  happy  he 
who  fhall  be  your  reader.  It  is  for  C^efar  to 
write  his  own  commentaries.  1 entreat  you, 
meffieurs  de  la  Croze  and  Jordan,  lend  me  your 
old  books,  and  your  new  lights,  to  difeover  the 
ancient  truths  I feek.  But,  when  I attempt  to 
write  the  age  of  Frederic,  permit  me  to  have  re- 
courfe  immediately  to  our  hero.  Oh  ! Jordan, 
how  happy  art  thou  ! Thou,  who  feeft  this  hero, 
and  haft  befide  a noble  library. 

Not  fo  I f here  have  I no  hero,  and  very  few 
books.  I am  induftrious  neverthelefs ; for  the 
indolent  are  not  formed  to  give  Frederic  plea^* 
fure. 

His  noble  ardour  wakes,  in  me, 

The  aftive  foul  of  indullry. 

For  adlion  heaven  men  decreed ; 

To  labour  fome,  and  fome  to  bleed; 

King,  poet,  ploughman,  warrior,  prieft, 

By  labour  find  their  joys  increas’d. 

My  hero’s  joys  how  num’rous  then  ; 

All  life,  all  aft,  the  firft  of  men ! 

Of  your  majefty,  of  your  humanity,  of  your 
a(ftivity,  of  your  underftanding,  and  of  your 
heart,  I am  the  admirer  and  the  fubjeeft 
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LETTER  CLXVI. 

From  the  King. 

The  camp  of  Strchlen,  July  22,  1742* 

%^=k=&>k=k^k^>k>k  '-it 

After  the  fentence  which  you  have  pronounced^ 
feated  on  your  Helicon^  I muft  only  write  to  you 
in  verfe.  Of  this  I take  advantage^  that  I may 
win  your  alfedionso  Were  you  the  mediator 
between  me  and  the  queen  of  Hungary^  I would 
plead  my  caufe  in  vcrfe;  and  my  old  rhyming 
documents  Ihould  ferve.as  the  amufement  of  my 
pacificator.  There  certainly  wdll  not  be  fo  much 
of  hiatus,  in  the  hiftory  which  you  are  writing, 
as  there  is  of  void  in  our  campaign.  But  our 
inadtivity  will  not  long  continue;  though  we 
fufpend  the  blow,  it  is  but  to  ftrike  in  a more 
certain  and  more  remarkable  manner. 

To  you  I recommend  the  interefts  of  the  di- 
vine age  which  you  fo  elegantly  depid.  I would 
rather  have  written  this  work  than  have  gained 
a hundred  battles. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.  When  you  made  war 
on  your  bookfellers  and  your  other  enemies  I 
O 4 wi^te ; 
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wrote  ; and  at  prefent,  while  you  write,  I am  at 
cut  and  thruft  : but  fo  goes  the  world. 

Doubt  not  of  the  perfed;  friendlhip  with  which 
I am  entirely  yours. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CLXVII. 

From  M de  Voltaire^ 

Bruffels,  August,  3,  174U 
In  genius  premature,  fublime, 

Parnaflian  heights  with  eafe  you  climb, 

Nor  let  nor  hindrance  meet : 

O^er  war  and  death  you  towering  fly ; 

Of  verfe  the  dangers  you  defy ; 

Nor  fear  nor  know  defeat, 

Of  Fame  the  favourM  lover,  you 
Wifli  I fliould  hift’ry^s  path  purfue, 

And  glorious  deeds  recite  ; 

While,  from  the  temple  of  renown. 

On  vidPry’s  wing,  you  deign  look  down^ 

To  guide  me  as  I write. 

But  no,  *tis  yours  ; oh  arduous  tafle  ! 

Of  you  to  paint  thofe  beams  we  afk 
Which  round  your  vifage  blaze. 

Thus  Caefar  wrote ; thus  Caefar  fought ; 

And  him,  in  mighty  deed  and  thought. 

You  rival  j we  but  praife. 
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£.0  with  what  gofpel  complalfance 
Our  mild  king-cardinal  of  France^ 

That  mildijefs  to  denote, 

With  cannon,  bombs,  and  pioneers. 

Four  armies  fends,  towhd  our  frontiers. 

Peace  folely  to  promote. 

Not  he,  but  Jordan  is  my  pride, 

With  impious  Englifliman  allied| 

On  bigots  war  to  make  ; 

That  gloom-bred  idol  to  deftroy 
Which  knaves  knew  fools  might  bcft  decoy. 

And  bid  the  world  awake. 

The  royal  fage,  as  brave  as  good, 

Julian  the  wife,  well  underftood 
How  danghpus  prieftly  pride  ; 

This  he  had  rooted  from  the  world. 

Its  gods  and  altars  down  had  hurPd, 

But  that  too  foon  he  died. 

Of  truth  be  thou  the  riling  fun ; 

Conclude  the  work  by  him  begun  ; 

Fair  freedom’s  thine  to  give ; 

JLet  indignation  nobly  rife  ! 

Of  zeal,  with  all  her  hell-born  lyes. 

Break  thou  the  chains,  and  live. 

A fage  and  monarch,  why  Ihouldft  thou 
Fear  what  thy  fathers  * durft  avow  ? 

Or  why  thy  wrath  fubdue  ? 

They  found  too  long  they’d  been  enflav’d, 

And,  pious  curfes  having  brav’d, 

Chaftis’d  the  monkilh  crew. 

^ The  ancellors  of  Frederic,  in  the  fourteenth  ctntui-y, 
expelled  the  priefts. 


More 
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More  politic,  alas  1 than  they. 

Thou  foUy  leav’ft  the  lawful  prey 
Of  that  deceitful  race. 

Fanatics,  feiz’d  with  fears,  long-  fince 
Complain’d  that  thou,  a chriftian  prince, 

Hadft.  little  chriftian  grace. 

I 

From  all  their  whims  and  vice  exempt , 

Thou  turn’ll  away,  in  juft  contempt, 

And  leav’ft  them  to  their  will : 

Thus  Folly  plum’d  o’er  Wifdom  reigns. 

And  vulgar  prejudice  remains 
Of  kings  the  tyrant  ftilL 

Thus  your  majefty  combats  only  with  princes, 
and  leaves  Jordan  to  oppofe  the  facred  errors  of 
this  world.  Since  he  could  not  become  a poet, 
in  your  majefty company,  may  his  profe  be 
worthy  of  the  king  vvhom  both  he  and  I are  am- 
bitious to  imitate.  I flatter  myfeif  that  Siiefla 
will  produce  a good  work,  againft  what  you 
wot  of. 

After  having  read  the  beautiful  verfes  which 
you  fent  me,  from  the  environs  of  Neifs,  I 
cannot  but  remarkthat,  had  not  your  majefty  hap- 
pened to  go  to  Silefia,  French  verfes  would  cer- 
tainly never  have  been  there  written.  I imagine 
that  you  are  more  occupied  than  ever  at  prefent ; 
but  this  does  not  terrify  me ; and,  having  re- 
ceived fuch  charming  verfes  from  you  the  day 

after 
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after  a vidory,  there  is  no  miracle  that  will  afto- 
nifh  me. 

I do  not  ceafe  to  hope  that  I fhall  be  fortu-^ 
nate  enough  to  obtain  a narrative  of  your  cam- 
paigns ; like  as  I obtained  one  of  your  journey 
to  Stralburg,  &c. 


LETTER  CLXVIIL 
From  the  King,, 


The  camp  of  Reichenbach,  Auguft  24,  174s. 
To  cleanfe  th’  Augean  liable  wherefore  doom 
My  feeble  arm  ? Madrid,  Geneva,  Rome, 

Proceffions,  inquifitions,  autos,  bulls. 

With  all  their  hydra-fe6ls,  can  I repulfe  ? 

Ah  ! Know  me  better,  friend ; nor  once  believe 
In  miracles,  which  I fhall  ne’er  achieve  ! 

That  ancient  monfler,  which  the  world  adores. 
Religion,  whofe  falfe  aid  falfe  fear  implores, 

By  Ignorance  begotten  on  Caprice, 

Of  yore  was  chas’d,  by  dauntlefs  Truth?  thro’  Gracce? 
In  terror  too,  at  Rome,  fhe  flirleking  fled 
When  bold  Lucretius’  fword  hung  o’er  her  head* 

Even  you,  though  arm’d  with  ridicule  and  wit, 
Defirous  fhe  to  reafon  fhould  fubmit, 

Wifhlng  fhe  might  the  world  no  more  annoy, 

Ev’n  you  in  vain  the  forc’refs  would  deflroy  ! 

Man’s  wayward  age,  once  prejudic’d  in  youth, 

Puts  more  faith  in  the  gofpel  than  in  truth. 


Indeed 
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Indeed  dame  Nature,  when  fhe  deign’d  devife 
The  thing  call’d  man,  ne’er  meant  to  make  him  wife. 

Logic  to  teach,  and  bid  him  underftand, 

Were  labour  loft,  on  ox  that  ploughs  the  land. 

’Twere  wifer  far  to  gain  the  hard-fought  field. 

And  conqueft  fnatch  from  foe  full  loath  to  yield  j 
To  crufh  to  dull,  where  dangers  dire  prefide, 

The  fcorpion  Envy,  and  the  viper  Pride  ; 

To  conquefts  end  that  long  have  been  begun, 

And  win  that  great  renown  our  great  forefathers  won. 

Unworthy  common-fenfe  fhould  interpofe. 

In  error’s  dreams  leave  w^e  the  world  to  dofe. 

What  are  its  dreams  to  me,  if  I but  hear 
Thy  verfe  mellifluous  ftrike  my  ravifh’d  ear  ? 

Qr  if  returning  peace  and  Pallas  bring 
To  me  the  arts,  and  thee,  on  willing  wing  ? 

Through  vale  and  grove  we’ll  ftray,  till  foliage  brown 
Shall  bid  us  tafte  the  pleafures  of  the  town. 

Abjuring  Mars,  and  war’s  deftrudtive  pow’rs, 
Epicurean  tranfports  fhall  be  ours  : 

And  while  our  joys  in  flowing  cups  we  quaff. 

At  madmen  and  at  madmen’s  fchemes  we’ll  laugh* 

Be  metaphyfics  yours,  ye  babbling  crew ; 

Projedlors,  the  perpetual  motion  is  your  due  | 

Ye  quacks,  the  grand  eljxir  find  and  vend ; 

Ye  ftatefmen,  Machiavel  fhall  be  your  friend: 

Eled  of  God  and  Chrift,  the  grace  divine 
And  faith  be  yours  ; be  this  world’s  bleflings  mine  ; 
Contented  I with  wifdom,  wit,  and  love, 

To  you  I leave  the  joys  of  heav’n  above. 

Jordan  tranflates  his  Engllfh  author  with  the 
fame  fidelity  as  the  feventy  iranflated  the  Bible. 
2 I imagine 
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I imagine  the  work  will  foon  be  finifhed.  There 
are  fo  many  excellent  things  which  may  be  faid 
againft  religion,  that  I am  aftoniflied  they  fhould 
not  enter  the  minds  of  all  people.  But  men  arc 
not  made  for  truth.  I regard  them  as  a herd  of 
deer,  in  the  park  of  a great  lord ; and  fuppofe 
their  only  fundlion  is  to  well  people  their  inclo- 
fure. 

I imagine  we  (hall  foon  fight.  This  is  mad 
work!  But  what  is  to  be  done?  We  muft  be 
mad  fome  time  in  our  lives. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Write  to  me  oftener; 
but  take  care  not  to  be  offended,  fhould  I not 
have  time  to  anfwer  you.  Of  my  fentiments 
you  cannot  be  ignorant. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CLXIX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Circy,  December  2i,  1741. 

P ALE  torch  of  winter,  father  of  old  Earth, 

To  whom  ’tis  faid  we  poets  owe  our  birth, 

Dwarfs  tho’  too  oft  we  are  ; fay,  glorious  fun ! 

Why  at  fiich  diftance,  ere  the  year’s  begun, 

Leav’ll  thou  Berlin  ? Know  that  within  her  wall* 

Lives  the  fam’d  youth  the  world  its  wonder  calls  ! 

Withk 
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Within  his  glowing  heart  and  mind,  I grant. 

Bright  flames  the  fire  thou  lufFer"fl:  us  to  want. 

X.O,  as  thou  fliefl;  our  blackening  hemifphere, 

The  vanquiffied  walls  of  Neifs  his  laws  revere  ! 

Ah,  wherefore  tow’rd  the  burning  torrid  ftray. 

Its  dark  nymphs  vifit  with  thy  blaze  of  day  ? 

From  eaftern  chambers  come  illuftrious  forth  ; 

My  hero  imitate,  fliine  out  and  blefs  the  north  ! 

Thus,  fire,  did  I this  morning  addrefs  myfelfto 
your  comrade  the  fun,  which  is  certainly  the  foul 
of  a part  of  this  world.  I fhould  have  faid  much 
more  to  him,  concerning  your  majefty,  had  I the 
fame  facility  in  writing  poetry  which  I no  lon- 
ger, but  which  you  fo  perfedly  pofTefs.  I have 
received  the  verfes  which  you  wrote  at  Neifs 
with  as  much  eafe  as  you  took  the  town.  This 
little  anecdote,  added  to  the  lines  which  your 
humanity  fent  me  immediately  after  the  vi6lory 
of  Molwitz,  will  one  day  furnifh  very  lingular 
memoirs  for  the  aid  of  hiftory. 

Louis  XIV.  took  Franche  Comte,  during  the 
winter;  but  he  neither  gave  battle  nor  wrote 
verfes,  in  the  camp  before  Dole,  or  before  Be- 
fancon.  I therefore  take  the  liberty  to  inform 
your  majefty  that-  the  hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.  ap- 
peared to  me  a circle  too  confined ; I have  dif- 
covered  that  Frederic  will  enlarge  the  fphere  of 
my  ideas.  The  verfes  which  your  majefty  wrote, 
at  Neifs,  Vefemble  thofe  which  Solomon  made, 
in  all  his  glory,  when,  having  tried  all,  he  faid 
g — All 
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— All  is  vanity  !’’  True  it  is  the  good  man 
talked  thus,  furrounded  by  three  hundred  wives^ 
and  feven  hundred  concubines  ; and  v/khout;, 
having  fought  battles,  cr  laid  liege.  But  no 
offence,  fire,  to  Solomon  and  you,  or  rather  to 
you  and  Solomon,  let  him  fay  what  he  will^ 
there  is  fomething  real  in  this  world. 

Of  conqueft  tir’d,  and  war’s  alarms. 

Return  t’enjoy  the  Mufes’  charms  ; 

Return,  and  give  the  brave  and  fair 
To  tafte  of  pleafure,  aftercare!' 

To  be  viftorious,  lov’d,  and  fear’d. 

In  war  renown’d,  in  peace  rever’d  ; 

Of  private  life  the  charm  and  pride, 

The  people’s  boaft,  the  kingdom’s  guide. 

The  man  of  bufinefs,  and  the  bard 

Whom  Greece  and  Rome  would  deign  reward, 

And  whom  pofterity  fhall  own 
Worthy  alike  the  lyre  and  throne — • 

All  thefe  to  be  might  fure  content 
Each  wifh  that  fancy  could  invent ! 

And  he  who  has  them  well  may  deem — > 

Pleafuie  is  not  all  a dream. 

Your  majefty  has  performed  many  things  in  a 
fhort  time.  I am  perfuaded  no  perfon  on  earth 
is  more  occupied,  or  more  hurried  away  by  a 
variety  of  affairs,  of  every  kind.  But,  with  fucli 

a capacious  genius,  which  embraces  every  kind 
of  fubjed,  you  fail  not  to  preferve  that  fuperio- 

rity 
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rity  of  reafon  which  elevates  you  above  yourfelf, 
and  even  above  your  adions. 

My  whole  fear  is  left  you  fhould  finally  con- 
temn mankind  too  much.  The  millions  of  un- 
feathered bipeds  that  people  the  earth,  are  at  an 
immenfe  diftance  from  you,  as  well  in  rank  as  in 
mind.  Milton  finely  fays, 

Amongft  unequals  no  fociety. 

There  is  ftill  another  danger ; which  is  that 
your  majefty  fo  accurately  defcribes  the  noble 
knavery  of  politicians,  the  interefted  arts  of 
courtiers,  &c.  it  is  to  be  feared  you  will  finally 
fufped  the  afFedion  of  all  mankind  ; and  will 
believe  it  to  be  a moral  demonftration,  that  a 
king  is  never  loved  for  himfelf.  Permit  me, 
fire,  to  take  the  liberty  alfo  to  make  a demon- 
ftration. 

Is  it  not  true  that  we  cannot  but  love,  for  his 
own  fake,  a man  of  a fuperior  mind,  poflefiTed  of 
various  talents ; and  who,  jn  addition  to  all  thofc 
talents,  has  the  art  of  pleafing  ? And  if,  by  fome 
misfortune,  this  fuperior  genius  fhould  happen 
to  be  a king,  muft  he  be  rendered  worfe  by  his 
fituation  ? Or  muft  he  be  lefs  beloved,  becaufe 
he  wears  a crown  ? — For  my  part,  I feel  that  the 
crown  does  not  in  the  leaft  cool  my  afiedions. 

I am,  kc. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CLXX. 

From  the  King. 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE.  Janua^l*’"’.  74a. 

To  my  great  regret,  I am  two  letters  in- 
debted to  you  j and  I find  myfelf -fo  occupied, 
by  thofe  grand  affairs  which  the  philofophers 
call  abfurdities,  that  I have  not  yet  leifure  to 
think  when  I pleafe,  which  is  the  only  real  good 
of  life.  1 imagine  that  the  Deity  created  affes, 
Doric  pillars,  and  kings,  to  bear  the  burthens  of 
this  world ; in  which  fo  many  other  beings  are 
created  to  enjoy  the  good  he  has  beftowed. 

Here  am  I arguing  with  twenty  Machiavels, 
all  more  or  lefs  dangerous.  Lovely  poetry  ftands 
waiting  at  the  door,  without  gaining  admif- 
fion.  One  talks  to  me  of  limits ; another  of 
claims ; a third  of  indemnification  ; a fourth  of 
auxiliaries,  .marriage- contrads,  debts  to  be  paid, 
intrigues  to  begin,  recommendations,  difpofi- 
tions,  &c.  Public  affertions  are  made  that  we 
have  done  fuch  or  fuch  a thing,  of  which  we 
had  never  once  thought.  We  are  fuppofed  to 
take  fuch  an  event  ill,  at  which  we  rejoice. 
ISlews  arrives  from  Mexico,  or  Utopia,  that  we 
mean  to  attack  fuch  a one,  whom  it  is  our  in- 
voL,  VII,  P lerefl 
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tereft  to  court.  We  are  ridiculed,  cenfured,  or 
fatirized  by  gazette  writers ; our  reputation  is 
mercilefsiy  torn  by  our  neighbours  ; and  we  are 
configned  over  to  all  the  fiends,  while  we  are 
loaded  with  proteftations  of  friendfliip.  But 
fuch  is  mankind;  and  fuch  are,  in  grofs,  the 
affairs  by  which  I am  occupied. 

Now  tell  me  whether  you  have  any  inclina- 
tion to  barter  poetry  for  politics ! The  only  re- 
femblance  between  them  is,  that  both  politicians 
and  poets  are  the  fport  of  the  public  ; and  the 
fubjedt'of  fatire  to  their  refpe6live  fraternities. 

The  day  after  to-morrow  I (hall  depart  for 
Remufberg,  again  to  take  up  the  crook  and  the 
lyre.  Heaven  grant  I never  more  may  lay  them 
down  ! From  this  fweet  folitude  I fhall  write  to 
you  with  more  tranquillity  of  mind  ; and  per- 
haps Calliope  again  may  vifit  me. 

I am  wholly  yours, 

FREDERIC, 


LET. 
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From  the  King, 


MY  DEAR  VOLT  AIRE  j Olmutz,  Feb.  3,  1742. 

The  wandering  demon,  by  which  1 have 
hitherto  been  pofTeffed,  has  led  me  to  Olmutz, 
to  repair  thofe  errors  which  my  allies  are  faid  to 
have  committed.  I know  not  what  will  be  the 
confequencc  ; but  I know  that  mine  is  an  erratic 
flar.  What  can  you  exped  from  a brain  wholly 
fluffed  with  hay,  cats,  and  chopped  draw  ? I 
fancy  the  only  rhimes  I fliall  at  prefent  be  able 
to  make  will  all  end  in  hay  and  pay,  oat  and 
moat,  draw  and  claw,  See, 


Leave  a^vliile  the  winds  to  howl ; 

Wait  till  Mars  lhall  ceafe  to  fcowl  j 
Wait  till  Peace,  with  all  her  arts, 

Jocund  for  Berlin  departs. 

Mufe,  I mull  my  pipe  refign, 

Mufe,  till  thou,  with  art  divine. 

Bidding  air  With  raptures  fwell, 

Shalt  the  trumpet’s  difeord  quell. 

Perhaps  I put  you  off  to  a very  didant  day  * 
nothing  however  can  be  done  at  prefent,  and 
from  an  ill  pay-mader  you  mud  take  what  you 
can  get. 

P 2 lam 
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I am  now  reading,  or  rather  devouring,  your 
Age  of  Louis  the  Great.  If  you  love  me,  fend 
me  what  you  have  further  written  of  that  work, 
which  is  my  foie  confolation,  my  recreation, 
my  delight.  Employed,  as  you  are,  in  fol- 
lowing your  inclinations,  and  indulging  your 
genius,  have  pity  on  a political  manufadlurer, 
who  works  only  from  neceffity. 

Could  it  have  been  fuppofed,  my  dear  Vol- 
taire, that  a child  of  the  Mufes  was  deftined, 
in  conjundion  with  a dozen  grave  madmen, 
who  are  called  great  politicians,  to  turn  For- 
tune’s grand  wheel  for  all  Europe  ? It  is  an  au- 
thentic fa6f  notwithflanding ; nor  is  it  any  great 
honour  to  Providence. 

I recoiled,  on  this  occafion,  the  tale  told 
of  a parfon,  to  whom  a peafant  fpoke  of  his 
facramental  god  with  an  idiotic  veneration — 
Pflbaw  1”  faid  the  good  prieft ; you  imagine 
a great  deal  more  than  is  true.  I,  who  make 
“ fuch  things,  and  fell  them  by  dozens,  know 
their  intrinfic  value.” 

A fuperftitious  idea  is  ufually  entertained  by 
the  world,  concerning  the  great  revolutions  of 
empires  ; but  thofe  who  are  behind  the  feenes 
generally  know  that  the  moft  magical  changes 
are  elfeded  by  the  fimpleft  machinery,  and  by 
dirty  fcene-fliifters,  who,  were  they  to  appear 

fuch 
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fuch  as  they  are,  would  draw  on  themfelves  the 
indignation  of  the  public. 

Artifice,  ill  faith,  and  duplicity,  are  unfor- 
tunately the  prevailing  characfleriflics  of  moft 
men  who  are  at  the  head  of  nations,  to  which 
they  ought  to  ferve  as  examples.  It  is  very 
humiliating  that  the  ftudy  of  the  human  heart, 
in  fuch  people,  does  but  lead  me  a thoufand 
times  to  regret  my  dear  retreat,  my  friends,  the 
arts,  and  independence. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.  Perhaps  I (hall  one 
day  recover  all  that  I have  at  prefent  loft,  I am, 
with  all  the  fentiments  which  yoo  can  imagine. 
Your  faithful  friend, 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CLXXII. 

^rom  the  King^ 


MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE, 


Selovitz, 
March  23, 1742. 


I FEAR  to  write  to  you ; for  I have  no 
intelligence  to  fend,  except  fuch  as  you  care 
but  little  for,  or  fuch  as  you  abhor. 

Were  I,  for  example,  to  fay— “ The  nations 
of  the  two  kingdoms  of  Germany  have  left 
their  dwellings,  to  play  the  cut-throat  with 
P 3 ‘‘  other 
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Other  nations,  of  the  very  names  of  which 
they  are  ignorant ; and  that  they  march  for 
this  purpofe  into  diftant  lands,  becaufe  their 
mafters  have  entered  into  a contrad  with  an- 
other  prince,  and  becaufe  two  of  thefe  princes 
have  combined  together  to  murder  a third”— 
You  would  reply— They  are  lunatics!  They 
are  fools ! They  arc  raging  mad  I thus  to 
yield  to  the  caprices  and  the  barbarity  of  their 
dk^ators.”  Were  I to  inforai  you  that — 
are  moft  carefully  preparing  to  batter  down 
walls  which  have  been  built  up  at  a prodi- 
gious  expence ; that  we  are  reaping  where 
we  have  not  fown ; and  that  we  adt  the  mafter 
where  no  one  is  flrong  enough  to  refill  us”— 
y ou  would  exclaim— Oh  barbarians  I Robbers ! 
Inhuman  as  you  are,  the  wicked  fliall  not  in- 
herit  the  kingdom  of  heaven.”-^— According 
to  St,  Matthew,  chapter  the  twelfth,  verfe  the 
twenty-fourth*. 

Since  I forefee  all  you  would  fay  to  me  on 
fuch  fubjedls,  J fhall  not  mention  them  to  you, 
I fhall  fatisfy' myfeif  with  informing  you  that  a 
half  madman,  of  whom  you  have  heard  mention 
by  the  name  of  the  king  of  Pruffia,  being  told 
that  the  provinces  of  his  ally,  the  emperor,  had 


^ This  is  a fanciful,  not  an  accurate,  quotation,  T. 

been 
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been  ruined  by  the  queen  of  Plungary,  flew  to 
his  affiftance ; that  he  has  joined  his  forces  with 
thofc  of  the  king  of  Poland,  to  make  a diverfion 
into  Lower  Auftria ; and  that  he  has  been  fp 
very  fuccefsful,  that  he  Oiortly  expeds  to  induce 
the  principal  forces  of  the  queen  of  Hungary  to 
enter  into  the  fervice  of  his  ally. 

This,  fay  you,  is  generous ! This  is  heroic  ! 
Yet,  my  dear  Voltaire,  this  pidure  and  the 
former  are  one  and  the  fame.  It  is  the  fame 
woman,  firll  feen  in  her  night- cap,  and  after- 
ward bedecked  and  painted. 

Under  how  many  different  faces  are  fubjeds 
feen  ! How  much  do  the  judgments  of  men 
vary ! At  night  they  condemn  what  in  the 
morning  they  approved.  The  fame  fun  which 
delighted  them  at  rifing,  wearies  them  at  fet- 
ting.  Hence  the  fame  of  thofe  which  is  firft 
confirmed,  afterward  deftroyed,  and  then  once 
again  re-e(tabliflied.  We  are  mad  enough  to 
bufy  ourfelves,  during  our  whole  lives,  in  the 
acquifition  of  fame.  Is  it  pofTible  we  (hould  thus 
continue  to  be  cheated  by  fuch  counterfeit  coin, 
when  it  is  fo  well  known  ? 

I do  not  write  in  verfe  to  you,  bccaufe  I have 
not  time  to  meafure  out  fyllables  by  the  foot. 
Suffer  me  to  remind  you  of  the  Hlflory  of 
Louis  XIV. ; and  obferve  I threaten  you  with 
P 4 excom- 
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excommunication  from  ParnalTus,  if  you  do  not 
fini(h  the  work. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Let  me  entreat 
you  to  beftow  a little  love  on  the  renegado  from 
Apollo,  who  has  enlifted  under  Bellona.  Per- 
haps he  may  one  day  return  to  the  fervice  of 
his  old  mailer. 

I am  your  admirer,  and  friend, 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CLXXIIL 

From  the  King. 

Triban,  April  iz,  1743. 

Set  up  on  bridges,  hills,  highways, 

Here  wooden  faints  wait  worthy  praife 
prom  fhiv’ring  beggar,  who  attends, 

Froft-bitten  blows  his  finger-ends. 

And  prays,  and  hopes  he  may  fupprefs 
His  hunger  by  his  holinefs. 

Here  each  Bohemian  potent  count, 

Whofe  anceftors  to  Adam  mount. 

While  hunting  he  high  feats  achieves. 

To  ftarve  his  valfals  kindly  leaves  : 

On  horfe  and  dog  he  wafles  his  pelf. 

Till  finally  he  ftarves  himfelf. 

Fat  friars  how  learned,  fir  ! In  what  ? 

The  favVy  fumes  of  fpit  and  pot. 

Aught 
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Aught  of  the  poor,  their  wants  and  woes, 

Shew  me  a monk  or  prieft  who  knows : 

The  weak  and  wealthy  are  their  tools, 

Themfelves  the  deities  of  fools. 

Your  Frenchmen,  although  they  are  yawning 
in  Bohemia,  are  not  the  lefs  amiable  and  fatiri- 
cal.  Perhaps  they  are  the  only  people  who  can 
find,  in  misfortune  itfelf,  a fource  of  mirth 
and  pleafantry.  Mardial  4e  Broglio  called  fo 
loudly  for  help  that  I was  induced  to  haften  to 
his  aid;  and  this  is  the  reafon  that  Moravia 
muft  lie  uncultivated  till  autumn.  You  alk  me 
for  what  length  of  time  have  meffieurs  my  com« 
rades  agreed  to  ruin  the  earth.  To  which  I 
anfwer,  I cannot  tell ; but  that,  at  prefent,  it  is 
the  fafhion  to  make  war ; and  that  probably  this 
will  long  continue  to  be  the  fafhion. 

The  abbe  de  Saint  Pierre,  who  diftinguiflies 
jpie  fo  far  as  to  honour  me  with  his  correfpond- 
ence,  has  fent  me  a mod  excellent  treatife,  on 
the  means  of  reftoring  peace  to  all  Europe,  and 
on  the  manner  of  preferving  it  continually.  The 
thing  is  exceedingly  pradlicable ; nor  is  any 
thing,  except  the  confent  of  all  Europe,  and 
fome  other  fuch-like  trifles,  wanting  for  its  ac- 
complilhment. 

How  much  am  I indebted  to  you,  my  dear 
Voltaire,  for  the  very  great  pleafure  which  you 
3 promife 
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promife  me,  in  giving  me  to  hope  that  I fliall 
foon  receive  the  Hiftory  of  Louis  XIV.!  Ac- 
cuftomed  as  I am  to  this  indulgence,  I am  avari- 
cioufly  defirous  of  your  works.  Do  not  difap- 
point  me,  dear  Voltaire,  I wifh  to  learn  them 
by  rote ; for,  without  you,  there  is  no  falvation 
in  the  heaven  of  literature. 

You  think  perhaps  I have  not  troubles  enough, 
and  that  it  was  neceffary  to  alarm  me  concerning 
your  health.  It  is  your  duty  to  be  more  careful 
of  yourfelf.  Let  me  entreat  you  to  recoiled  how 
much  this  fubjed  interefts  me,  and  how  entirely 
you  ought  to  be  attached  to  this  world,  of  which 
you  are  the  delight. 

Reft  afTured  that  the  life  I lead  has  effeded 
no  change  in  my  charader,  nor  in  my  manner 
of  thinking.  I ftill  love  Remufberg,  and  tran- 
quillity ; but  we  are  obliged  to  attend  to  our 
occupations  in  this  world,  and  to  make  our 
duties  our  pleafures. 

Peace  being  made,  wife  Maupertuis  once  more, 

Induftrious  Algarotti,  and  the  lore 

By  deep  refearch  and  midnight  labour  brought, 

(A  mafs  of  wifdom,  and  a mine  of  thought ! ) 

Adding  the  Loves,  the  Graces,  and  the  Wiles, 

Which  ever  wait  on  blooming  Beauty’s  fmiles  ; 

Adding  the  Arts,  whofe  pleafures  ne’er  can  cloy, 

Thefe,  and  retreat,  oh,  how  lhall  I enjoy  ! 

Yet  thefe  will  allbe  joylefs,  fhould  Voltaire 
Refufe  the  rich,  the  godlike  feaft  to  (hare. 


Being 
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Being  on  the  point  of  continuing  my  march, 
I have  not  time  to  fay  more. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.  Forget  not  the  poor 
Ixion,  who  is  labouring  like  a miferable  wretch 
at  the  great  wheel  of  politics ; but  whofe  ad- 
miration of  you  is  equal  to  his  alfedion. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CLXXIV. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  April,  1743. 

While  i was  ill,  your  majefty  per- 
formed a greater  number  of  fine  adlions  than  I 
fuffered  fits  of  the  fever.  I cannot  anfwer  your 
majefty’s  laft  favours.  Where  am  I to  addrefs 
my  letter;  to  Vienna,  to  Prefburg,  or  to  Temef- 
war  ? It  is  poflible  that  you  are  in  one  of  thefe 
cities.  And  if  there  be  any  being  who  can  be 
in  feveral  places  at  once,  it  is  certainly  you ; as 
being  a king,  confequently  the  image  of  the 
Deity,  and  moreover  a moft  thinking  and  adlive 
image  In  fine,  fire,  I have  not  written,  becaufe  I 
was  in  bed  while  your  majefty  was  galloping 
over  the  fnow,  in  chafe  of  fame. 

la 


^20 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS, 


In  that  ftrange  country,  half  interr’d. 

Where  e’en  your  fame  muft  ne’er  be  hea^rda, 

I’ve  lately  been,  or  foon  rnufl:  be. 

As  all  our  wifeft  quacks  agree  : 

A land  where  trav’llers  never  ufe 
To  tell  their  lyes,  or  tell  their  news  ; 

A land  to  which  you  daily  fend 
The  bodies  both  of  foe  and  friend; 

While  fouls  of  pandours,  gruff  and  glum^ 

To  hell  pack  off  by  beat  of  drum  > 

A land  which  Chriftian,  Turk,  and  Jew,, 

Defcribe  as  if  they  really  knew ; 

Whofe  limits  learned  dpdors  teach. 

Whenever  learned  dodors  preach. 

So  will  your  Paris  politician 
Sit,  wdth  fatiric  inquifition. 

On  Frederic,  Flanders,  France,  and  Greece- 5 
On  Rome,  and  home,  and  war,  and  peace  : 

Of  all  that ’s  bad,  and  all  that ’s  good 
Will  talk  as  if  he  underflood  j 
So  volubly  his  jargon  vending, 

As  he  the  world’s  rights  were  defending  ^ 

With  arms,  alarms,  and  wife  difeourfe. 

Was  ne’er  fo  fluff’d  the  Trojan  horfe. 

I have  only  fet  one  foo;  on  the  Stygian  (hore: 
but  I was  exceedingly  fo.rry  to  fee  the  numerous 
wretches  that  came  there,  to  demand  a paffage ; 
feme  from  Scharding,  fome  from  Prague,  and 
others  from  I glow ; while  you,  and  the  kings  your 
comrades,  never  ceafe  to  ravage  that  earth  which 
.you  fay  you  have  fo  great  a defire  to  render  hap- 
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py.  Inftcad  of  that  horrible  war  in  which  each 
of  you  mufl  encounter  misfortune,  why  do  you 
not  refer  your  differences  to  the  abbe  de  Saint 
Pierre  ? He  would  fettle  them  with  as  much  eafe 
as  that  with  which  Lycurgus  divided  the  Lace- 
demonian lauds ; in  which  divifion  we  muft 
acknowledge  the  portions  were  equal.  He 
would  ellablifh  the  fifteen  domains  of  Henry  IV. 
But  be  it  here  obferved  that  Henry  IV.  never 
dreamed  of  any  fuch  projed.  The  fecretaries  of 
the  duke  de  Sulli,  who  compofed  his  Memoirs, 
have  mentioned  it ; but  the  fecretary  of  ftate, 
Villeroi,  the  minifier  for  foreign  affairs,  has  not. 
It  is  pleafant  enough  to  fee  a project  for  over- 
throwing all  the  thrones  of  Europe  attributed  to 
Henry  IV.  before  he  fcarcely  was  well  feated  on 
his  own. 

Till  fuch  time  as  the  European  diet  (hall  af- 
femble,  in  order  to  render  all  monarchs  mo- 
derate and  contented,  your  majefty  commands 
me  to  fend  you  what  I have  further  written  of 
the  age  of  Louis  XIV.  Your  majefty  finds 
time  to  read  when  others  cannot.  I will  ac- 
cordingly fend  to  Bruffels  for  my  papers,  which 
fliall  be  tranferibed  in  obedience  to  your  com- 
mands. Perhaps  you  will  think  I have  not  fuf- 
ficiently  limited  my  fubjeft ; but  I labour  chiefly 
for  you,  and  have  imagined  the  whole  earth  was 
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not  too  extenfive.  I (hall  therefore,  fire,  have 
the  honour  to  fend  an  enormous  packet ; which 
may  probably  arrive  during  the  heat  of  bat- 
tle, or  be  delivered  to  you  in  an  entrenchment. 
I know  not  whether  you  are  more  happy  amid 
all  this  tumult  of  glory  than  you  were  in  the 
fweet  folitude  of  Remufberg — 

But,  be  it  fo  or  be  it  not, 

My  friend  can  never  be  forgot ; 

I love  you  now  as  mucb  as  when, 

Not  firll  of  kings,  but  firft  of  men, 

Reclufe  at  Rheinfberg,  there  to  fight 
With  error  was  your  great  delight. 

In  love  with  truth,  you  meaner  things 
To  politicians  left,  and  kings. 

Accept,  (ire,  with  your  ufual  goodnefs,  my 
profound  refped,  with  alTurances  of  that  vene- 
ration which  never  will  end,  and  of  that  affec- 
tion which  will  end  only  when  you  (hall  ceafe 
to  love  me. 
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From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

Paris,  May  15,  174^, 

Though  erll  your  father  could  your  body  bind, 
Srill  you  yourfelf  reign’d  monarch  of  your  mind  : 

A king  in  words,  in  truth  you  ’re  now  a have. 

How  many  defpots  all  your  efforts  brave  ! 

Fame  Hands  the  firfl ; Remorfe  her  pow’r  arraigns ; 

She  points  to  vicFry,  you  forget  your  chains. 

Next  Policy,  lefs  fplendid,  not  lefs  flrong, 

Infidious  plods  his  crooked  paths  among  ; 

Now  breaks  a treaty,  now  a plot  can  fmell; 

Af]<s  at  what  market  treach’ry  bed  will  fell ; 

Sleeplefs  at  midnight,  flumb’ring  at  noon-day, 

Pie  dreams  he  has  to  glory  found  the  way. 

Though  rarely  do  they  make  one  houfe  their  home, 
Int’reft  and  Honclly  perchance  united  come  ; 

Scarcely  indeed  can  good  be  hop’d  from  thofe 
Who,  dang’rous  friends,  are  always  fecret  foes. 

Inflidling  by  contention  mutual  pain, 

The  heart  difputing,  o’er  the  man  they  reign. 

And  now  in  crowds  new  plans  and  perils  rife  5 
Sings  tumult  in  the  ear,  confufion  blinds  the  eyes. 

All  mufl  be  paciHed,  all  made  agree  ; 

Some  paid  with  reafon,  fome  with  repartee  ; 

Some  with  a promife,  others  with  a lye ; 

For  liatefmen’s  tongue  mufl:  never  want  reply. 

Ah  medley  flirange  of  virtue  and  of  vie  e ! 

To  live  a hero,  ah  how  great  the  price! 
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• All  this,  fire,  cofts  you  nothing;  it  is  natural 
to  you.  You  perform  great  and  fage  adlions 
with  the  fame  facility  as  you  compofe  mufic 
and  poetry  ; or  as  you  write  thofe  letters  which 
would  give  a wit  of  France  a diftinguifhed  rank 
among  wits,  by  whom  he  would  be  envied. 

I conceive  fome  hopes  that  your  majefty,  af- 
ter having  rtiaken  Europe,  will  reftore  her  to 
order;  and  that  my  fellow  mortals,  after  having 
admired,  will  blefs  you.  Not  that  my  hopes  are 
entirely  founded  on  the  projedt  which  the  abbe 
de  Saint  Pierre  has  fent  your  majefty  I pre- 
fume you  difeover  things  which  the  pacificator, 
who  is  not  enough  attended  to  in  this  world, 
withes  to  difeover ; and  that  the  philofophic  ' 
king  is  perfecftly  acquainted  with  what  the  phi- 
lofopher,  who  is  not  a king,  vainly  endeavours 
to  divine. 

What  gives  me  perfed  fecurity  is  fome  dozen 
cutters  of  capers,  for  whom  your  majefty  has 
fent  to  P'rance,  and  who  are  repairing  to  Pruf- 
fia.  Men  feldom  dance  but  when  they  are  at 
peace.  True  it  is  that  you  have  made  fome 
neighbouring  powers  pay  the  piper ; but  this 
was  both  for  the  common  and  for  your  own  indi- 

^ * The  abbe  de  Saint  Pierre  wrote  many  volumes  on  poli- 

tics; and  often  fent  plans  for  a general  pacification  to  the 
king  of  Pruflia,  and  other  princes.  Cardinal  du  Bois  called 
his  works  the  dreams  of  a worthy  man. 
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Vidual  good.  You  have  re-eflabli(hcd  the 
dignity  and  prerogatives  of  the  eledlors,  you 
have  fuddenly  become  the  arbitrator  of  Ger- 
many, and,  after  having  made  an  emperor, 
you  yourfelf  want  nothing  but  the  title. 

Add  to  this,  you  have  one  hundred  and  twenty 
thoufand  effedive  men,  well  armed,  well  cloth- 
ed, well  fed,  and  well  affeded.  You  have  gained 
battles,  and  taken  cities,  at  their  head.  It  is 
for  you,  fire,  to  dance.  Voiture  would  have  told 
you,  you  have  danced  to  fome  tune : but  I am 
not  fo  familiar  as  he  was  with  great  men  and 
kings.  It  does  not  become  me  thus  to  trifle 
with  them  in  proverbial  wit. 

Thus,  fire,  inflead  of  twelve  good  academi- 
cians, you  have  twelve  good  dancers.  The  lat- 
ter indeed  are  the  mod  eafily  to  be  met  with, 
and  are  the  merriefl.  Academicians  have  fome- 
limes  been  known  to  weary  heroes  who  have 
been  diverted  by  the  a6lors  of  an  opera. 

This  opera,  with  which  your  majefty  is  embel- 
lilhing  Berlin,  does  not  prevent  you  from  think- 
ing of  the  belles-lettres.  One  art  does  no  injury 
to  another.  Some  minds  have  but  a fingle  paf- 
fion;  your  foul  includes  them  all ; and,  did  God 
love  men  but  a little,  he  would  beftow  this  uni- 
verfality  on  every  prince ; that  they  might  all 
VOL.  VII.  be 
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be  able  to  difcern,  and  to  protedl,  good  tafle  of 
every  kind. 

For  this  purpofe,  I imagine,  kings  were  ori- 
ginally inftituted. 

I am  acquainted  with  fome  tragic  adors,  who 
are  not  deilitute  of  abilities,  who  might  fuit  your 
majefly ; for  I flatter  myfelf  you  will  not  confine 
your  views  to  Italian  nonfenfe,  and  French  gam- 
bado. A hero  is  always  pleafed  with  the  theatre 
on  which  heroes  are  reprefented. 

May  you,  fire,  foon  enjoy  every  fpecies  of  plea- 
fure,  like  as  you  have  acquired  every  fpecies  of 
glory ! Such  is  the  fincere  wifh  of  your  majefty’s 
admirer ; yourfubjed  in  his  heart,  though  unfor- 
tunately he  does  not  live  in  your  kingdom ; 
whofe  mind  is  penetrated  by  the  grandeur  of 
yours,  and  whofe  affedlions  are  interefted  as 
much  in  your  happincfs  as  you  yourfelf  are. 

Accept,  fire,  with  your  ufual  goodnefs,  my 
moft  profound  refpeds. 
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LETTER  CLXXVI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Paris,  May  26,  1 742, 

Wise  Solomon,  and  valiant  Philipps  fon, 
Henceforth  give  place ; from  both  the  laurel’s  won. 
The  hero  comes ; earth’s  idol,  Auftria’s  fcourge  ! 

Lo!  rays  of  terror  round  his  head  diverge! 

By  him  be  taught,  as  fages  were  before  ; 

Learn^  warrior,  learn  on  Vidl’ry’s  wing  to  foar. 

Yet  thund’ring  heroes  little  do  I love : 

I conq’rors  hate,  nor  conqueft  can  approve  : 

Yes,  conq’rors  hate  ; foes  of  themfelves,  and  peace^ 
Who  would  the  woes  of  wretchednefs  increafe  ! 

In  fearch  of  Death  who  ftalk  the  bloody  field, 

Inflicting  horror  where  they  ought  to  fhield  1 
Gore,  carnage,  writhes,  and  groans,  and  pangs,  their  joy| 
Themfelves  but  men,  mankind  they  would  deftroy. 

Of  heroes  firft,  how  much  you  merit  hate  ! 

But  ah!  To  love  you  ever  is  my  fate; 

Wliat  though  the  young,  the  ufeful,  and  the  brave, 
Fall’n  by  your  hand,  find  an  untimely  grave  ! 

Your  reafon  curfes  your  ambitious  rage  ; 

For,  though  a hero,  ilill  are  you  a fage. 

While  you  on  murd’rous  cannon  tiptoe  Hand, 
Confronting  Danger,  iffuing  Death’s  command  ; 

While  red  the  waters  ftream  that  courfe  the  plain, 
Deftnidlion  thrives, ^and  flain  are  heap’d  on  flain  : 

JjCt  fome  remorfe  but  in  your  bofom  live  ; 

Weep  o’er  your  viftories,  and  I forgive. 
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I love  humanity,  fire,  even  more  than  I love 
you.  But  after  having,  with  the  abbe  de  Saint 
Pierre,  wept  for  the  human  race,  of  which  you 
are  become  the  terror,  I yield  to  all  the  joy 
which  your  acquired  fame  infpires.  This  fame 
would  be  complete,  fliould  your  majefly  compel 
the  queen  of  Hungary  to  accept  peace,  and  the 
Germans  to  be  happy.  You  are  now  the  hero 
of  Germany,  and  the  arbitrator  of  Europe  ; the 
pacificator  you  fliall  be,  and  our  opera  pro- 
logues* fhall  hereafter  be  all  addrefled  to  you. 

Fortune,  which  fports  with  mankind,  but  which 
you  feem  to  have  enllaved,  mod:  whimfically  ar- 
ranges the  affairs  of  this  world.  I well  knew  you 
would  perform  great  adions,  and  was  certain 
of  the  approach  of  the  fine  age  to  which  you 
were  to  give  birth  : but  I never  fufpecded,  when 
the  count  du  Four^f'  went  to  vifit  mafQial  de 
Brogllo,  with  whom  he  was  not  .too  wellTatif- 
fied,  that  this  count  du  Four  would  one  day 
have  the  goodnefs  to  march,  with  a triumphant 
army,  to  the  aid  of  the  marflial,  and  bring  him 
deliverance  by  a vidory.  Your  majedy  has  not 
hitherto  deigned  to  inform  the  world  of  the  de- 
tails of  that  day.  1 imagine  you  have  had  fome- 

Famous  for  their  flattery.  T. 

The  name  which  the  king  of  Pruifia  had  afiumed  when 
he  travelled  incognito.  T. 
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tiling  better  to  do  than  to  write  narratives ; but 
your  modefty  is  betrayed  by  certain  ocular  wit- 
nefles,  who  affirm  that  the  battle  was  gained 
entirely  by  the  excefs  of  courage,  and  the  great 
prudence,  which  you  difplayed.  They  add  that 
my  hero  ftill  has  a feeling  heart ; and  that  the 
man  who  has  occafioned  the  death  of  fo  many 
men  is  feated  by  the  lick  bed  of  count  von 
Rottemburg.  Thefe  are  things  of  which  you  do 
not  inform  me ; yet  which  you  may  venture  to 
avow,  as  being  natural  to  you. 

Go  on,  fire ; but  let  it  be  to  make  as  many 
men  happy  in  this  world  as  you  have  deprived 
it  of.  Oh  may  my  Alexander  again  become 
Solomon  as  foon  as  poffible ; that  he  may  deign 
occalionally  to  recolle6t  his  former  admirer,  who 
is  in  heart  his  fubjedl,  and  who  would  come  to 
pafs  his  life  at  his  feet,  were  he  not  detained  by 
friendfhip,  which  is  more  powerful  than  kings 
and  heroes ! He  Hill  will  ever  remain  attached 
to  your  majefty,  with  the  mofl:  profound  refped, 
and  the  moft  tender  veneration. 
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LETTER  CLXXVir. 

From  the  King. 

The  camp  of  Kutteraberg,  Junf  i,  1741. 

The  palm  of  peace  to  dread  alarm  gives  refpite  ; 

In  olive  groves  we  fmiling  pile  our  arms. 

No  more  is  heard  the  fanguinary  found 
Of  timbal,  clarion  flirill,  or  fhouting  foe. 

•Thofe  fields  which  late,  by  rage,  with  blood  of  man. 
Carnage,  and  death  were  fullied,  foon  fhall  latlgh, 

With  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil  abundant  crowned. 

The  warrior  brave,  whofe  tyrant’s  int’reft  vile 
Him  enemies  uprais’d,  or  feeming  fuch, 

Shall  with  the  warrior  live  in  brotherhood  ; 

Performing  gentle  ads  of  courtefy 
To  him  againft  whofe  life,  but  yefterday, 

In  rage  he  rear’d  his  hand.  Death  hears  ! Again 
The  brand  of  difcord,  vainly  feizing,  fhakes ; 

And,  there  to  wait  new  crimes,  once  more  th’  abhorrent 
Spedre  plunges  down  to  his  native  hell ! 

Come  then,  oh  Peace  1 With  garlands  never  fading 
Come,  prodigal  in  charms,  with  bleflings  ftor’d, 

To  heal  earth’s  wounds,  and  dry  her  fcalding  tears ! 

Ah  ! World  accurs’d  i Infatuated  man  ! 

Not  even  thou,  oh  Peace  ! Ail  lovely  as  thou  art  I 
In  good  exhauftlefs  ! No,  till  thou  hall  chas’d 
The  monllers  Av’rice  and  Ambition  hence 
(Dread  warfare  for  a form  fo  foft  and  fair  1) 

Not  thou  canfl;  fix  on  earth  thy  fure  abode  ! ^ 

* Thefe  verfes  were  likewife  fent  to  M.  Jordan.  Sce  voi. 
ix.  p.  264,  T. 
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After  having  made  my  peace  with  my  foes,  I 
hope  I may  in  turn  make  my  peace  with  you. 
As  a firm  token  of  this,  on  your  part,  I afk  the 
age  of  Louis  XIV.  I fend  you  the  relation  of 
the  laft  battle,  which  I wrote  myfelf,  according 
to  your  requeft. 

I cannot  yet  entertain  you  with  any  thing  but 
marches,  difgraceful  retreats,  purfuits,  coward- 
ice, and  all  forts  of  accidents ; which,  though 
they  relate  to  the  moft  grave  matters,  are  not 
the  lefs  ridiculous. 

Rottemburg  begins  to  recover  his  health,  and 
is  entirely  out  of  danger.  Do  not  think  me  cruel, 
but  reafonable  enough  not  to  choofe  an  evil,  ex- 
cept when  a greater  evil  is  thus  to  be  avoided. 
Any  man,  who  has  courage  enough  to  have  a 
carious  tooth  drawn,  will  fight  a battle  to  put  an 
end  to  a war.  To  fhed  blood,  under  fuch  cir- 
cumftances,  is  to  be  fparing  of  it  : it  is  to  bleed 
an  enemy  in  his  delirium,  by  this  means  to  bring 
him  to  his  fenfes. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Fail  not  continu- 
ally to  believe,  till  I fliall  tell  you  the  contrary, 
that  I fhall  all  my  life  efteem  and  love  you. 

FREDERIC. 
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LETTER  CLXXVIII, 

From  the  King* 

The  camp  of  Kuttemberg,  June  20, 

Return’d  at  length,  friend  Borck  relates 

How  Emily  ftill  captivates 

Your  languid  body  by  her  charms, 

And  locks  you  in  her  loving  arms. 

But  oh  ! I’m  pleas’d  to  hear  that  ftill, 

Though  weak  your  frame,  you’ve  wit  at  will  j 
Wit,  too,  whofe  keen  and  fplendid  rays, 

Through  ev’ry  clime  mankind  amaze ; 

And  that  from  Paris,  where  they  firft  dilate, 

To  regions  dull  as  thefe  they  penetrate  ! 

You’ve  heard  how  Broglio  lately  loft, 

Not  breeches  old  of  little  coft*-^ 

He  loft,  by  having  turn’d  his  breech. 

Without  a battle  or  a fpeech. 

His  honour,  on  his  flight  to  Prague ; ' . . 

From  pandour  fcamp’ring  as  from  plague. 

Young  Louis,  far  from  ftern  rebuke, 

For  this  has  made  the  man  a duke. 

I fliould  have  wonder’d  lefs  had  he 
Promoted  been  by  th’  enemy. 

The  life  we  lead  is  different  enough  from  that 
led  at  V erfailles ; and  ftill  more  fo  from  that  we 
led  at  Remufberg.  To-day  an  ambaflador 
arrived,  to  make  propolitions  to  me.  Yefterday 

* See  vol.  ix.  p,  234.  T« 
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an  ambaflador  of  fmoke  departed ; and  to- 
morrow a third  will  make  his  appearance,  bear- 
ing Galbanum. 

Yefterday  morning  fome  forty  Talpafli  pri- 
foners  were  brought  in,  who  are  very  handfomc 
fellows.  Our  huflars  are  at  prefent  courfing  the 
country  to  bring  in  pcafants,  waggons,  and  pro- 
vifions.  We  aretranfporting  our  lick  and  wound- 
ed toward  that  country  into  which  we  foon  fliall 
follow. 

May  you  enjoy  an  uninterrupted,  firm,  and 
vigorous  ftate  of  health  ! May  you,  more  a 
philofopher  than  you  at  prefent  are,  prefer  the 
folitude  of  Charlottenburg  to  the  charming  pa- 
lace of  Armida  which  you  inhabit ! May  you 
be  the  happieft  of  mortals,  as  you  are  the  moft 
amiable  ! Such  are  the  heart-felt  wifhes  of  your 
old  friend. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 


Un  chavgi  de  fttmicn 
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LETTER  CLXXIX. 
Front  M.  de  Voltaire. 

Paris,  June,  1742* 

Thi  S city 's  yours,  or  fo  fhoiild  fecm ; 

For  here  are  you  the  general  theme. 

In  cowl  or  cloak,  long  robe,  cut  lldrt, 

Wit,  fool,  and  pedant,  fop  and  flirt. 

Both  night  and  morn,  and  morn  and  night. 

Of  you  to  talk  in  crowds  unite. 

In  houfe  or  alley,  fquare  or  ftreet, 

I’m  afli’d,  by  ev’ry  foul  I meet, 

At  ev’ry  window,  ev’ry  d®or, 

To  tell  them  all  I know,  and  more, 

“ Oh  ! Ay ! You’ve  fecn  him  ! Hey  ? Yes — well, 

“ A prodigy!  A — ! Nay,  now — tell — 

‘‘  Ay  tell  U8 — Is  he  politician. 

Poet,  warrior,  and  mufician  ? 

“ ’Tis  faid,  but  fure  that’s  idle  prattle, 

“ He  verfes  writes  on  day  of  battle  ! 

And  can  he  have  fo  good  a heart  ? 

“ Such  virtues  too,  yet  fomuch  art? 

Turenne,  Guftavus,  in  the  field, 

“ Were  they  alive,  to  him  muft  yield  ? 

In  private  ? Ay — ^what  is  he  then  ? 

“ Rumour  declares  the  firft.  of  men  ! 

“ At  fupper  were  he  here,  between  us, 

Catullus,  Horace,  and  Mecsenas, 

With  all  their  breeding,  eafe,  and  wit, 

We  fliould  fuppofe  in  him  were  met !” 

In  dally  papers  deeply  read, 

A furly  grey-beard  turns  his  head — 
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**  We’re  told  with  Auflria  now  he  treats  : 

Is ’t  thus  his  former  friends  he  cheats?” 

< Pfhawl’  anfwers  one,  ‘ that ’s  all  miftake; 

< I’m  furehe  ne’er  will  France  forfake*’ 

A young  coquette  the  next  declares 
For  conftancy  (he  little  cares— 

««  Pray  what  to  me  are  plot  and  plan  ? 

I hear  he  is  a charming  man  !” 
******•)<►** 
*^*****  ** 
********* 
********* 

***  ****** 

Half  melancholy,  half  grimace, 

Thiriot  demands,  with  long-drawn  face. 

Pray  don’t,  fometimes,  thefe  warlike  fages 
Forget  to  pay  their  fervants  wages  ? 

Have  no  fuch  doubt,  my  friend,  faid  1 5 
Much  rather  hope  a large  fupply* 

I know  my  hero’s  noble  mind ; 

I know  his  heart,  how  good  and  kind  ; 

How  well  he  keeps  his  word  I know ; 

For  when  he  promis’d,  long  ago. 

When  pleafure  threw  out  ev’ry  lure  ’ 

That  might  a youthful  prince  fecure, 

How  great  he’d  be,  I then  believ’d  ^ 

Nor  can  you  fay  I’ye  been  deceiv’d. 

Thus  do  all  I hear,  when  fpeaking  of  your 
majefty,  alleviate  my  chagrin  at  not  being  with 
you.  But  is  it  decreed  that  you,  fire,  muft  be 
everlaftingly  taking  towns,  and  that  I muft  as 
eternally  be  at  law  ? Will  there  be  no  happy  days 
4 this 
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this  fummer,-  on  which  I may  pay  my  court  to 
yourmajefty?  &c. 


LETTER  CLXXX. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  July,  1742. 

I HAVE  received  verfes,  and  exceed- 
ingly  good  verfes,  from  my  adorable  king,  at  a 
time  when  we  fuppofed  your  majefty  was  wholly 
intent  on  delivering  marflial  de  Broglio,  your 
old  Strafburg  friehd,  from  his  troubles.  The 
agreeable  word  'peace ^ a word  fo  fweet  to  my 
car,  has  glided  into  your  majefty’s  letter.  I here 
fend  you  an  Ode,  which  I fcribbled  againft  you 
kings,  who  at  that  time  feemed  intent  on  the 
deftrudion  of  my  fellow  mortals.  The  lord  of 
nations,  Frederic  the  Great,  has  heard  my  pray- 
ers ; and,  be  my  Ode  * good  or  ill,  fcarcely  was 
it  written  before  I heard  that  your  majefty  had 
made  an  excellent  treaty — excellent  for  yourfelf, 
beyond  all  doubt ; for  you  have  formed  your 
virtuous  mind  to  the  grand  fcale  of  politics ; but 
that  this  treaty  will  be  found  excellent  for  us 
Frenchmen,  is  a thing  doubted  of  at  Paris. 
One  half  of  the  babblers  loudly  aflert  that  }^ou 

* Ode  to  the  Queen  of  Hungary. 
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have  abandoned  us  to  the  mercy  of  the  god  of 
arms ; the  other  half  are  equally  clamorous,  yet 
know  not  what  about.  Some  few  abbes  de  Saint 
Pierre  blefs  you,  amid  the  tumult ; one  of  which 
philofophic  number  am  I.  You,  as  I fuppofe, 
will  compel  all  the  belligerent  powers  to  make 
peace  ; and  the  hero  of  the  age  will  be  the  pacifi- 
cator of  Germany,  and  of  Europe.  I imagine 
you  have  anticipated  the  venerable  fage,  on 
whom  the  fates  have  beflowed  that  length  of  life 
which  the  fortunate  Neftor  enjoyed  *.  Achilles 
has  outwitted  Neftor.  Happy  wifdom,  fhould  it 
but  contribute  to  the  felicity  of  the  world  ! 

The  time  is  now  come  in  which  your  majefty 
may  amufe  your  great  foul,  compofed  as  it  is  of 
fo  many  apparently  incompatible  qualities.  Be 
afilired,  fire,  that  in  lefs  than  a month  I will 
myfelf  go  to  Bruflels  for  the  papers  which  you 
deigned  to  defire  to  fee,  or  will  fend  for  them 
hither.  There  are  fmall  things  which  a man  of 
fmall  means  cannot  perform  without  difficulty; 
while  Frederic  the  Great  accomplilhes  others  the 
moft  vaft  in  a moment. 

You  no  longer,  fire,  are  our  ally;  but  you 
are  the  ally  of  the  human  race.  You  wifli  that 
each  man  ftiould  peaceably  enjoy  the  inheritance 
of  his  fathers,  free  and  undifturbed.  This  would 
be  the  philofopher’s  ftone  of  politics,  and  ought 
* The  cardinal  dc  Fleuri,  as  I fappofe.  T. 
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to  be  the  produce  of  your  laboratory.  Say  but. 
It  is  my  will  that  men  Ihould  be  happy, 
and  happy  they  will  be.  Procure  good  adlors 
for  your  opera,  and  your  theatre  ; and  may  1 be 
a witnefs,  at  Berlin,  of  your  pleafures  and  your 
fame ! 


LETTER  CLXXXr. 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 


who  win  battles,  conquer  provinces,  make  peace, 
and  write  mufic  and  poetry  with  fo  much  gaiety 
and  expedition 

Achilles’  lyre  is  yours  ; ’tis  yours  to  fing 
Your  own  immortal  deeds.  My  barren  mufe 
Deep  lilencc  bell  befits,  and  rev’rent  awe. 

King  of  the  wife,  and  wifeft  among  kings, 

Whofe  arm  in  terror  taught  old  earth  to  tremble, 
Shower  thy  blelEngs  down  ; her  fears  remove ; 

And,  having  ceafed  to  thunder,  fmile  in  peace  ! 

Thus  Ifr’el’s  king,  a fiiepherd,  foldier,  poet. 

Than  you  lefs  tuneful,  warlike,  lefs  belov’d. 

From  conqueft  came,  his  harp  fonorous  feiz’d. 

And  footh’d  the  phrenzy  of  the  wretched  Saul. 

With  founds  more  fweet  oh  foothe  furrounding  kings  t 
May  barb’rous  Ate,  fierce  and  cruel  Rage, 

Hatred  and  her  fell  brood,  andDifeord  dire. 


July,  1742. 

extraordinary  of  men  ! You 
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Henceforth,  enchain’d  by  your  triumphant  arms, 

Be  patient  doom’d  to  hear  th’  enchanting  fong  1 . 

Oh  may  they  feel  their  mutual  fury  ceafe  ! 

May  Horror  hear,  and  into  mildnefs  change  ! 

May  Heav’n  applaud,  and  echoing  Earth  declare 
Wide-fpreading  lafting  peace  (he  owes  to  you ! 

I have  continually  hoped  for  this  univerfal 
peace,  as  though  I had  been  a baftard  of  the 
abbe  de  Saint  Pierre.  To  make  peace  folely 
for  himfelf,  would  be  the  ad  of  a king  who 
fhould  love  his  own  power  and  ftates  only ; and 
this  does  not  agree  with  the  opinions  of  us  phi- 
lofophers,  who  hold  it  good  to  love  the  whole 
human  race.  The  abbe  de  Saint  Pierre  would 
t^ll  your  majefty  that,  to  gain  Paradife,  it  w'ere 
as  neceflary  to  do  good  to  the  Chinefe  as  to  the 
people  of  Brandenburg  and  Silefia. 

The  relation  of  your  battle  of  Chotfitz 
which  you  have  had  the  goodnefs  to  fend  me, 
proves  that  you  can  handle  the  pen  as  well  as 
the  fword.  I there  perceive,  as  well  as  a poor 
petty  philofopher  can  perceive,  the  genius  of  a 
great  general  appearing  under  the  veil  of  mo- 
defty.  Such  fimplicity  is  much  more  heroic  than 
the  pompous  infcriptlons  which  formerly  w^ere 
too  fplendidly  diflfufed  throughout  the  galleries 
of  Verfailles,  and  which  Louis  XIV.  effaced  by 

* Chotufitz  or  Czailaw.  T, 
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the  advice  of  Boileau.  Pralfe  is  only  to  be  ob- 
tained by  deeds.  This  trifling  anecdote  may 
ferve  to  increafe  your  efteem  for  Louis  XIV  *. 

I hope,  fire,  foon  to  fee  your  gallery  of  Char- 
lottenburg ; I hope  again  to  enjoy  the  happinefs 
of  beholding  the  conquering  king,  the  pacific 
monarch,  the  lover  of  men,  who  fo  early  has 
performed  fo  many  prodigies.  I fliall  probably 
be  at  Bruflels  next  month,  from  which  place, 
I flatter  myfelf,  1 (hall  have  the  honour  to  go 
and  pafs  fome  ten  or  twelve  days  with  my  ador- 
able monarch.  But  who  can  fpeak  of  Chotfits 
in  verfe  ? What  a name  it  is ! Chotfits  ! Are 
not  you  afliamed,  fire,  of  having  gained  the 
battle  of  Chotfits ; to  which  no  word  will  rhyme, 
and  the  very  found  of  which  flays  the  ear  ? No 
matter ; I wifli  to  pafs  my  life  with  the  conque- 
ror of  Chotfits ! 

Repi'oach  me nor  think  that  1 
The  glorious  viftor  wifli  to  fly  ; 

Or  that,  by  Ciipid^s  arts  betray’d, 

I fliiin  renown,  and  feek  the  fliade. 

Say  not  Armida  fways  my  foul, 

I^'e  tailed  no  enchanted  bowl ; 

My  palace  is,  inllead  of  Guilt, 

By  Friendfhip  and  by  Virtue  built. 

* There  were  fome  very  pompous  infcriptions  remaining, 
till  the  regent  duke  of  Orleans  caufed  fuch  of  them  to  be  ef- 
faced as  might  offend  the  neighbouring  nations. 
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Yes^  fire,  fetting  heroifm,  vi6tories,  and  cir- 
cumftances  which  impofe  fuch  profound  refpe(5t 
afide,  I take  the  liberty,  as  you  well  know,  to 
love  you  moft  affectionately.  But  I fhould  be 
unworthy  to  love  you  fo  well,  or  to  be  beloved 
by  your  majefty,  were  I,  for  the  greateft  man  of 
his  age,  to  forfake  another  great  man  ; who  it  is 
true  wears  petticoats,  but  whofe  mind  is  as  maf- 
culine  as  yours ; and  who,  by  courageous  and 
unfhaken  friendfliip,  has  made  it  my  duty,  for 
thefe  ten  years,  not  to  be  guilty  of  fuch  treachery. 

I will  repair  to  facrifi.ee  in  your  temple,  and 
fhall  afterward  return  to  her  altars. 

Fromheav’n  of  frlendfliip  let  me  rove 
Back  to  the  genial  orb  of  love ; 

RepelPd,  attrafted,  here  and  there, 

Thefe  mutual  blellings  let  me  fhare  ! 

I will  begin  to  fend  your  majefty  fome  of  the 
papers  you  demand,  and  the  reft  fhall  be  fent 
when  I am  at  Bruffels. 

Of  Charles  the  friend,  why  not  the  friend  of  France  ? 

Why  not  the  gen’ral  friend  of  earth  and  men  ? 

Or  wherefore  only  virtuous  be  by  halves  ? 

God  and  Lucifer  only  know  what  is  become 
of  the  letter  which  I wrote  to  your  majefty,  on 
this  fine  fubjedt,  about  the  end  of  the  month  of 
June;  or  by  what  means  it  has  fallen  into  other 

VOL.  VII.  R hands. 
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hands.  I am  doomed  to  remain  ignorant  of  the 
game.  I have  been  played  one  of  the  moft  il- 
luftrious  tricks  poffible ; but  I am  fuch  an  ex- 
cellent cofmopolite  that  I rejoice  at  all  things. 


LETTER  CLXXXIL 
From  the  King, 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Potfdam,  July  25,  1742. 

I P AY  you  in  the  coin  of  great  lords ; that 
is,  I return  you  a very  bad  ode  for  the  good 
one  which  you  fent  me ; and  moreover  condemn 
you  to  corredl  it,  and  to  render  it  better.  I be- 
lieve it  to  be  the  firfl:  ode  that  ever  was  written, 
in  which  politics  played  fo  confpicuous  a part. 
But  for  this  you  may  thank  yourfelf,  for  you 
have  excited  me  to  defend  my  caufe.  I have, 
in  effe(fl,  difcovered  that  the  language  of  the 
gods  is  that  of  juftice  and  of  innocence,  which 
will  always  give  worth  to  a few  lines  of  poetry, 
even  though  an  Alexandrine  verfe  fliould  not 
happen  to  be  fo  harmonious  as  might  be  wilhed. 

The  queen  of  Hungary  is  very  fortunate,  in 
having  an  attorney  who  fo  well  underftands  the 
art  of  language,  and  its  feduflive  charms,  as  you 
io.  I think  myfelf  happy  that  our  difputes  are 

not 
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not  to  be  determined  by  a law-fuit ; for,  judging 
from  your  inclination  to  favour  that  queen,  and 
from  your  talents,  I never  could  withftand  Venus 
and  Apollo  united. 

You  declaim,  with  '’great  eafe,  againft  thofe 
who  fupport  their  rights  and  pretenfions  with 
the  fword ; but  I recoiled  the  time  when,  had 
an  army  been  at  your  command,  it  would  mofb 
indubitably  have  marched  againft  Desfbntaines, 
Roufleau,  Vanduren,  &c.  &c.  Till  the  Pla- 
tonic arbitration  of  the  abbe  de  Saint  Pierre 
(hall  take  place,  kings  will  find  no  other  re- 
fources  to  terminate  their  difputes  than  thofe  of 
ads  of  hoftility  ; by  which  they  may  wreft  fuch 
juft  fatisfadion,  from  their  adverfaries,  as  they 
never  would  have  obtained  by  any  other  expe- 
dient. The  misfortunes  and  calamities  which 
follow  are  but  the  maladies  of  the  human  body. 
The  laft  war,  therefore,  ought  to  be  confidered 
as  a fever  fit  which  had  affeded  Europe,  and 
which  almoft  immediately  took  its  leave. 

I concern  myfelf  very  little  with  the  rumours 
of  your  Parifians ; they  are  gnats  that  continu- 
ally buz.  Their  lampoons  refemble  the  foul 
language  of  parrots ; and  their  fentences  are  as 
grave  as  would  be  the  decifipns  of  a baboon  on 
metaphyfical  fubjeds.  Would  you  have  me  be 
aiigry  becaufe  the  relations  of  the  great  Broglio 
R 2 are 
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are  offended  that  I did  not  repair  the  blunders 
committed  by  this  wonderful  man?  I do  not  pique 
myfeif  on  Don-Quixotifm ; and,  far  from  wiQi- 
ing  to  repair  the  errors  of  others,  I do  but  en- 
deavour to  repair  my  own,  if  fo  I can. 

Though  all  France  fhould  condemn  me  for 
having  made  peace,  never  will  the  philofopher 
Voltaire  be  borne  away  by  the  tide  of  numbers. 
It  is  a general  rule,  that  we  ought  not  to  keep 
our  engagements  longer  than  our  forces  will 
permit.  We  made  an  alliance,  as  people  make 
marriage  contradls.  I promifed  to  go  to  war, 
as  the  bridegroom  promifes  to  fatisfy  the  concu- 
pifcence  of  the  bride ; but  as,  in  marriage,  the 
defires  of  the  woman  often  exhaufi;  the  powers 
of  the  man,  fo  in  war  the  weaknefs  of  allies  be- 
comes burthenfoine  to  an  individual,  and  ren- 
ders the  load  infupportable.  In  fine,  to  end  the 
comparifon,  when  a hufband  imagines  he  has  fuf- 
ficient  proofs  of  the  gallantry  of  his  wife,  nothing 
(hould  prevent  him  from  fuing  for  a divorce. 

I make  no  application  of  this  part  of  my  fimile; 
you  are  fufficiently  informed,  and  fufficiently  a 
politician,  to  make  it  for  yourfelf. 

Let  me  beg  you  to  fend  me,  as  foon  as  pofli- 
ble,  all  the  charming  verfes  which  you  wrote 
during  your  abode  at  Paris.  I envy  the  whole 
earth  your  company,  and  wifli  you  were  at  the 

only 


only  place  where  you  are  not,  that  I might“'re- 
iterate  how  much  I efteem  and  love  you.  Vale^ 

FREDERIC 


LETTER  CLXXXIIL 
From  ihe  King. 


MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE, 


Potfdam, 
April;,  1742. 


You  poetically  fay  fo  many  fine  things 
to  me,  that,  were  I to  believe  you,  my  brain 
would  be  turned.  A truce,  I beg,  to  the  high- 
founding  words  of  hero  and  heroijmi  which, 
fince  the  return  of  peace,  are  only  proper  to  fill 
up  the  hemiflich  of  a tragic  verfe. 


How  freely  flows  the  charming  line, 

Your  mufe  how  fportive,  how  divine, 

When  fhe,  inflead  ofpraife  unfit, 

Plays  round  the  lambent  flame  of  wit ! 

But  fulfome  flatt’ry,  when  too  cheap, 

Might  fet  the  gods  themfelves  to  fleep. 

Thefe  brilliant  failles  of  your  imagination 
never  charm  more  than  in  fportive  fubjeds. 
Every  man  has  not  the  gift  of  inciting  the  fmile 
of  the  mind.  Native  mirth  is  neceffary  to  com- 
municate mirth  to  others. 

R3 


Neither 


246  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

Neither  God  nor  Lucifer,  but  a wretched  poft- 
office  clerk  at  Bruffels,  it  was,  who  opened  and 
copied  your  letter,  which  he  fent  to  Paris,  and 
made  it  public.  I do  not  believe  your  old  Neftor 
is  entirely  fpotlefs  in  this  affair. 

Let  me  entreat  you,  my  dear  Voltaire,  to  make 
reftitution  of  a fyllable  to  the  village  of  Chotu- 
fitz,  which  you  have  fo  inhumanly  torn  from 
it;  and,  fince  it  is  necelfary  that  the  field  of 
battle  fhould  have  a rhime,  I venture  to  obfervc 
to  you  that  Chotufitz  rhimes  tolerably  well  with 
Molvitz.  Thus  have  I paid  you  both  with  rhime 
and  reafon. 

You  reply  in  form,  bccaufe  I have  fuppofed 
you  have  a paflion  for  the  marchionefs  du  Chate- 
let;  and  I think  I deferve  your  thanks  for  having 
prefumed  fo  well  of  you.  The  marchionefs  is 
handfome  and  lovely;  you  poffefs  fenfibility, 
file  has  a heart ; you  have  feeling,  fhe  is  not 
marble  ; and  you  have  lived  together  thefe  ten 
years.  Would  you  make  me  believe  that,  dur- 
ing this  long  period,  you  never  talked  of  any 
thing  but  philofophy  to  the  mofl  amiable  wo- 
man in  France  ? Had  it  been  fo,  no  offence  to 
you,  my  dear  friend,  you  would  have  adled  a 
very  infignificant  part.  I did  not  imagine  the 
pleafures  were  banifhed  the  temple  of  Virtue 
which  you  inhabit. 


You 
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You  have  however  promifed  to  facrifice  a few 
days  to  me,  which  is  all  I alk.  The  more  pain- 
ful I (hall  fuppofe  your  abfence  from  the  mar- 
chionefs  to  be,  the  greater  ought  to  be  my  grati- 
tude, Beware  how  you  deceive  me — 

How  many  charming  things  I hear, 

In  fancy  feated  by  your  fide  1 
The  how  of  wifdom  and  th’  efcapes  of  wit— 

Thefe  all  in  fport,  and  that  in  manly  pride. 
Spontaneous  catch  the  raptur’d  ear  1 
How  happy,  a-propos,  and  fit 
Bach  fentence ! How  concife ! 

’Tis  Juvenal,  who  ftrikes  at  vice  ; 

And,  dancing  now  the  table  round, 

Anacreon  comes,  his  brows  with  rofes  bound  ; 

T}ie  .courtly  Horace  hears. 

And  ftraight  appears ; 

Horace  the  nice,  the  playful,  yet  profound ; 

Nor  leaft  of  all  this  fplendid  train, 

Saunt’ring  enters  La  Fontaine, 

The  fimple  and  the  fweet ; 

Liftlefs  fee  him  take  his  feat, 

And  foon  begin  his  hearers  to  regale; 

Nature  fails  not  to  be  near, 

But  all  in  ecftafy  writes  conimcnts  on  the  tale. 

With  thefe,  your  chofen  friends,  , 

Oh  come,  and  with  iis  live  ! 

Such  nedlar  as  we  have  we  ’ll  give; 

Come  and  corre6l  our  loud  and  bolll’rous  mirth. 

Reform  whate’er  offends ; 

To  pleafures  dignified,  andtafte,  and  grace,  give  birth. 

R 4 Adieu, 
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Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Be  jufl:  to  your 
friends : worlhip  at  the  altars  of  madatne  du 
Chatelet ; but,  during  your  intercourfe  with  the 
gods,  forget  not  the  men  who  love  you,  and  on 
them  beftow  a few  of  your  moments. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CLXXXIV. 

From  the  King. 

Aix-la-Chapelle,  Auguft  26,  1742,, 

F ROM  the  fountain  at  which,  as  the  faculty  fay, 
Gout,  Colic,  and  Gravel  take  horfe  and  away  ; 

The  fountain  where  Luxury  parts  with  his  wealth. 

In  hopes  there  to  purchafe  Good  Humour  and  Health  j 

From  the  place  to  which  fo  many  people  re- 
fort for  their  diverfion,  and  from  which  fo  many 
return  without  being  cured;  where  the  quackery 
of  phyficians,  and  love  intrigues,  keep  equal  pace; 
and  to  which,  in  fine,  infirmity  and  prejudice 
lead  fo  many  people  from  all  parts  of  the  world — 
dating  from  this  fountain,  thither  do  I invite 
you,  as  an  old  valetudinarian,  to  come  and  meet 
me  ; and,  as  valetudinarian  and  wit  united,  pre- 
cedency fhall  be  yours. 

We  arrived  here  yefterday.  I believe  you 

tq 
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to  be  now  at  Bruffels;  and  I likewife  believe 
that  the  day  after  to-morrow  you  will  be  here. 
Let  me  beg  you  to  bring  me  your  Mahomet,  as 
it  was  played  at  Paris ; and  to  collect  all  you 
have  written  of  the  Age  of  Louis  XIV.  for  my 
amufement  and  inftrudiion.  You  will  be  re- 
ceived with  all  the  ardor  of  impatience,  and  all 
the  eagernefs  of  efteem.  Vale, 

FREDERIC, 


LETTER  CLXXXV. 
From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

Augufl;29,  174^^ 

Howgi  orious  has  been  your  campaign  1 
Your  fong,  ah  how  tuneful  and  fweet ! 

Apollo ! Say  where  do  you  reign  ? 

My  deity  where  may  I meet  \ 

Leaving  Folly  unheeded  to  fport. 

And  Vice  her  falfe  hopes  to  detect, 

Where  old  Charlemagne  held  his  court. 

On  his  proje6ls  you  deeply  reded):. 

Let  my  hero,  let  my  king,  fuffer  an  abomi- 
nable cold,  which  feized  me  on  the  road  from 
Lille  to  BrulTels,  to  be  fomewhat  diminifhed, 
before  I fly  to  Aix-la-Chapelle.  This  cold  has 
made  me  deaf,  which  it  is  wrong  to  be  in  }^our 
3 majefty’s 
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majefty’s  company : as  weli  might  we  be  im- 
potent in  the  company  of  the  woman  we  love. 
During  the  two  or  three  days  that  I am  con- 
demned to  remain  in  my  bed,  I will  caufe  Ma- 
homet to  be  tranfcribed  as  it  was  played,  and 
as  it  gave  pleafure  to  philofophers,  and  difguft 
to  the  devout.  It  is  a repetition  of  what  hap- 
pened to  Tartuffe.  The  hypocrites  perfecuted 
Moliere,  and  the  fanatics  have  rifen  in  arms 
againft  me.  I yielded  to  the  torrent  without 
anfwering  a word.  Had  Socrates  done  the  fame, 
he  would  not  have  fwallowed  hemlock. 

I own  I know  nothing  fo  difgraceful  to  my 
country  as  that  infamous  oppreffion  which  is  the 
diflionour  of  human  nature.  Let  me  have  the 
king  of  Pruffia  for  my  fovereign,  and  the  Englifh 
for  my  fellow-citizens.  Our  Frenchmen,  in 
general,  are  no  more  than  grown  children.  But 
to  this  point  I continually  return  : the  real  think- 
ing beings  among  us,  though  their  number  be 
fmall,  think  excellently ; and  for  their  fake  wc 
ought  to  pardon  the  reft. 

With  refped  to  my  hiftoric  prattle,  a firft 
cargo  departed  on  the  twentieth  of  this  month 
from  Paris,  addrefled  to  the  confidential  David 
Gerrard,*  and  a fecond  is  ready.  I afk  your 
majefty’s  pardon  for  the  trouble  you  will  find  in 
decyphering  the  writing  of  the  different  per- 
forms 
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fons  who  have  haftily  copied  what  I have  col- 
leded. 

I fuppofe  the  packet  is  at  prefent  on  the  road, 
to  come  and  weary  your  majefty  at  Aix  la  Cha- 
pelle. 

If  men  may  be  allowed  to  ufe  the  word  cer^ 
tainly^  I certainly  know  that  it  was  not  a clerk, 
at  Bruflels,  who  opened  the  letter  which  is  be- 
come my  Pandora’s  box.  This  fine  exploit  was 
performed  at  Paris,  at  a critical  moment,  and  by 
a fpy  of  the  perfon  whom  your  majefty  fufpedled.* 

Well  did  your  majefty  divine.  You  are  as 
converfant  with  fmall  things  as  with  great. 

You  are  particularly  well  acquainted  with  the 
injuftice  committed  by  thofe  men  who  take  upon 
themfelves  to  pafs  fentence  on  kings ; and  your 
truly  original  Ode  on  that  fubjedt  abounds  in 
poetry,  and  fublime  philofophy. 

Would  to  God  yoiir  majefty  had  equal  reafon, 
relative  to  the  fine  compliments  which  you  have 
paid  me,  in  your  laft  letter  but  one,  concerning 
the  marchionefs — 

Indeed  your  majefty  is  much  too  kind. 

What,  I! 

By  nature  formM  for  feats  of  love  ! 

1 ! — This  I deny, 

I own  ftie  kindly  gave  a heart. 

And  taught  me  wit  and  beauty  to  adore ; 

But  nothing  more. 


All 
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AH  you  fappofe  why  did  file  not  impart  ? 

Why  am  I doom’d  to  prove 
Such  things  exift  but  in  my  monarch’s  nund  J 
Perhaps  indeed  there  was  a time--  — 

Alas ! ’Tis  o’er 

Smiling  Y outh  has  ta’en  his  flight  ; 

And  now  ? — Oblivion  ! — Night  !— 

Too  fure,  alas  ! I ’m  pafl;  my  prime. 

To  poets  in  their  fpring  fuch  gifts  impute  i 
To  Greflet  the  renown’d  : 

Invite  him  where  the  laurel  grows  ; 

Shew  him  the  myrtle  and  the  rofe  ; 

With  thefe,  in  fragrant  garland  twin’d,  let  him  be  crowned* 
Behold  him  mute ! 

He  anfwers  not  the  friendly  call, 

Neglefts  the  banquets  of  the  fplendid  hal| 

Por  Picardy,  and  proftitute 
Thefe  he  adores, 

Or  nightly  o’er  his  tragic  offspring  pores# 


letter  clxxxvl 

From  the  King, 


Wrederlctts  Virgtiio,  Salutation^ 


AIx  la  Chapelle, 
Sept.  I,  1742. 


H ERE  am  I,  in  the  metropolis  of  Char- 
lemagne and  the  valetudinarians.  A letter  has 
been  fent  me  from  Paris,  which  is  attributed  to 
you ; and  which,  be  the  author  who  he  may, 
deferves  to  have  been  written  by  Voltaire.  It 

has 
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lias  been  my  confolation  in  a country  where 
there  is  little  fociety,  where  men  drink  the  waters 
of  the  Styx,  and  in  which  the  empyricifni  of 
phyfic^ans  extends  its  power  even  over  the 
mind. , I wilh  the  French  all  thought  like  the 
author  of  this  letter;  and  that,  lefs  partial  in 
their  phrenzy,  they  might  become  more  juft 
toward  foreigners.  I wifh,  in  fine,  that  you  had 
written  the  letter,  and  that  you  had  fent  it  me. 

But  what  need  have  I of  }^our  letters?  The 
author  is  in  the  neighbourhood.  Come  but  here, 
and  you  need  not  doubt  but  that  I fliall  infinitely 
prefer  the  pleafure  of  liftening  to  what  you  fay, 
to  that  of  reading  what  you  write.  I hope  you 
will  have  the  politenefs  to  do  me  this  favour  ; 
and  at  the  fame  time  to  bring  me  Mahomet, 
proferibed  as  he  is  by  bigots,  and  fought  after 
by  the  philofophers  of  Berlin. , 

I attempt  not  to  fay  more,  for  I hope  you 
will  come  here,  that  you  may  liften  to  all  which 
my  efteem  has  to  utter. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 


LET» 


POSTHUMOUS  WORKS,' 


LETTER  CLXXXVIL 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

September  a,  i743«. 

T RUMPETS,  drums,  and  thunder  fleep ; 
Them  and  your  well-tried  arguments  you  keep 
Stored  up  in  arfenal  and  magazine. 

By  well-tim’d  arguments  I mean 

Great  guns,  fome  twenty  thoufand.  Know, 

This  logic,  fire,  gives  me  the  vapours : 

I love  your  fuppers,  opVas,  balls,  belles  ; 

Or,  while  the  loud  orcheftra  fwells. 

Give  me  French  rigadoons,  Italian  capers. 

Nay,  IM  prefer  a puppet-fliow. 

To  all  your  hero-butchers  and  battalions* 

When  fhall  my  ravifhM  eyes 
View  Pleafure’sftately  palace  rife, 

At  your  command  ? 

With  (hining  columns,  all  of  gold. 

And  roof  ftar-fpangled,  wond’rous  to  behold  I 
Ah  wave  the  magic  wand  ! 

With  anknated  marble  and  medallions. 

Of  Polignac  the  prize, 

The  beauties  of  th^  antique, 

Roman  and  Greek, 

Embellifli  your  domain. 

Thus ! Thus  immortalize  your  reign  ! 

Methinks  I hear  the  very  marble  fpeak. 

Effigies  are  we  of  all  the  great  and  wife, 

‘‘  Why  leave  u^s  here  at  Rome, 

**  Where  virtue  buried  lies, 

^Morig 
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friars  white,  and  black,  and  grey  ? 

**  Here,  where  the  forrowing  Arts  ne’er  fee  the  light  o£ 
“day! 

« At  Rome  ?— -Rome  now  the  fanflified. 

Where  tonfur’d  harlequins,  and  mitred  pride, 

“ And  coward  figniors  ftalk 
The  rounds  that  ancient  heroes  us’d  to  walk  ? 

“ Their  manes  take  offence ! 

“ Remove  us  hence. 

And  make  thy  fplendid  refidencc  our  future  home,*’ 

The  ftatues  of  the  cardinal  de  Polignac  no 
doubt,  fire,  often  repeat  thefe  things  to  you. 
But  I have  now  to  make  another  beauty  fpeak  ; 
and  not  a marble  beauty,  but  one  who  is  well 
worth  all  your  ftatues— 

I’ve  feen  two  beauteous  eyes  in  tears. 

That  fpoke  their  forrows,  hopes,  and  fears, 

As  if  of  forrow  they  were  proud : 

They  fpoke  with  eloquence  divine  ; 

All  felt  their  pow’r  that  faw  them  fhine  ; 

So  bright  were  they  behind  their  cloud. 

Thefe  eyes,  (ire,  and  the  charming  countenance 
which  they  irradiate,  are  the  property  of  madame 
Walftein,  or  Wallenftein ; one  of  the  grand 
nieces  of  the  famous  duke  of  Walftein,  whom 
the  emperor  Ferdinand  fo  very  decently  caufed 
to  be  murdered,  as  he  was  jumping  from  his  bed, 
by  four  honeft  Iriftimen ; which  a6t  he  certainly 
7 would 
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would  not  have  done,  had  he  feen  the  grand 
niece  of  the  duke. 

I aflc’d  why  eyes  fo  bright  fhould-weep  ; 

Requefted  fhe  her  griefs  would  name* 

She  anfwerM,  with  a figh  fo  deep, 

“ He,  whom  you  love,  your  king  to  blame  !’* 

Kings,  I own,  are  fometimes  guilty  of  fuch 
faults ; they  make  even  fine  eyes  weep ; not  to 
mention  a multitude  of  others,  who  have  no 
pretenfions  to  beauty — 

Their  very  love,  their  want  of  faith, 

Their  furious  rage,  their  fell  ambition, 

In  Germany,  as  well  as  France, 

Have  brought  full  many  to  contrition. 

At  length  I underftood  the  caufe  of  her 
grief  to  be,  that  count  von  Furftemberg  is  con- 
demned, by  your  majefty’s  orders,  to  remain  in 
indolence,  imprifoned  at  Wefel.  She  afked  me 
what  file  muft  do  to  relieve  him.  To  this  I re- 
plied there  were  two  remedies  : the  firfl:  was,  to 
aflemble  an  army  of  a hundred  thoufand  men, 
^nd  to  befiege  the  town;  and  the  fecond  to 
petition  your  majefty,  which  laft  was  incom- 
parably the  mod;  certain. 

Then,  riding  in  the  clouds,  I faw 
The  king  that  gives  to  others  law ; 

^Twas 
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"Twas  Love  ; with  Walftein’s  pray’r  he  wing’d  his  way  . 
And  as  he  dew  aloud  he  fpoke — 

“ My  will  is,  which  let  none  revoke, 

When  Beauty  pleads  that  monarchs  fhould  obey.’^ 


LETTER  CLXXXVIIl. 

From  the  King. 

Aixda-Chapelle,  September  2,  1742^ 

Yourself  excepted,  I know  nothing 
fo  excellent  as  your  letters.  The  lail  is  as  charm- 
ing as  all  the  others  which  you  write  to  me.  Yet 
it  would  have  given  me  more  pleafure,  had  you 
followed  it  more  expeditioufly ; for  at  prefen t I 
believe  I fliall  be  deprived  of  the  pleafure  of 
feeing  you.  I depart  on  the  7th  for  Sileha. 

This  is  the  moft  ftupid  country  I know;  the 
phyficians,  in  order  to  reduce  Grangers  to  the 
ftandard  of  their  townfmen,  require  them  Dot  to 
think.  They  pretend  that  no  man  ought  to 
have  comiDon  fenfe  ; and  that  the  care  of  health 
ought  to  preclude  every  other  care. 

Meffieurs  Chapel  and  Cot-zviler  abfolutely  for- 
bid any  man  to  write  poetry  ; they  ajfHrm  it  is 
treafoh  againfl  the  faculty  ; and  that  it  is  impof- 
iible  to  drink  of  the  flireams  of  Hippocrene  and 
the  muddy  waters  of  the  petty  empire  of  Aix  at 
VOL.  VII*  S the 


2jS  POSTNHUM  0 US  WORKS. 

the  fame  time.  I am  obliged  to  cede  to  their  will ; 
but  God  knows  what  is  the  degree  of  fatisfadion 
which  I (hall  take,  when  I am  once  again  at 
home.  I have  neither  received  large  nor  fmall 
packet  from  you  ; and  fuppofe  that  the  prudent 
David  Gerrard  has  carefully  locked  it  up,  at 
Berlin,  till  my  arrival.  Be  affured  I will  write 
myfelf  creditor  for  all  you  fend  me ; and  that 
you,  by  your  works,  are  the  great  eonfolation  of 
my  life. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  To  you  I commit 
the  provifion  of  food  for  my  mind.  Send  me 
occalionally  thofe  nutritious  viands  which  im- 
part ftrength ; and  at  other  times  thofe  exquifite 
meats,  the  delightful  flavour  of  which  flatters  the 
tafle,  and  excites  the  appetite. 

Be  perfuaded  of  the  efleem,  the  friendfhip, 
and  all  the  diftinguiflied  fentiments  I have  for 
you. 

FREDERIC 


LET- 
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LETTER  CLXXXIX. 

From  the  King, 

Remufberg,  Oftober  13,  1742. 

I WAS  occupied  in  reading  your  impartial 
andwell-confideredHiftory,  which  is  not  encum- 
bered by  ufelefs  minutise,  at  the  very  moment  I 
received  your  letter.  The  firfl:  wifh  I conceived 
was  that  I might  receive  the  remainder.  The 
little  I have  read  infpires  a wifh  to  have  more. 
None  of  the  writings  of  the  ancients  are  fo  ca- 
pable as  this  work  is  to  infpire  juft  ideas,  to  form 
the  tafte,  and  to  foften  and  polifh  the  manners'*. 
It  will  become  the  ornament  of  our  age,  and  a 
monument  which  will  atteft  to  pofterity  the  fu- 
periority  of  the  genius  of  the  moderns  over  that 
of  the  ancients.  Cicero  faid  he  could  not  con- 
ceive how  the  Augurs  could  poftibly  forbear  to 
laugh,  when  they  looked  in  eaclr  others  faces. 
You  go  further ; you  difplay  the  ridiculous  and 
the  mad  proceedings  of  the  Clergy. 

The  age  in  which  we  live  furnifhes  examples 

* The  Bafil  edition  fays,  the  work  here  praifed  was  the 
EJfai  fur  les  Mceurs  et  PEfprit  des  Nations  : or,  yin  EJfay  cn 
the  Manners  and  Genius  of  Nations.  T. 
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of  ambition,  courage,  &c. ; but, , to  its  honour, 
I dare  affirm,  it  cannot  be  reproached  with  any 
of  thofe  cruel  and  barbarous  adts  which  have 
been  the  difgrace  of  preceding  times. 

It  has  lefs  difhonefty,  lefs  fanaticifm  ; more 
humanity,  and  more  politenefs. 

Since  the  Pharfalian  war,  never  were  interefts 
more  important  difcuffed  than  have  been  in 
the  prefent  conflidl.  The  pre-eminence  of  the 
two  moft  powerful  families  of  Chriftendom  is 
contefled,  and  the  ruin  of  the  one  or  of  the 
other.  Thefe  are  great  events,  which  merit  to 
be  regarded  by  you,  and  to  find  their  place  in 
the  continuation  of  the  Hiftory  which  you  pro- 
pofe  to  write. 

All ! This  world’s  woes  how  much  do  I lament ! 

Lament  the  ties  which  Difcord  could  diflblve  ! 

But  Janus’  temple  once  again  is  clos’d  : 

There  have  the  Pruflian  eagles  ftor’d  their  thunder. 

My  valiant  warriors  do  not,  friend,  infult ; 

They  nobly  brav’d  the  ftorm  ; they  nothing  aflc’d  ; 

Their  motive  vidl’ry  and  the  love  of  ftfme, 

Glory  unint’refted  was  their  reward. 

Repofe  is  now  their  due.  Beneath  their  laurels 

Let  th’  Arts  and  Pleahires  ftraight  their  temple  build; 

And  this  let  Germany  ailonifli’d  view. 

The  pleafures  of  this  temple  you  enjoy  when- 
ever you  pleafe ; and  hence  we  mortals  gain  in- 
flriidion  and  delight. 


I every 
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I every  day  expe6t  to  receive  the  beautiful 
colledion  of  antiquities  of  the  abbe  de  Polignac, 

Who  formerly  from  Rome  did  them  purloin ; 

And  we  from  France  have  filch’d  them  in  return, 

Much  to  the  marvel  of  the  world,  I ween. 

I have  admired  the  Epiftle  Dedicatory  to  Ma- 
homet, which  is  full  of  true  refled:ions,  and  witty 
lines. 


Who  like  bigots  can  provoke 
Reafon’s  fcorn,  and  Satire’s  ftroke  ? 
Knaves,  and  fools,  and  holy  cheats, 
Highway  virgins,  faints  in  ftreets, 
Waxlights,  relics,  genufleftion. 

Limbo,  pardons,  grace,  ele6lion, 
Mummeries  more  than  I can  mention, 
Lyes  that  might  defy  invention. 
Wafers,  tranfubftantiation, 

Bulls  and  excommunication. 

Pilgrim  beggars  in  procefiion, 
Falfehood  trembling  at  confeflion, 

Folly  laugh’d  at  while  milled, 

Maffes  drawling  for  the  dead, 

Scoundrels  canoniz’d  when  rotten, 

Lull  and  av’rice  ne’er  foigotteii, 

Nuns  and  friars  at  midnight  orgies. 
Nephews,  Popes,  and  Csefar  Borgias — 
Full  of  mifehief,  rank  abufe, 

Pi6lure  like  to  this  produce. 

No  falfe  colouring,  no  lampoon. 

And  I ’ll  a nail  drive  thro’  the  moon, 

s 3 
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I am  not  acquainted  with  madame  von  Wal- 
lenftein;  but  I very  well  know  that  her  faid 
nephew  has  behaved  exceedingly  ill  to  his  fupe- 
riors ; and  that,  right  or  wrong,  he  was  deter- 
mined to  fight. 

Write  poetry  and  hiftory  eternally,  my  dear 
Voltaire  ; for  you  will  never  fatiate  the  hunger 
with  which  I devour  your  works,  nor  ever  dry 
up  the  fource  of  my  gratitude. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC 


letter  CXC. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  Bruffels,  November,  1742. 

I AM  very  happy  to  find  that  the  mofl 
fage  of  monarchs  is  fomewhat  fatisfied  with  the 
ample  pidfure  which  I have  drawn  of  the  follies 
of  mankind.  Well  may  your  majefly  fay  the 
age  in  which  we  live  has  great  advantages  over 
times  of  fuch  darknefs  and  cruelty ; and  that 
it  is  better,  accurfed  blafphemy  as  it  may  be 
deemed,  to  live  at  prefent  than  to  have  exifled 
forrnerly. 

Would  to  God  that  all  princes  had  thought 

like 
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like  my  hero  ! There  would  then  have  been  no 
religious  wars  ; no  faggots  kindled  to  burn  the 
poor  devils  who  maintained  that  God  was  in- 
clofed  within  a morfel  of  bread,  in  a manner  dif- 
ferent to  what  was  fuppofed  by  Saint  Thomas. 

A cafuift  examines  whether  the  Virgin  re- 
ceived any  pleafure  from  the  compreflion  and 
obumbration  of  the  Holy  Ghoft.  He  is  for  the 
affirmative,  and  fupports  his  opinion  with  very 
ftrong  arguments.  Very  fine  folios  are  writ- 
ten to  difprove  the  fuppofition  ; but  no  man  is 
burnt,  nor  are  any  cities  deftroyed,  in  the  dif- 
pute.  Had  the  partifans  of  Luther,  Zuinglius, 
Calvin,  and  the  Popes,  ad:ed  in  the  fame  man- 
ner, there  would  have  been  fome  pleafure  in 
living  with  fuch  people. 

There  are  few  quarrels  between  fanatics  at 
prefent,  except  in  France,  where  fanaticifm  and 
molinifm  maintain  a difcordancy  which  may  be- 
come ferious,  becaufe  fuch  chimeras  are  there 
ferioufly  treated. 

Let  but  the  prince  laugh,  and  the  people  wijl 
join  in  the  ridicule.  But  kings  who  keep  con- 
feffors  feldom  are  philofophers. 

I fend  your  majefty  a fmall  cargo  of  human 
abfurdities,  which  will  ferve  as  new  proofs  of  the 
great  fuperiority  of  the  age  of  Frederic  over 
the  ages  of  fo  many  paft  emperors.  But  all  thefc 
S 4 proofs, 
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proofs,  fire,  are  inferior  to  tliofe  which  you 
ford.  ' 

I have  heard  that,  though  a general  of  an 
army  of  a hundred  and  fifty  thoufand  men,  your 
majefty  is  fitting,  in  great  tranquillity,  a fpedator 
of  comedies  in  your  palace.  The  company 
that  plays  before  you  probably  does  not  refemble 
your  warlike  companies ; it  is  not,  I believe,  the 
firlb  in  Europe. 

I think  I have  difcovered  a young  man  of  wit 
and  merit,  who  writes  very  pleafing  poetry,  and 
who  would  be  very  capable  of  aiding  my  hero 
in  his  pleafures,  of  fuperintending  his  come- 
dians, and  of  amufing  him  who  holds  the  ba- 
lance among  the  monarchs  of  this  world.  I 
believe  I (hall  be  at  Paris  in  a fortnight,  and  I 
will  then  fend  more  pofitive  information  to  your 
majelfy. 

1 hope  alfo  to  fend  you  two  or  three  additional 
ages ; but  I want  as  many  books  as  you  have 
foldiers,  and  I can  only  find  thofe  immenfe  col- 
ledions,  from  which  I extrad  fome  drops  of 
elixir,  at  Paris. 

1 flatter  myfelf  that  your  majefty  is  in  the  pre- 
fent  enjoyment  of  the  beautiful  collciftion  of 
cardinal  de  Polignac — 

For  twenty  thoufand  crowns,  king,  great  of  thought ! 

Th’  antiques  of  Roman  Marius  haft  thou  bought. 


But 
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But  what  the  Romans  valued  moft  of  yore, 

Virtues,  alas  ! now  brought  from  Rome  no  more. 
Virtues  which  hunian  nature  make  divine. 

Native  to  thee,  unpurchas’d,  thefe  are  thine. 

I have  juft  feen  the  Hanoverians  and  Hef- 
fians  drawn  up  in  order  of  battle.  They  are 
fine  men,  but  are  not  equal  to  your  niajefty’s 
troops ; nor  are  they  headed  by  my  hero.  It  is 
not  fuppofed  that  they  will  this  winter  leave 
their  garrifon.  They  are  faid  to  be  going  to 
Dunkirk ; but  the  road  to  that  place  is  fome- 
what  rugged,  notwjthftanding  its  fmooth  ap- 
pearance. 

May  your  majefty  preferve  your  ufual  kind^ 
ncfs  for  your  eternal  admirer  ! 


LETTER  CXCI. 

From  the  Kin?, 

1742, 

Were  the  hiftories  of  the  w'orld  all 
written  like  that  which  you  have  confided  to  me; 
we  fhould  be  better  informed  than  we  are,  of  all 
ages,  and  lefs  deceived  by  hiftorians.  The  more 
I am  acquainted  with  you,  the  more  do  I find 
you  to  be  a very  fingular  man.  Never  did  I 
re^d  fo  fine  a ftyle  as  that  of  the  Hiftory  of 

Louis 
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Louis  XIV.  I read  each  paragraph  two  or 
three  times,  fo  highly  am  I delighted.  Every 
line  has  its  excellence  ; each  is  fupplied  with  fine 
reflexions.  No  falfe  thoughts  ; nothing  puerile. 
Add  to  which,  the  impartiality  of  the  work  is 
perfcX. 

When  1 have  gone  through  the  whole,  I will 
lend  you  fome  fhort  remarks  ; and,  among 
others,  fome  on  German  names,  which  are 
rather  ill  treated,  and  which  may  caft  a 
fhade  of  obfcurity  over  the  hiflory ; fince 
there  are  names  fo  disfigured  that  the  reader  is 
obliged  to  guefs  who  is  the  perfon  meant.  I 
wifh  you  had  compofed  all  the  works  which  have 
ever  been  written,  and  which  feem  neceflfary  for 
inftruXion.  Were  this  fo,  the  reader  might  de- 
rive profit  from  the  time  he  (hould  allot  to 
^Dooks. 

I am  fometimes  out  of  patience  at  the  trifles, 
the  inlignificant  refleXions,  or  the  drynefs,  which 
pervade  certain  books.  The  reader  has  to  re- 
write fuch  works  : but  you  fpare  your  readers  that 
trouble.  Whether  a man  have  or  have  not  judg- 
ment, he  will  acquire  great  profit  by  your  la- 
bours. He  need  only  poflefs  memory. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CXCII. 

From  the  King. 

Potfdam,  November  18,  174a. 

Thy  work,  for  ever  doom’d  to  laft  ; 

A monument  of  ages  paft  * ; 

Of  fools,  and  knights,  and  bigots  brave  ; 

Of  madmen,  fighting  for  a grave ; 

Of  Popes,  the  laughter  of  the  wife — 

I’ve  read  with  pleafure  and  furprife. 

Too  happy  that  I now  exift. 

Some  time  ago  had  I deceas’d, 

A cutting  ftroke  or  murd’rous  blow 

From  thee,  with  thefe,  had  laid  my  mem’ry  low. 

Go  on  with  this  excellent  work  ; for  the  love 
of  truth  continue  it,  and  for  the  happinefs  of 
mankind.  A king  exhorts  you  to  record  the 
follies  of  kings. 

You  have  fo  ftrongly  infpired  me  with  the 
love  of  labour  that  I have  written  an  epiftle,  a 
comedy,  and  memoirs,  which  I hope  will  be 
very  curious.  When  the  two  former  fhall  be 
correded  to  my  own  fatisfadion,  I will  fend 
them  to  you.  Of  the  third  1 can  only  commu- 
nicate fragments ; for  the  work  is  of  a nature 
that  requires  it  (hould  not  be  rendered  public. 

* Meaning  Voltaire’s  Univerfal  Hiftory.  T. 

I am 
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I am  however  perfuaded  that  you  will  find  paf- 
fages  in  it  that  are  tolerable. 

I perceive  you  have  formed  no  bad  opinion 
of  our  comedians ; they  are  properly  dancers, 
among  whom  the  family  of  La  Cochois  a6ls  co- 
medies. They  play  fome  pieces  of  the  Italian 
theatre,  and  of  Moliere,  pafTably ; but  I have 
forbidden  them  to  lace  on  the  bufkin,  which  I 
find  they  are  not  worthy  to  wear. 

The  colledion  of  antiques  of  the  cardinal  dc 
Polignac  is  arrived  ; nor  have  the  ftatues  fuffered 
the  leaft  injury. 

In  thy  ruins,  oh  Rome  ! or  thy  reverend  duft. 

The  portrait  of  Genius,  of  Wifdom  the  bull. 

The  fage,  or  the  poet,  why  feek  with  fuch  care. 

Since  living  they’re  all  to  be  found  in  Voltaire  ? 

The  apoftolic  cardinal,  who  might  have  pof- 
fefled  you,  was  very  wrong  to  colled  all  thefe 
buffs ; but  I,  not  having  that  honour,  want  your 
works  in  my  library,  and  thefe  remains  of  anti- 
quity in  my  gallery.  I wilh  the  EngliQi  may 
divert  themfelves  as  well  this  year,  in  Flanders, 
and  as  agreeably,  as  I propofe  to  pafs  my  carni- 
val at  Berlin.  I have  communicated  the  epide- 
mic difeafe  of  war  to  Europe  ; like  as  a coquette 
bellows  certain  favours  on  her  gallants  which 
they  will  remember.  I am  myfelf  very  fortu- 
nately cured ; and  at  prefent  contemplate  the 
6 manner 
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manner  in  which  others  may  take  and  profit  by 
the  remedies  adminiftered.  Fortune  is  wavering 
between  the  emperor  and  the  queen  of  Hungary ; 
and,  in  my  opinion,  the  fortitude  or  the  weak- 
nefs  of  France  will  decide  the  conteft. 

Do  not  forget  that  I have  aflumed  a certain 
degree  of  authority  over  you.  To  me  you  are 
accountable  for  your  ciges^  your  general  hiflories, 
&c.  as  the  chriflians  are  for  their  time  to  their 
gentle  Saviour.  Such  is  the  confequence,  my 
dear  Voltaire,  of  an  intercourfe  with  kings ; they 
encroach  upon  the  rights  of  every  man,  and  ar- 
rogate claims  to  which  they  have  no  pretenfions. 
You  mufl  however  fend  me  your  hiflory,  and 
think  yourfelf  very  fortunate  that  you  can  efcape 
my  gripe  yourfelf ; for,  had  I confulted  my  own 
arguments,  I long  fince  fhould  have  printed  a 
manifeflo,  in  which  I fliould  have  proved  that 
you  appertain  to  me,  and  that  I was  juftificd  in 
feizing  your  body,  wherever  it  could  be  found. 

Adieu.  Continue  in  good  health  ; do  not  for- 
get me;  and  be  fure  not  to  take  root  at  Paris,  in 
which  cafe  I am  undone. 


LET- 
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L E T T E R CXCIII. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  November,  1742. 

With  letter,  rhyme,  and  repartee, 

For  pedant  lurhber  fent  by  me, 

Lumber  at  which  you  ought  to  fpurn, 

Delightful  anfwer  you  return. 

Thus,  babbler  having  ta^en  the  lead, 

Tongue  gallop,  off  he  goes,  full  fpeed  ; 

And  thinks  that,  while  he  runs  fo  fall, 

’Twere  ftrange  if  he  fhould  be  furpafs’d; 

Till  out  of  breath  he  Hops  at  laft  : 

Some  fingle  word  a wit  replies ; 

The  lift’ning  crowd  with  laughter  dies. 

Your  humanity  is  more  than  ever  adorable ; 
for  it  is  not  poffible  continually  to  repeat 
majejiy.  This  is  a very  proper  phrafe  for  the 
princes  of  the  empire  to  ufe,  who  can  difeover 
nothing  in  you  but  the  king ; but  I,  who  can 
perceive  the  man — I,  who  fometimes  indulge  my 
enthufiafm — I,  in  my  raptures,  forget  the  mo- 
narch, to  think  only  of  this  enchanting  man. 

By  what  magic  happens  it,  both  at  a time, 

With  fpells  all  your  own,  thus  you  reign  and  you  rhyme  ? 

That  to  rhyme  is  moft  difficult  who  fliall  deny  ? 

Though  courtiers  their  kings  can  with  virtues  fupply, 

Can  this  name  the  prudent,  and  that  call  the  gay, 
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Say  this  is  the  peaceful,  and  t’  other  the  wife, 

Till  I,  their  hiftorian,  am  charm’d  by  fuch  lyes — 

Yet  which  of  the  parafites  ever  could  tell 

Of  a king  who  wrote  verfes  fo  fweetly  and  well  ? 

Thus  gifted,  to  conquer  or  reign  you  but  find 
To  be  mere  recreation,  thefports  of  your  mind: 

Nay  that  art  which  the  bleft  fons  of  genius  adore. 

The  art  of  the  poet,  to  you  is  no  more ! 

You  feize,  thus  imbued  with  empyreal  fire. 

The  falchion  of  Mars,  of  Apollo  the  lyre  ; 

And,  playful,  with  equal  facility  write 

As  you  conquer,  whene’er  you  think  proper  to  fight . 

Did  the  queen  of  Hungary,  and  the  king  my 
lord  and  mafter,  fee  the  letter  of  your  majefty, 
they  could  not  forbear  to  laugh  ; notwithftand- 
ing  the  ill  which  you  have  done  the  one,  and  the 
good  which  you  have  not  done  the  other.  Your 
comparifon  between  a coquette  and  fomething 
better,  who  has  bellowed  her  difagreeable  favours, 
and  laughs  at  her  gallants  while  under  the  doc- 
tor, is  as  pleafant  a thing  as  any  faid  by  men  like 
C^efar,  Anthony,  and  Auguftus,  your  predecef- 
fors ; men  who  performed  great  actions,  and 
uttered  witty  fayings.  Behave  as  you  think 
proper  toward  kings ; beat  them,  abandon  them, 
quarrel  with  them,  make  peace  with  them;  but 
^ never  be  inconllant  to  me,  for  I adore  you. 

Your  favours  dang’rous  were  to  thofe ; 

For  kings,  as  kings,  treat  friends  like  foes : 

' Deceit 
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Deceit  they  trade  in  ; but,  for  me, 

No  confcious  iniidelity 
AlTaults  affedion  in  its  birth  ; 

I love,  becaufe  I know,  your  worth. 

It  rains  bad  books,  and  vile  verfes,  at  thi.4 
place ; but  as  your  majefty  will  not  judge  of  all 
our  warriors  by  the  affair  of  Lintz,  neither  will 
you  pafs  fentence  on  the  underftanding  of  the 
French,  from  reading  Les  Etrennes  de  la  Saint 
Jean  or  the  vulgarities  of  the  abbe  des  Fon- 
taines. There  is  nothing  new  among  our  Syba- 
rites of  Paris.  The  only  anecdote  which  I think 
worthy  of  being  related  to  your  majefty,  is  the 
following: 

Cardinal  de  Fleuri,  after  having  been  ilb 
thought  proper,  two  days  ago,  not  knowing 
what  better  to  do,  to  fay  mafs  at  a little  altar^ 
in  a garden  which  was  frozen.  Meffieurs  Amelot 
and  De  Breteuil  arrived,  and  told  him  he  would 
certainly  kill  himfelf.  Pfhaw ! gentlemen,  faid 
he,  you  are  mere  chickens. — What  a man ! And 
at  the  age  of  ninety ! May-  you,  fire,  live  to  the 
fame  age  to  fay  mafs ; and^may  I be  your  airift-^ 
ant  1 

I am,  v/ith  the  mofl:  profound  refpedl,  8cc. 

A kind  of  periodical  title,  wliich  cannot  be  tranfiated.  T* 
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LETTER  CXCIV. 

From  the  King, 

Berlin,  December  5,  1742. 

I N return  for  }^our  Maid  of  Orleans,  and 
your  charming  Hiftory,  I fend  you  a fhort  co- 
medy, containing  fcenes  of  all  the  follies  which 
I have  been  able  to  recoiled,  and  tack  together. 
I had  it  performed  at  the  nuptials  of  Cefario; 
but  it  was  very  indifferently  aded. 

D’Eguille,  who  has  delivered  your  letter  of 
old  date  to  me,  is  arrived.  He  is  faid  to  con- 
tain more  (luff  than  his  brother ; but  of  this  I 
have  not  yet  been  able  to  judge. 

I have  only  the  alpha  and  omega  of  the  Maid 
of  Orleans.  Could  I but  obtain  the  fourth,  fifth, 
fixth,  and  feventh  cantos,  it  w’ould  then  be  a 
pleafure  of  which  you  would  have  put  me  in  full 
poffeffion. 

It  feems  to  me  that  the  creditors  of  thofe  la- 
dies, called  the  Seventeen  Provinces  are  as 
preffing  for  payment  as  thofe  gentlemen^  in- 

Both  copies  read  dix-fept  (feventeen).  I imagine  it  to  be 
an  error  of  the  prefs,  and  that  it  ought  not  to  be  feventeen, 
but  fcven,  unlefs  the  Netherlands  and  the  feven  United  Pro- 
vinces be  meant  incluhvely.  T, 

VOL.  VIT,  T 
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titled  the  Marfhals  of  France,  are  flow  in  their 
operations.  With  refpedt  to  your  creditors,  I 
beg  you  to  tell  them  that  I have  many  debts  to 
liquidate  with  the  Dutch ; and  that  it  is  not  yet 
very  clear  which  of  us  will  find  a balance  in  our 
favour. 

If  Paris  be  the  ifland  of  Cytherea,  you  are  cer- 
tainly the  fatellite  of  Venus.  You  revolve  round 
that  planet,  and  follow  the  orbit  which  it  de-^ 
feribes,  from  Paris  to  BrulTels,  and  from  Bruflels 
to  Cirey.  Berlin  has  no  attradion  for  you,  un- 
lefs  the  aflronomers  of  our  academy  can  entice 
you  hither  by  their  long  teiefcopes.  The  north- 
ern people  are  not  fo  effeminate  as  the  nations 
of  the  weft.  The  men  with  us  are  niore  robuft, 
more  mafeuline,  more  capable  of  labour  and  of 
bufmefs;  but  they  are  perhaps  lefs  agreeable. 
Y et  is  it  exadiy  the  fybarite  life  which  you  lead 
at  Paris,  and  which  you  commend  fo  much,  that 
has  occafioned  the  lofs  of  fame  among  your 
Si'oops  and  your  generals. 

While  HR’ning  to  the  melancholy  tale, 

Pardon  the  truths  fevere  I’m  doom’d  to  fpeak  j 
Other  hillorians  might  them  veil  or  hide. 

But  me  diffimulation  ill  befits 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Write  to  me  often  ; 
fend  me  your  works,  and  the  Maid  of  Orleans. 

* Thefe  are  a parody  from  the  Henriadc.  T. 

I have 
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i have  fo  much  bufinefs  on  hand  that  my  letter 
affumes  a laconic  appearance , but  it  will  weary 
you  the  lefsj  if  it  have  not  wearied  you  too  much 
already. 

FREDERIC 


LETTER  CXCV. 

From  the  King, 

February  22,  1743^ 

We  yefterday  faid  all  the  good  of  you 
that  Could  be  faid  of  mortal  man.  The  fupper- 
hall  was  a temple^  in  which  fdcrifice  was  offered 
to  you  : and  there  certainly  is  fomething  divine 
about  you,  for  you  immediately  reward  the  good 
adlions  that  have  been  done  you.  This  morn- 
ing I have  received  a charming  letter,  under 
your  hand,  which  has  given  me  great  pleafure ; 
not  having  fora  long  period  received  one  before. 
I was,  for  two  months  together,  overburthened 
with  bufinefs,  which  prevented  me  from  writing 
to  you  fooner. 

I now  afk  an  explanation,  relative  to  the  fub- 
je6l  of  your  lafl  letter  but  one  : for  the  cardinal 
is  dead,  and  affairs  affume  a different  face.  It  is 
good  to  know  what  channels  ought  to  be  em- 
y>loyed. 

T a 


I very 


2;6  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

I very  fincerely  participate  in  the  trophies 
you  have  acquired.  I feem  to  myfelf  to  have 
written  Merope,  and  that  it  was  to  me  that  the 
public  did  juftice. 

I am  about  to  depart  for  Silefia,  but  I (hall  not 
remain  long  there  ; after  which  I will  renew  my 
intercourfe  with  the  Mufes.  Let  me  entreat  you 
to  fend  me  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  for  I am  bent 
upon  ravifhing  her  charms ; and,  with  her,  your 
hiftory,  your  epigrams,  your  odes,  and  yourfelf. 
In  fine,  I hope,  by  one  means  or  another,  to  fee 
you  here. 

Do  my  charader  no  injuftice : in  other  rcfpeds 
you  (hall  be  allowed  to  joke  with  me  as  you 
think  proper. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  I efleem  you,  love 
you,  and  fliall  love  you  ever. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CXCVI. 

From  the  King. 

March  26,  1743. 

I W A S well  perfuaded  you  would  be 
pleafed  with  my  fifler  of  Brunfwic.  She  has 
received  that  happy  gift  of  heaven,  that  ardour 
of  mind,  that  vivacity,  in  which  flie  refembles 

you. 
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you,  and  of  which,  unfortunately,  Nature  is  too 
avaricious  toward  mankind. 

The  vaunted  fire  Prometheus  ftole 
From  heav’n,  to  animate  your  foul. 

Audacious  robber  ! Yet  in  vain  ; 

His  fcanty  hand  could  not  contain 
A fpark  for  that  unblufiiing  crew 
Who  boldly  claim  the  whole  their  due. 

Their  minds  to  this  ftrange  madnefs  wend 
To  genius  each  and  all  pretend. 

The  worft  of  fools,  if  once  thus  bit, 

Believe  their  word;  of  nonfenfe  wit. 

The  fiirew,  who  fcolds  the  live-long  day, 

By  fcolding  would  her  powYs  difplay. 

How  oft  by  felf-conceit  is  goaded 
The  afs,  with  learning  overloaded  ! 

How  fwells,  and  bleifes  Heav’n,  for  brain 
Which  words,  or  wind,  could  thus  contain  ! 

By  wifdom  would  not  Mirepoix 
Rule  France ; nay  more,  all  Europe  awe  ? 

To  cure  him,  bid  the  doting  elf  . 

Liften,  whene’er  he  talks  himfclf. 

I do  not  very  well  know  where  you  are  at 
prefent  j but  I perfuade  myfelf  you  will  fooner 
forget  Berlin  than  be  forgotten  there.  Such  are 
the  affurances  of  your  admirer. 

P.  S.  Gf  me  your  mind  draws  pifture  faint, 

If  me  you  want  in  daubing  paint*; 

I claim  no  mean,  no  medium  part : 

Forget,  or  place  me  in  your  heart. 

FREDERIC. 

^ M.  de  Voltaire  had  requefted  to  have  the  king’s  pi6f  ure, 

T3 
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LETTER  CXCVir. 

From  the  King, 

MY  DEAR  VOLTAIRE,  Potfdam,  April  6,  i743f 

You  load  me  with  favours,  while  I per- 
fifl:  in  gloomy  filence.  I receive  the  precious 
fruits  of  friendfhip,  your  nightly  watchings  and 
your  ftudies ; while  I continue  galloping  from 
province  to  province,  without  being  able  to  fix 
my  wandering  ftar,  and  return  to  my  former 
haunts. 

I am,  however,  returned  from  Brellau,  after 
having  adled  the  politician,  the  financier,  and  the 
general.  I expedV  at  prefent  to  tafte  fome  re- 
pofe,  and  to  recommence  my  commerce  with 
the  Mufes.  I (hall  foon  fend  you  the  preface 
to  my  memoirs.  I cannot  remit  the  whole  work, 
for  it  muft  not  appear  till  after  I and  my  cotem- 
poraries are  dead  ; the  reafon  of  which  is,  it  is 
written  with  a ftrid  adherence  to  truth ; 1 not 
having  departed,  in  any  refpedl,  from  that  fide- 
lity which  a hiftorian  ought  to  communicate  tq 
his  writings. 

Your  hiitory  of  the  human  mind  is  admirable. 
But  how  humiliating  is  this  hiftory  to  our  fpe- 
cies,  nay  to  providence  itfelf ! That  is,  if  provi- 
dence 
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dence  make  choice  of  thofe  who  are  appointed 
to  govern  the  world,  and  ferve  as  the  pivots  on 
which  thofe  revolutions  turn  that  happen  on 
earth. 

I am  forry  to  hear  that  your  ruling  paflion 
has  weakened  you  fo  much ; but  I flatter  myfelf 
the  mind  will  fupport  the  body,  as  oil  maintains 
the  flame  of  a lamp. 

D’Argens  has  had  his  comedy  performed,  ^ 
which  we  all  went  to  fleep.  He  wiflied  to  have 
it  reprefented  at  Paris,  but  from  this  I diflTuaded 
him  ; for  he  would  there  moft  indubitably  have 
been  hifled.  You  (land  alone;  you  wrote  a 
tragedy  at  nineteen,  and  an  epic  poem  at  twenty. 
But  every  man  is  not  Voltaire. 

The  ridiculous  arts  of  the  devotees  of  Paris 
have  been  heard  of  in  the  North.  I well  ex- 
peded  Voltaire  muft  (land  reproved,  as  foon  as 
he  fliould  appear  before  an  Areopagus  of  crofled 
and  mitred  Midafes.  Acquire  the  fortitude  to 
defpife  a nation  which  is  infenfible  to  the  merit 
of  men  like  Belleifle  and  Voltaire;  and  come 
into  a country  where  you  are  beloved,  and  where 
bigotry  does  not  rule  triumphant. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 

The  Maid  ! The  Maid  ! The  Maid  ! And 
once  again,  the  Maid  of  Orleans ! Send  her  to 
T 4 me^ 
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me,  for  the  love  of  God ; or  rather  for  the  love 
of  yourfelf ! 


LETTER  CXCVIIL 

From  the  King. 

Potfdam,  May  21,  1745, 

How  long,  a backflider,  pray  tell  me,  Voltaire, 

Has  old  Saving-grace  in  your  foul  had  a fhare  ? 

By  Mirepoix  le£lur’d,  and  fprinkled,  and  bleft. 

Are  failing,  and  hermits,  and  roots,  now  your  tafte  ? 
With  a twang  through  the  nofe,  and  a fandified  air. 
The  yawning  philofopher  mutters  a pray  V ; 

His  fins  being  pardon’d,  he  fights  for  the  church,  , 

And  we  fons  of  old  Satan  are  left  in  the  lurch. 

St.  Peter  and  Newton  all  Heav’n  alarm  ; 

Their  claim  to  Voltaire  to  fupport  they  both  arm. 

Inilead  of  triangle,  the  dozing  old  faint 
A relic  prefents  j and,  in  argument  quaint. 

Conception  immaculate  fully  maintains  ; 

And  martyrs  and  Mary  ileep  while  he  explains. 

Apollo,  Parnaifus,  the  Mufes  all  nine. 

Vent  their  griefs,  to  perceive  their  fam’d  valley  divine 
Left  forlor  n by  the  fwan  whofe  mellifluous  ftrain 
So  lately  enchanted  the  banks  of  the  Seine. 

But  of  grief,  lo  ! a pidure  no  heart  can  withftand ! 
Defpair  in  her  eye,  the  fage  Locke  in  her  hand, 

Her  hair  all  difhe veil’d,  her  cheek  all  in  tears, 

Fair  Emily,  charming  in  forrow,  appears  I 


‘‘  He 
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He  is  gone  fhe  exclaims  ; “ I am  barter’d,  forfa’en ! 

Diftradlion  ! Eternally  left  to  complain ! 

“ His  motives  ? Oh  none  ! ’Tis  the  moon  at  the  full ; 

“ He  credits  a tale  of  a cock  and  bull !” 

This  is  what  I prefume,  from  the  letter  you 
have  written  to  the  bifhop  of  Sens,  and  from 
what  all  the  letters  from  Paris  contain.  You 
may  judge  of  my  furprife,  and  of  the  aftoniQi- 
ment  of  a philofophic  mind,  to  fee  the  minifter 
of  truth  bend  the  knee  before  the  idol  of  fuper- 
flition. 

The  mitred  Midafes  triumph,  in  this  age,  over 
Voltaire  and  the  men  of  genius ; but  this  is  ap-  , 
patently  the  age  in  which  the  ignorant,  of  every 
kind,  are  to  find  preferment  in  France,  rather 
than  the  learned  and  the  man  of  abilities.  O 
iempora ! 0 mores  ! 

Some  forty  learned  parrots  fit 
T o pick  holes  in  the  coat  of  wit. 

Old  cuftom  and  new  grammar  they 
Sometimes  command,  fometimes  obey : 

Like  flaves  they  yield  what  is  not  due. 

Like  defpots  they  have  black-ball’d  you. 

Afraid  the  reign  of  night  muff  end, 

Should  once  your  fplendid  fun  afcend, 

They  met,  and  call  a midnight  fpell. 

And  ftill  in  all  their  darknefs  dwell. 

I believe  France  is  the  only  country  in  Eu- 
rope 
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rope  in  which  alTes  and  fools  may  at  prefent 
make  their  fortune.  I fend  you  the  preface  to 
my  memoirs  * ; the  reft  is  not  oftenfible. 

1 do  not  write  to  you  fo  often  as  1 could  wifh ; 
you  muft  not  however  accufe  me,  but  the  innu- 
merable occupations  which  divide  my  time. 

Adieu,  my  dear  Voltaire.  Do  not  forget  me, 
notwithftanding  my  filence ; be  certain  that,  as 
your  friend,  I do  not  think  lefs  frequently  of  you 
than  I did  formerly. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CXCIX. 

From  the  King. 

Potfdam,  June  15,  I74> 

Peaceful  in  harbour  here  I ftand. 

Nor  wifh  my  bark  again  the  winds  fhould  brave  ; 

Yet  grieve  to  view  the  diftant  ftrand. 

Where  fate  forbids  a noble  fhip  to  fave, 

I wifli  you  would  at  once  come  to  Berlin,  there 
to  remain ; and  that  you  had  the  ftrength  to 
ftielter  your  light  bark  from  the  winds  and  hur- 
ricanes by  which  it  has  fo  often  been  toft  in 

* The  work  mentioned  here,  and  in  the  lad  letter,  is.  The 
Mjjlory  of  my  oiun  Times.  T 


France. 
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France.  How^  my  dear  Voltaire,  can  you  fufFer 
them  to  exclude  you  ignominioufly  from  th® 
academy,  vvhile  they  applaud  you  at  the  theatre? 
pifdained  at  court,  and  adored  in  the  city  ! This 
is  a contrail  which  I cannot  reconcile.  The 
levity  indeed  of  the  French  never  fuffers  then^ 
to  be  confillenc  in  their  applaufe. 

Come  here,  to  a nation  which  will  not  change 
its  judgment  concerning  you.  Quit  a country 
where  Belleille,  Chauyelin,  and  Voltaire  can  fin4 
no  prote6lion. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 

Send  me  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  or  I renounce 
you. 


LETTER  CC. 

From  the  King. 

Magdeburg,  June  25, 

Proscrib’d  and  perfecuted  in  your  own. 

Be  this  your  country ; here  your  worth  is  known* 

I am  at  prefent  a greater  wanderer  than  the 
Jew  whom  D’Argens*  obliges  to  write  and  to 

* Alluding  to  the  Jewlfh  Letters,  by  the  marquis  d’Ar« 
gens.  T. 

ti'avel. 
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travel.  Another  Sifyphus,  I turn  the  wheel  at 
which  I am  condemned  to  labour.  I give  a 
momentum  to  m^  little  kingdom;  and,  in  the 
fhades  of  peace,  ftrengthen  that  for  which  I am 
indebted  to  the  arm  of  war.  I reform  old  abufes, 
and  give  birth  to  new  ; corre(fl  faults,  and  com- 
mit others. 

This  tumultuous  life  may  endure  two  months, 
unlefs  the  demon  that  haunts  me  (hould  con- 
tinue his  difturbances  longer.  I believe  I fliali 
then  find  myfelf  obliged  to  make  a trip  to  Aix, 
there  to  corredt  the  incorrigible  machinery  of 
my  abdomen,  by  which  your  friend  is  occafion- 
ally  tormented.  Could  I have  the  pleafure  of 
meeting  you  there,  it  would  be  a very  agreeable 
one ; for  it  is  my  opinion  that — 

For  jaundic’d  patient,  whom  the  ftone. 

And  gout,  and  dropfy,  call  their  own. 

No  med’cines  which  the  learned  tribe 
E’er  did,  or  ever  (hall  prefcribe, 

Of  fo  much  efficacy  are, 

As  converfation  with  Voltaire. 

His  piercing  wit,  and  eye  fo  keen, 

To  charm  away  the  whims  of  fpleen. 

Or  pain  itfelf,  are  more  availing 
Than  all  Hippocrates  and  Galen. 

If,  leaving  that  place,  you  would  come  and 
be  an  inhabitant  of  thefe  countries,  I promif^ 

you 
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you  an  eftablifhment  with  which  I flatter  myfelf 
you  would  be  fatisfied  ; efpecially  when  you 
fhould  find  yourfelf  beyond  the  reach  of  the  ar- 
tifices and  perfecution  of  bigots.  You  have 
fufFered  too  many  infults  in  France,  to  remain 
there  with  honour;  it  becomes  you  to  quit  a 
country  where  your  reputation  receives  daily 
ftabs,  and  where  each  Midas  is  preferred  to  the 
higheft  employment. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.  Let  me  entreat  you  to 
write  me  your  fentiments ; and  be  certain  of  my 
affedlion. 

FREDERICe 


LETTER  CCI. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

The  Hague,  June  a8,  i743* 

From  pai  ace  which,  you  muft  allow. 

Though  gilded  once,  is  rotten  now. 

Both  monument  and  emblem  fit 
Of  human  grandeur,  human  wit, 

On  you  I call,  to  you  appeal; 

For  you  can  hear,  and  you  can  feel. 

For  other  palaces  I pant, 

Where  you  to  art  and  fcience  grant 
Bleft  refuge.  Soon  the  winged  fteed, 

Hight  Pegafus,  of  noble  br«ed, 


Dei 
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Do  you  but  fend,  Pll  quickly  mounts 
And  at  Berlin  my  griefs  recounts 

Has  my  hero  received  my  letters  from  Paris^ 
in  which  I have  informed  him  that  I fhould 
^fcape^  and  come  to  pay  him  my  court  ? I fent 
them  to  David  Gerrard  ; and  the  fecond  addrefs' 
was  to  M.  Fredericfhof.  Surely  David  Gerrard 
is  not  fuch  a blockhead  as  to  be  unable  to  dif- 
Oover  that  this  M.  Frederidhof  is  the  greateft  of 
kings,  and  the  greateft  of  men ; the  man  of  m)^ 
heart ; he  whofe  prefence  will  for  fome  days  ren- 
der  me  happy. 

1 am  therefore  waiting  at  the  Hague,  with  M/ 
von  Podewils,  the  orders  of  your  humanity,  and 
2.  fcrefp an  * from  your  majefty. 

Let  me  once  again  behold  the  great  Frederic, 
and  let  me  no  more  be  troubled  with  the  fight  of 
the  pedant  Boyer,  the  old  biQiop  of  Mirepoix,; 
who  vyouid  pleafe  me  much  more  were  he  at  lead 
twenty  years  older  than  he  is* 

While  you,  by  beat  of  drum,  terrific  found,- 
Through  Pruflia’s  towns  are  led,  a weary  round, 

I,  by  my  better  angel  guided,  wing 
My  willing  way  to  hear  Apollo  fing. 

I am  here  with  your  worthy  and  amiable  mi- 
njiter,  who  is  inconfolable,  and  neither  fleeps 

* F ^r-fpann-^h.  relay  of  horfes.  T. 


nor 
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nor  eats,  becaufe  the  Dutch  want  the  poffeffions 
of  a great  king  at  too  cheap  a rate.  We  miift 
however  accuftom  ourfelves,  fire,  to  fee  the 
Dutch  love  money  as  much  as  I love  you.  When, 
alas ! fhail  I leave  thefe  watery  provinces,  to  fee 
my  hero,  and  my  prince  ? 


LETTER  CCIL 
From  the  King. 

Relnfberg,  July  3,  1743. 

I S E N D you  a pafTport  for  horfes  with 
much  eagernefs.  You  will  neither  be  drawn  by 
Bucephalus,  nor  by  Pegafus ; yet  I (hall  love 
the  horfes  the  better,  for  having  brought  Apollo 
to  Berlin. 

Here  you  will  be  received  with  open  arms, 
and  I will  give  you  the  beft  eftablilhment  in  my 
power. 

I am  about  to  depart  for  Stettin,  and  front 
thence  for  Silefia ; but  I (hall  find  a moment’s 
ieifure  to  fee  and  aflure  you  how  much  I efteem 
you. 

Adieu. 


FREDERIC. 
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LETTER  can. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

MY  KING  Hague,  in  your  vaft  and  ruinous 

’ palace,  July  13,  1743. 

I H A V E not  the  honour  to  be  one  of 
thofe  heroes  who  travel  with  a fever.  I am  be- 
come a Manich^an,  and  admit  two  principles 
in  the  world  : the  good  principle  is  the  huma- 
nity of  my  hero  ; the  bad  is  phyfical  evil ; and 
the  lad  prevents  me  from  enjoying  the  firfl. 

Permit  therefore,  my  adorable  monarch,  that 
foul  which  is  fo  ill  at  its  eafe,  in  this  paltry 
body,  to  remain,  and  not  begin  its  travels  un- 
der the  uncertainty  of  finding,  or  of  not  finding, 
your  majefly.  If  you  intend  to  remain  fome 
weeks  at  Berlin,  to  Berlin  will  I fly  : if  you  are 
ftill  on  the  wing,  and  mean  to  hurry  from  the 
* further  part  of  Silefia  to  Aix-la-Chapelle,  I will 
go  thither,  and  wait  for  you  in  a warm  bath ; 
which  however  will  be  much  cooler  than  your 
imagination. 

I have  the  honour  to  fend  you  a dofe  of  opium, 
to  be  taken  during  your  travels ; a packet  of 
academic  phrafes,  among  which  your  majefly 
will  find  the  difcourfe  of  Maupertuis,  accom- 
5 panied 
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panied  with  fome  remarks,  by  madame  du  Cha- 
telet.  Would  to  God  the  French  were  guilty 
of  no  other  miftakes  than  thofe  pointed  out  to 
your  majefty  by  madame  du  Chatelet;  the 
emperor  would  ftill  have  held  Bohemia,  and 
would  at  leaft  fup  at  Munich,  inftead  of  being 
in  abfolute  want  at  Franckfort. 

But,  notwithflanding  the  noble  retreats  of 
your  Strafburg  friend  and  the  errors  of  Det- 
tingen,  the  French  appear  not  to  be  deftitute  of 
courage.  The  mulketeers  alone,  to  the  number 
of  two  hundred  and  fifty,  broke  through  five 
lines  of  the  Englifli,  who  few  of  them  gave 
way  but  with  lofs  of  life.  The  great  num- 
ber of  our  nobility  killed  and  wounded  is  an 
inconteffable  proof  of  valour.  What  would  not 
this  nation  effcdl,  were  it  commanded  by  a prince 
like  you  ? 

If  the  people  have  courage,  the  minifiry  alfo 
have  fortitude;  a new  army  on  the  Maefe  will 
foon  afford  the  United  Provinces  fubjed  of  de« 
liberation. 

I believe  the  treaty  betweeil  Sardinia  and 
Spain  to  be  nearly  concluded.  This  is  a nevV 
feene  in  the  play  ; and  what  is  palling  in  Swe- 
den may  likewife  change  the  face  of  affairs  in 
the  north. 

* Marfhal  de  Broglio.  T, 

U 
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. Amid  the  fhock  of  nations,  madly  foes, 

Watching  with  a6live  eye  this  poor  world’s  woes, 
riumphant,  arm’d  with  thunderbolt  and  lyre, 

My  hero  recklefs  views  the  fpreading  fire. 

Germania  ruin’d ; Sweden  ill  at  eafe  ; 

The  haughty  Englilh  fov’reigns  of  the  feas, 

Who  vaunt  their  honed  motives,  yet  maintain 
Clandeftine  views,  victorious  on  the  main  ; 

The  Dutch  one  half  their  friends,  one  half  their  Haves  5 
Opprobrium  braving,  fo  his  life  he  faves. 

Old  Broglio  flying,  loft,  confus’d,  and  ftunn’d 
By  accidents  which  well  he  might  have  fliunn’d— 

All  thefe  my  hero  laughing  fees  ; while  I 
Laugh  too,  for  laughter  beft  may  care  defy. 

I am  afraid  all  this  partakes  of  the  fever  de- 
lirium : but  the  greateft  delirium  I am  confcious 
of,  is  the  defire  to  meet  your  majefty.  Where 
fliall  I fee  you  ? where  fhall  I be  happy  ? Muft 
it  be  at  Berlin,  or  at  Aix-la-Chapelle? 

Behold  me  at  your  feet,  charming  monarch, 
and  mofl  fingular  man  ; waiting  your  orders  to 
guide  my  fteps. 


LETTER  CCIV. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire^ 

July,  1743. 

Be  mine  the  heroes  who  repofe 
Beneath  the  myrtle  and  the  rofe  : 

Eor, 
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tor,  while  they  fport  with  dance  and  fong, 

E.efpiring  earth  endures  no  wrong, 

Xet  Csefar  for  the  laurel  write. 

The  witty  Cacfar ’s  my  delight ; 

Or  chang-e  the  order  of  the  fphere. 

And  give  the  world  another  year ; 

In  th’  arms  of  love  fhould  he  recline. 

The  loving  Casfar  lliil  is  mine  ; 

Nor  grieve  I much  to  fee  the  fport 
Indulg’d  in  at  Bithynia’s  court ; 

Enlarg’d,  magnanimous,  and  kind. 

To  Cato’s  I prefer  his  mind  j 
Tike  Tully  he,  of  foul  fublime. 

The  heights  of  eloquence  would  climb  5 
Of  king  of  whom  I’ve  heard,  or  read. 

The  Harry  track  he  feem’d  to  tread. 

But  when  old  Rubicon  in  vain 

The  lull  of  power  would  reftrain  ; r 

When  all  his  waters  can’t  alfuagc 

The  phrenzy  of  ambitious  rage  ; 

To  weep  the  man  I turn  afide. 

Who  might  have  liv’d  the  poet’s  pride  ; 

Who  might  have  been  for  ever  great ; 

Who  might — have  fav’d  a falling  Hate  ! 

You,  fire,  are  more  happy,  after  taking  Si- 
lefia,  than  was  your  predecelTor  after  the  battle 
of  Pharfalla.  You,  like  him,  write  commenta- 
ries ; like  him,  you  love  fociety,  of  which  you 
are  the  delight.  You  fend  me  charming  verfes, 
and  a preface  worthy  of  yoUrfelf,  which  an- 
nounces a work  worthy  of  the  preface.  I can 
forbear  no  longer ; your  Ibadftone  attracts  me 
U 2 too 
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too  powerfully,  while  I am  repelled  by  the  load- 
done  of  France.  Were  there  a king  in  Cochin- 
china  who  ibould  think,  write,  and  fpeak  like 
you,  embark  I mull,  to  throw  myfelf  at  his  feet. 
All  people,  w'lio  have  but  a fpark  of  tafte  and 
reafon,  ought  to  undertake  fuch  voyages,  in 
imitation  of  the  queen  of  Sheba. 

I notvyiihftanding  owm,  great  king,  with  my 
impertinent  franknefs,  that  I think  you  facrifice 
yourfclf  a little  too  much,  in  this  charming  pre- 
face to  your  memoirs.  Pardon — yet  no ; I 

afk  no  pardon — you  fufFer  it  to  be  too  percep- 
tibly feen  that  you  have  neglected  the  fpirit 
of  morality,  to  indulge  the  fpirit  of  conqueft. 
What  have  you  to  reproach  yourfeif  with  ? 
Had  you  not  real  claims  on  Silefia,  at  lead:  on 
the  greater  part  of  it  ? and  did  not  the  refufal  of 
juftice  fiifhciently  authorife  your  ad:  ? I (hall  fay 
no  more ; except  that,  in  every  article,  I think 
your  majefty  too  forbearing,  and  that  you  are 
daily  more  and  more  judified. 

Your  majefty  is  to  meamoft  feducing  coquette. 
You  grant  n:ie  many  favours,  that  you  may  in- 
fpire  all  the  ardour  of  hope  to  obtain  the  lafL 
What  more  convenient  opportunity  can  1 find, 
to  go  and  pafs  a few  days  with  my  hero  ? He  has 
imprifoned  the  thunder,  and  is  fporting  with  his 
lyre.  People  here  do  not  fport;  the  lightning 

fiafl:es 
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flafiies  over  our  heads.  This  vile  Mirepoix  is 
as  fevere,  as  fanatic,  and  as  imperious,  as  cardinal 
dc  Fleuri  was  mild,  accommodating,  and  polite. 
How  much  does  he  make  us  regret  that  good 
man ; and  how  inferior  is-  the  preceptor  of  our 
dauphin  to  the  preceptor  of  our  king  ! The 
choice  which  has  been  made  of  him,  is  the  only 
one  by  which  his  maiefty  has  afflided  the  na- 
tion. Our  other  miniilers,  and  the  king  him- 
felf,  are  beloved.  He  applies  himfelf  to  affairs, 
is  affiduous,  jufl:,  and  very  fincerely  loves  the 
mofl  amiable  woman  on  earth.  It  is  Mirepoix 
alone  who  renders  the  ferene  fKy  of  Verfaiiles 
and  Paris  cloudy.  The  belles-lettres  are  enve- 
loped in  a gloomy  fog.  Men  are  in  defpair, 
to  fee  Boyer  in  tj^e-^polTefTion  of  the  leats  of 
Fenelon  and  BojTtiet — Boyer,  who  was  born  a 
perfecutor ! f -know  not  by  what  fatality  it  hap- 
pens that  every  monk  who  has  rifen  into  power 
at  court,  has  been  equally  cruel  and  ambitious. 
The  firfh  benefice  Mirepoix  received,  after  the 
death  of  the  cardinal,  was  worth  near  eighty 
thoufand  livres  per  annum.  (Above  three  thou- 
fand  pounds  fterling.)  The  firfl;  apartment  givem^,  . 
him  at  Paris  was  that  of  the  queen ; and  evel^r?!^, 
body  is  in  daily  expedation  to  fee  his  head, 
which  your  majefty  fo  well  calls  the  head  of  an  ais, 
decorated  by  a red  bonnet  brought  from  Rome. 

U 3 T rue 
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True  it  is  Marie-a-la-Coqiie  was  not  writte;> 
by  him;  but  it  is  equally  true,  fire,  that  1 have 
not  written  the  letter,  which  pafies  under  my 
name,  to  the  author  of  Marie-a4a-Coque,  I have 
only  written  a letter  to  the  bilhop  of  Mirepoix; 
in  which  I have  complained,  with  much  ardour 
and  much  inutilit)^,  of  the  calumnies  of  his 
creatures  and  fpies.  I do  not  bow  the  knee 
before  Baal : and,  while  I refpedf  my  king,  I 
equally  defpife  thofe  who,  under  the  fliade  of 
his  authority,  abufe  their  power,  and  are  only 
great  to  do  mifchief. 

You,  fire,  alone  confole  me,  feeing  what  I 
fee ; and,  when  ready  to  weep  at  the  decline  of 
the  arts,  I fay  there  is  one  monarch  (lili  in  kLu- 
rope  by  whom  they  are  beloved,  by  whom  they 
are  cultivated,  and  who  is  the  glory  of  his  age. 
I add,  foon  ihall  I fee  this  charming  monarch ; 
this  man,  though  a king;  this  Iceptered  Chau- 
lieu*;  this  Tacitus ; this  Xenophon.  Yes,  I muft 
be  gone;  madame  du  Chatelet  muft  not  prevent 
me;  I muft  forfake  Minerva  for  Apollo.  To, 
fee  your  majefty  is  my  ruling  paftion,  which 
muft  once  in  my  life  be  indulged. 

Nothing  can  be  more  unneceffary  than  to  add 
my  profound  refpeds,  &c. 
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LETTER  CCV. 

From  the  King, 

Potfdam,  Augiifl:  20,  1 743. 

I H E only  been  here  two  days^  and 
have  found  three  of  your  letters. 

Two  gods  feldom  friends,  gods  of  rcafon  and  rhyme. 

In  concord  prelide  o’er  your  concerts  fublime. 

Our  minds  to  enlighten,  und  rid  us  of  forrow, 

The  gaihdripping  pen  of  old  Perfius  you  borrow. 
Deform’d  as  Ihe  is,  when  her  face  you  reveal, 

Hypocrify  flirinking  her  fhame  would  conceal. 

Of  Mirepoix’s  gholl  who  can  doubt  the  delight, 

Should  yp.u  undertake  his  eulogium  to  write  ? 

In  vengeance  the  arts  all  alfembled  would  come. 

To  fcatter  his  alhes,  and  hurl  down  his  tomb  ; 

In  vain  would  Neuville  wordy  monument  raifc, 

The  force  of  the  fatire  would  rife  with  the  praife. 

I pity  thofe  who  have  the  misfortune  to  offend 
you ; for,  in  four  lines,  you  will  render  them 
ridiculous  ad Jecula  Jeculorum. 

1 fhall  not  go  to  Aix,  as  I intended.  You 
know  I have  the  honour  to  be  a political  atom ; 
in  confequence  of  which,  my  ftomach  is  obliged 
to  digefl  the  combination  of  European  affairs, 
which  do  not  always  perfedly  agree  with  its 
texture, 

U 4 
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You  feem  to  me,  my  dear  Voltaire,  fomething 
like  the  weathercock  of  Parnaffus,  and  as  if  you 
had  not  yet  decided  on  the  part  you  ought  to 
take.  I (hall  fay  nothing  to  you  on  the  fub- 
je6i:,  for  all  that  I could  urge  would  feem  fuf- 
picious.  The  pidture  you  have  drawn  of  France 
is  painted  in  glowing  colours ; ^ut,  fay  what 
you  pleafe,  the  army  that  flies  for  three  fuccef- 
five  years,  and  that  is  beaten  whenever  it  fights, 
is  certainly  no  aflemblage  of  C^fars  or  of  Alex- 
anders. 

My  portrait  is  not,  nor  is  it  intended  to  be, 
painted  ; I can  therefore  give  you  nothing  but 
medals. 

Vale. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCVL 
From  the  King. 

Potfdam,  Auguft  24,  1743^ 

It  is  to  be  at  Berlin,  then,  that  I am  to 
have  the  pleafure  to  behold  the  French  Apollo 
defcend  from  his  Parnaffus,  to  oblige  me,  and 
familiarize  himfelf  a little  with  the  profaic  vul- 
gar. Let  me  beg  you,  my  dear  Voltaire,  to 

bring 
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bring  with  you  good  ftore  of  indulgence  ; and 
efpecially  let  no  grammarian  meafure  the  length 
of  our  phrafes  by  the  fathom,  nor  punifli  us  for 
the  folly  of  a folecifm-  You  will  fee  a company 
of  comedians  that  is  forming,  a riling  academy, 
and,  above  all,  many  perfoo^  who  love  and  ad- 
mire you. 

There  is  no  dne  de  Mirepoix  at  Berlin*.  Wc 
have  a cardinal,  and  bilhops,  fome  of  whom 
make  love  in  front,  and  others  in  rear;  who  are 
better  read  in  the  divinityof  Epicurus  than  in  that 
of  Saint  Paul;  who  confequently  are  benevolent 
enough  not  to  perfecute  any  one ; and  who  dif- 
pofe  of  nothing  but  parifh  offices  and  chorifters 
places,  for  which  you  are  no  afpiring  candidate. 


Disjointed  though  you  bring  her,  yet 
Your  Maid  of  Orleans  don’t  forget  ; 

The  deeds  of  all  your  prefent  race 
<Of  heroes,  hers  will  foon  efface  ; 

Of  flying  Broglio,  and  the  flieep 
Which  he  ca.n  neither  kill  nor  keep  ; 

Of  wand’ring  Maillebois,  who  loll 
Himfelf,  as  well  as  all  his  hofl ; 

Of  S%ur,  who  fo  foon  furrenders ; 

And  all  your  other  brave  defenders, 

* The  bifliop  Boyer  ufed  to  fign  himfelf  anc,  eveqtie  de 
Mirepoix^  as  an  abbreviation  of  ancien^  &c.  This  Voltaire  far- 
caflically  changed  into  anCi  or  afs  of  Mirepoix.  T. 

4 I will 
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I will  riiew  you  as  much  of  my  Memoirs  as  I 
think  I ought  to  fliew  you.  They  are  true, 
confequently  of  fuch  a nature  as  not  to  be  made 
public  till  fome  future  age. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire,  till  we  meet. 

FREDEkl.. 


LETTER  CCVII. 

From  the  King, 

Potfdam,  September  15,  1745, 

You  have  faid  fo  much  to  me  in  behalf 
of  France,  and  her  king,  that  it  were  to  be  wifhed 
all  monarchs  had  fuch  fubjeuls,  and  all  republics 
fuch  citizens.  When  the  fame  zeal  anirnates 
every  man,  and  when  the  public  intered  be- 
comes the  intereft  of  every  individual,  feelings 
like  thefe  then  conftitute  the  true  ftrength  of 
kingdoms. 

It  had  been  well  if  France  and.  Sweden  had 
pofTefled  military  men  who  thought  like  you; 
but  it  is  very  certain,  fay  what  you  will,  that 
the  feeblenefs  of  the  generals,  and  the  timidity 
of  adminiftration,  have  been  almoft  deftrudive 
of  the  renown  of  thefe  two  nations,  whofe  very 
name,  not  fifty  years  ago,  was  the  terror  of  Eu- 
rope. 
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Let  us  examine  in  what  manner  France  has 
a6led  toward  her  allies.  What  an  example  to 
Europe  was  that  fecret  peace  which  cardinal  de 
Fleuri  made,  unknown  to  the  kings  of  Spain 
and  Sardinia  ! The  father-in-law  of  his  monarch 
was  abandoned,  and  Lorrain  acquired.  How 
unheard-of  is  the  manner  in  which  France  gives 
up  the  emperor,  facrifices  Bavaria,  and  ruins  a 
prince  who  is  fo  refpedlable  even  in  extreme 
diftrefs  ! I fpeak  not  merely  of  the  diftrefs  of  the 
prince,  but  of  a htuation  the  mofl  dreadful  that 
can  happen  to  a private  perfon.  What  were  the 
machinations  of  the  cardinal  in  RufTia,  when  wc 
were  on  the  moft  friendly  terms  ! What  propoli- 
tions  have  not  been  made  at  Mentz,  to  open  a 
road  to  peace,  or  more  properly  to  kindle  a 
new  war  ! With  how  little  vigour  do  the  French 
Ipeak,  when  they  ought  to  difplay  fortitude  ! 
And,  even  when  fome  appearance  is  difcoverable 
in  their  words,  how  little  correfpondent  are  their 
military  operations ! 

The  French  however  are  the  moft  charming 
people  in  Europe  ; and,  were  they  not  as  a nation 
to  be  feared,  they  would  deferve  to  be  beloved. 
A king  worthy  to  reign  over  them,  governing 
fligely,  and  acquiring  the  efteem  of  all  Europe, 
might  reftore  them  to  their  former  fplendour ; 

which 


JOO  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

which  Broglio,  and  fo  many  others  of  ftill  in- 
ferior abilities,  have  fomewhat  eclipled. 

It  were  a work  worthy  a prince  of  fiich 
high  merit  to  repair  what  others  have  injured ; 
and  never  could  fovereign  acquire  more  glory 
than  when  he  (hould  defend  his  people  againft 
furious  foes ; or  when,  by  changing  the  date  of 
affairs,  he  fhould  find  means  to  reduce  his  ad- 
verfaries,  humbly  to  requeft  he  would  grant 
them  peace. 

I fhall  admire  all  the  a6ls  of  this  great  man  ; 
nor  will  any  of  the  fovereigns  of  Europe  be  lefs 
jealous  of  his  fuccefs  than  I (liall  be. 

But  I did  not  intend  to  talk  politics  to  you ; 
for  this  is  exadly  like  prefcnting  a dofe  of  phy- 
fic  to  a beloved  miilrefs.  I imagine  I fliould 
do  much  better  were  I to  make  poetry  the  topic : 
but  we  cannot  all  a6t  as  we  wi(h  ; and  when  you 
write  poetry  to  me,  to  which  1 ought  to  anfwer, 
you  talk  to  me  like  a cup-bearer,  who^  having 
the  gift  of  drinking,  brings  large  bumpers  to  a 
poor  valetudinarian,  whofe  flomach  fcarcely  can 
digeft  water. 

Adieu,  dear  Voltaire.  May  Heaven  preferve 
you  from  fleeplefs  nights,  fever,  and  impertinent 
vifitors. 

• FREDERIC. 
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LETTER  CCVIIL 
From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

undated. 

To  kings  rebellious,  you  could  find 
The  means  to  captivate  my  mind  ; 

In  you  the  joys  I deem  moft  fweet 
It  is  my  happy  doom  to  meet. 

My  General  Hiftory,  and  my  Maid, 

1 come  to  end  in  fafety’s  fhade, 

Which  you  bellow,  where  fearlels  I 
May  all  the  bigot  crew  defy. 

I will  therefore  depart,  my  adorable  matter, 
to  return  as  foon  as  I have  put  my  affairs  in 
order.  I fpeak  to  you  with  my  accuftomed 
frank nefs : I have  imagined  I perceived  I fhould 
be  lefs  agreeable  to  you,  were  I to  come  in  the 
company  of  others  ; and  I own  that,  appertain- 
ing folely  to  your  majefty,  my  mind  will  be 
more  at  its  eafe. 

1 have  not  the  ambition  to  become  an  envoy, 
like  Deftouches  and  Prior ; two  poets  who  each 
concluded  a treaty  of  peace  between  France  and 
England.  You  will  aft  as  you  (hall  pleafe  with 
all  the  kings  on  earth,  and  I (hall  not  inter- 
fere ; but  I earnellly  conjure  you  to  write  a word 
to  me,  which  I may  fliew  to  the  king  of  France, 

You 


Jo  2 POSTHUMOUS  WGRfef?, 

You  reproach  him,  in  the  letter  which  yci5 
deigned  to  write  to  me  from  Potfdam,  for  hav- 
ing left  the  emperor  in  extreme  diftrefs ; as  well 
as  for  having  made  infiniiations  at  Mentz  con- 
trar}r  to  your  interefts.  Since  that  letter  was 
written,  your  majefty  has  been  informed  that 
the  king  of  France  has  granted  the  emperor 
fubfidies ; and  1 imagine  you  have  no  doubt  at 
prefent  that  Hatzel,  who  negociated,  or  rather 
did  nothing  but  blunder,  at  Mentz,  was  a rafli 
perfon,  who,  fhould  you  wifh  it,  would  receive 
punifliment.  Be  therefore  fomewhat  better  con- 
tented ; and  let  me  conjure  }mu  to  deign  to  write 
to  me,  were  it  but  four  lines  in  general  terms. 

All  I willi  you  to  fay  is,  that  you  are  now 
fatisfied  refpeding  the  inclinations  of  France ; 
that  no  perfon  ever  prefented  you  with  a more 
advantageous  pidure  of  his  king ; that  you 
have  reafon  to  believe  me,  becaufe  you  have 
never  been  deceived  by  me  ; and  that  you  arc 
well  determined  to  be  the  ally  of  a prince  fo 
prudent,  and  fo  firm  in  his  purpofes. 

Thefe  vague  expreflions  will  not  pledge  you 
to  any  ad,  and  I dare  affirm  they  will  produce 
a good  effed ; for,  if  deferiptions  have  been 
given  you  but  little  honourable  to  the  king  of 
France,  I can  affure  you  that  you  have  been 
painted  to  him  in  the  blackefl:  colours ; and  af- 

furcdly 
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furedly  juftice  has  been  done  to  neither.  Per- 
mit me  therefore  to  profit  by  this  favourable  op- 
portunity; and  thus  let  me  reftore  two  monarchs 
fo  dear  and  eftimable  to  the  good  opinion  of 
each  other.  Add  to  this,  they  will  render  me 
happy  for  life  : I (liall  fliew  your  letter  to  the 
king ; and  perhaps  may  obtain  reftitution  of  a 
part  of  my  effeds  which  the  good  cardinal  took 
from  me.  I will  come  here^^  to  fpend  this  re- 
covered wealth,  which  I (hall  owe  to  you. 

Be  perfuaded  of  the  good  effedls  that  will  rc- 
flilt.  I fliall  be  unfufpeded  ; and  the  day  on 
which  I (hall  be  permitted  to  tell  his  majefly  all 
I think  of  your  perfon,  will  be  the  fecond  hap- 
pied  day  in  my  life  : the  firft  will  be  that  on 
which  I (liall  return  to  your  feet,  to  fettle  in  Pruf- 
fia,  and  to  begin  a new  life  dedicated  only  to 
you. 

^ From  this  pafFage  we  may  conclude  the  letter  was  wrrt- 
ten  while  M.  de  Voltaire  was  in  Pruflia  (perhaps  from  Berlin 
to  the  king  at  Potfdam),  whither  he  this  time  went,  or  rather 
was  fent,  on  political  bufinefs.  T. 


LET- 


304  POSTHUMOUS  WORICS; 

LETTER  CCIX. 

From  t'ke  King. 

Odober  7,  1 74 

France  has  hitherto  been  fuppofed 
the  afylum  of  unfortunate  kings;  I wifli  my 
capital  to  become  the  temple  of  great  men. 
Come  hither,  my  dear  Voltaire,  and  didate  what- 
ever can  be  agreeable  to  you.  I wifli  to  give  you 
pleafure  ; and  if  we  wilb  to  oblige  any  man,  it 
is  necelTary  to  conform  to  his  mode  of  thinking. 

Choofe  houfe  or  apartments ; make  your  own 
conditions  ; concert  whatever  may  be  neceflary 
for  the  pleafures  or  the  fuperfluities  of  life,  that 
is,  for  whatever  can  make  you  happy.  Leave  the 
reft  to  me.  You  will  always  remain  free,  and 
entirely  mafter  of  your  deftiny.  I wifh  not  to 
enchain  you,  except  by  friendfliip  and  benevo- 
lence. 

You  (hall  have  paftports  for  your  horfes,  and 
every  thing  you  can  require.  I (hall  fee  you  on 
Wednefday,  and  (hall  profit  by  the  moments  that 
remain  to  enlighten  myfelf  by  the  blaze  of  your 
potent  genius.  I entreat  you  to  believe  I ftiall 
ever  to  you  be  the  fame. 

Adieiu 
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LETTER  CCX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  The  Hague,  Odober  28,  1743. 

Y O U always  travel  like  an  eagle,  and  I 
like  a tortoife.  But  how  is  it  poffible  to  travel 
too  ilowlyj  when  quitting  your  majefty  ? At 
length  I am  in  Holland  ^ and  the  firft  thing  I 
tliere  met  with  was  an  Englifli  paper,  in  which 
your  Anti-Machiavel  is  cited,  in  parallel  with 
Polybius  and  Xenophon.  Two  pages  from  the 
book  are  tranfcribed,  in  which  you  prove  the 
advantages  that  fortified  places  are  of  to  princes ; 
and  the  temerity  of  the  allies,  in  pretending  to 
enter  France,  is  there  demonftrated. 

At  length  your  worth  is  known  : 

By  authors  cited  as  an  author  grave  ; 

By  monarchs,  as  a monarch  wife  and  brave  ; 

Refpefted  are  your  pow’r  and  throne 
By  Dutchman  free,  by  Ruffian  born  a f ave  ; 

Triumphant  might  you  march  befide 
The  Danube  ffiores,  or  banks  of  Save, 

And  humble  Auftrian  pride. 

The  vigor’s  right  you  wifely  wave, 

No  more  o’er  wretchednefs  you  reign, 

More  worthy  meed  you  crave  ; 

No  more  your  royal  hand  you  ftain, 

X No 
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No  more  in  fanguinary  floods  you  conqucfl  lave  : 

Such  deeds  you  rightly  blame. 

I can  no  more : I would — ^but,  to  my  fliame. 

My  jaded  mufe  can  rhyme  no  more  in  ave. 

The  more  I think  of  il  "Tito,  of  il  forte  the 
more  do  I affirm  Berlin  to  be  my  country. 

Ho  ! good  meflieurs  Gerard ! My  chamber ! Make  hafte  ! 
A defle  for  my  papers  ! Some  wine  to  my  tafte  ! 

Not  that  juice  manufadlur^d  by  Lognier  of  Liege, 
Which  throat  made  of  iron  might  well  difoblige  ; 

Which  I nick-nam’d  <sf/r  * * * t,  nor  call  back  the  term ; 
Fit  liquor  for  no  man  but  kings,  I affirm. 

Good  claret  for  me,  unadulterate,  pure ; 

Or  wit  or  wine  mixt  tafte  refin’d  can’t  endure  ; 

Voiture’s,  Marivaux’s,  metaphyfical  toil, 

Conduce  but  to  blend,  to  confufe,  and  to  fpoih 


letter  ccxi. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

Lifle,  November  1 6,  I74f» 

And  is  it  true  ? Did  you  indeed 
From  Auftrlan  or  Bohemian  win 
The  drum  which  dying  Ziflea  bade 
Them  manufa^iure  from  his  flein  ? 

Thefe  are  references  to  fome  Italian  opera,  I fuppofc, 
which  no  doubt  were  familiar  to  the  king,  but  which  a tranf- 
lator  cannot  be  expeded  perfedlly  to  tmderftand.  T. 

•j-  Pyfat  d\'.ne. 
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A dead  man’s  hide  is  little  worth, 

Though,  when  alive,  a hero  he  : 

Your  heroes  do  not  oft  efcape 

The  worm’s  unmanner’d  gluttony. 

To  hide  of  Ziflca  Fate  decreed 

Nor  worm  nor  reptile  Ihould  lay  claim ; 

But  fhould  through  ages  be  preferv’d 
In  drum  immortal  as  his  name. 

’Twas  odd  enough  ! But  pray  be  pleas’d, 

Oh  mighty  king  ! to  underftand — 

Your  hero,  who  would  fave  his  hide. 

Mud  condefcend  to  have  it  tann’d. 

Sire,  keep  your  own  ; for  God  himfelf. 

Who  drew  it  on  thus  well  to  fit, 

Could  fcarcely,  Ihould  he  try  once  more, 

A new  one  fill  fo  full  of  wit  I 

It  is  not  infinitely  refpe6lful  to  afk  a great 
king  queftions  : but  Solomon  was  treated  thus ; 
and  the  Solomon  of  the  north  mufl:  accuftom 
himfelf  to  enlighten  mankind. 

Your  majefty  will  therefore  forgive  my  te- 
merity, when  I aflv  what  is  meant  by  an  ark 
found  at  Glatz.  Your  majefiy  perhaps  will  tell 
me  I m.uft  addrefs  myfelf  to  Jordan  : but  this 
Jordan,  fire,  is  indolent,  amiable  though  he  be  3 
and  you  would  regulate  four  or  five  provinces, 
write  two  hundred  verfes,  and  compofe  four 
thoufand  crotchets  in  fcore,  in  lefs  time  than  he 
would  produce  a fingle  letter. 

1 am  at  Lifle,  which  is  a city  fomething  like 
X 2 Berlins 
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Berlin  ; but  I neither  fee  an  opera  there,  nor  a 
fecond  For  your  majefty,  the  queen  mo- 

ther, andtheprincefs  Ulrica,  no  fubflitutes  can  be 
found  ; neither  have  I an  army  of  three  hundred 
thoufand  men,  with  which  I might  carry  off  the 
princefs.  But,  in  revenge,  the  king  of  France  has 
more  ; for  the  prefent  ef^imate  Bates  him  to  have 
three  hundred  and  twenty-five  thoufand,  invalids 
included.  They  are  three  hundred  thoufand 
hounds  on  full  chafe,  that  fcarcely  can  be  kept 
in.  They  yelp,'  and  howl,  and  flruggle,  and  break 
couple,  to  run  hot  at  the  EngliQi,  and  their  flow 
fervants  the  Dutch.  The  whole  nation,  in  truth, 
difplays  incredible  ardour.  We  may  fortunately 
add,  your  StraflDurg  friend^  will  no  more  pretend 
to  command  armies ; and  the  emperor,  fup- 
ported  by  your  majefly  and  France,  may  foon 
have  operas  played  at  Munich. 

As  1 have  been  bokl  enough  to  put  vavious 
queflions  to  your  majefty,  I will  tell  you  a flioi  t 
tale ; though  perhaps  you  have  already  heard 
nt. 

Some  months  ago,  tire  princefs  Adelaide,  the 
third  daughter  of  the  king  my  mafter,  having 
thirteen  louis  (or  guineas)  in  her  pocket,  got  up 
'during  the  night,  drefled  herfelf  without  aid,  and 

T. 


* Marfhal  de  Broglio. 


left 
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left  her  chamber.  Her  governefs  awoke,  and 
alked  her  where  (he  was  going ; and  (lie  very 
ingenuoufly  confelTed  (lie  had  ordered  a groom 
to  keep  two  horfes  ready,  that  (he  might  go  to 
command  the  army,  and  aid  the  emperor. 
Should  (lie  but  hear  that  your  majefty  has  in- 
terfered, (he  will  hereafter  deep  in  peace. 

At  the  moment  I have  the  honour  to  write  to 
your  majefty,  our  troops  are  on  their  march  to 
go  and  take  old  Brifac. 

With  refpedl  to  our  comedians,  I have  heard 
a fingular  anecdote  in  this  city  of  Lide ; which 
is  that,  while  it  was  befieged  by  the  duke  of 
Marlborough,  they  acted  plays  every  night,  and 
that  the  comedians  then  gained  upwards  of  a 
hundred  thoufand  livres.  (More  than  four 
thoufand  pounds  (lerling.)  You  mud  allow, 
fire,  this  is  a nation  formed  for  pleafure  and 
war. 

Titus  continues  to  entreat  your  majefty  jn  be- 
half of  poor  Courtils,  who  is  at  Spandau  without 
a nofe 

I throw  myfelf  at  the  feet  of  your  humanity,  &c. 

To  underftand  this  pafTage  well,  fee — Memoirs  of  M.  dc 
Voltaire^  written  by  himfelf,  page  90.  T. 
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From  the  King. 

Berlin,  December  4,  1743. 

Of  warrior  fam’d  the  /Icin  is  here, 

Whofe  very  name  inflitBied  fear, 

When,  after  having-  fought  fo  well, 

Grim  Death  had  fent  his  foul  to  hell. 

’Tis  here  ; henceforth  here  let  it  be, 

For  curious  fools  to  come  and  fee. 

Your  fleeting  foul  fome  future  day 
(Far  hence,  I hope)  fhall  wing  its  way. 

That  is,  be  row’d,  the  boatman  brib’d. 

To  land  which  lyars  have  deferib’d. 

Then  critic  Marfyas  fliall  begin 
Experiments  upon  your  flein  ; 

But  Envy,  for  the  rafh  defign, 

Once  more  fliall  feel  the  wrath  divine. 

Yes,  the  ikin  of  Zifea,  or,  to  fpeak  more  ac- 
curately, the  drum  of  Zifea,  is  among  the  fpoils 
which  we  have  brought  from  Bohemia. 

I am  well  pleafed  to  hear  you  are  arrived  in 
good  health  at  Lille.  I am  always  in  fear  of 
coaches  breaking  down. 

You  are  more  enthufiaftic  than  ever  concern- 
ing your  fifteen  hundred  fcabby  Frenchmen 


GaUux  de  Fran^ois^ 
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who  are  in  an  ifland  of  the  Rhine,  which  they 
have  not  the  courage  to  leave.  You  muft  be  very 
barren  of  great  events,  fince  you  make  fo  much 
noife  about  fuch  wretched  trifles.  But  a truce  to 
politics. 

I believe  the  Dutch  may  adl  pantomimes, 
when  the  a6tors  come  from  foreign  countries. 
They  may  poflefs  fine  genius,  when  you  fhall  be 
at  the  Hague  ; famous  minifters,  when  Carteret 
(hall  repair  thither ; and  heroes,  when  the  road 
of  the  king  my  uncle*  fhall  lie  through  their 
marlhes,  is  on  his  return  to  his  ifland. 

Fredericus  Voltarium  falutat. 


LETTER  CCXIII. 

From  M,  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  Paris,  January  7,  1744. 

I HAVE  at  once  received  enough  to  turn 
more  than  one  brain — a former  letter  from  your 
majefty,  dated  November  the  twenty-ninth; 
two  medals,  which  reprefent  at  leafi;  a part  of 
the  countenance  of  the  king  and  the  man  of  ge- 
nius ; the  portrait  of  her  majefiy  the  queen  mo- 
ther ; that  of  the  princefs  Ulrica  ; and  in  fine, 

* The  king  of  England.  T. 

X 4 
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to  complete  thefe  favours,  delightful  verfes  from 
the  great  Frederic,  which  begin  thus : 

fitter e%-<vous  Vien  furement 
empire  de  Midas,  "votre  ingrate  patrie  ^ ? 

The  marquis  de  Fenelon  had  all  this  wealth 
in  his  pocket ; nor  would  he  part  with  it  till  he 
found  he  could  keep  it  no  longer.  He  has  re- 
tarded the  negociation,  as  if  he  had  been  ftipu- 
lating  with  the  Dutch.  But  I am  now  in  full 
poffeffion.  I have  kifled  all  the  portraits ; let 
the  princefs  Ulrica  bluQi  if  (he  pleafe. 

Such  charms  augufl  carets ! Ali!  Who  fhall  dare  ? 

Mad  were  the  with,  the  will ! 

And  yet  to  fee,  polTefs  them,  and  forbear, 

Were  madnefs  greater  ftill ! 

I did  fo,  fire,  to  your  yerfes;  the  harmony  and 
vivacity  of  which  have  produced  almoft  as  great 
cffeds  upon  me  as  the  miniature  of  her  royal 
highnefs.  I faid^ 

WHience  come  thefe  founds,  that  doubly  cheer 
The  glowing  heart  and  lift’ning  ear  ? 

Do  men  or  gods  thus  fweetly  play  ? 

Or  do  the  tuneful  mufes  ftray ; 

Frelh  garlands  firewing  as  they  go. 

With  words  that  win,  and  thoughts  that  flow  ^ 

And  will  you  really  quit  the  kingdom  of  Midas,  your 
ungrateful  countiy"? 


Or 
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Or  is  it  AmpKion’s  wondrous  lyre, 

That  rears  the  turret,  dome,  and  fpire  ? 

Or  old  Arion’s  harmony, 

Attracting  all  th,e  tribes  pf  fea  ? 

Let  me  my  fpell-bound  fenfe  convince ; 

^Tis-^or  Apollo,  or  my  prince  ! 

To  fong  fo  charming  foon  fucceed,  * 

From  thiftle-bed,  and  long-earM  breed, 

You  know  the  animal  I mean  *, 

Lifcordantbrays  of  burfling  fpleen. 

Hark  1 He  begins — “ Peace  ! PIcar  me  fing  ! 

“ Admire  no  more  your  poet-king  ; 

“ Say,  what  is  he,  if  I but  ope 

My  mouth  ? I,  who  with  monarchs  cope  ! 

What  though  he  rank  with  Europe^s  kings, 

I Europe  hold  in  leading  ftrings  !’* 

Achilles,  as  the  fable  fays, 

Was  tutor’d,  in  his  boyiHi  days, 

By  fome  odd  kind  of  quadrupcde. 

Half  horfe,  half  man,  a ftrangc  mix{:  breed, 

Tn  modern  times  the  wonder  *s  greater  : 

Our  preceptors  we  find  dame  Nature 
Has  form’d,  that  Ihe  might  all  furpafs, 

Jvfot  half-and-half,  but  wholly  afs  ! 

'*  Boyer,  bifliop  of  Mirepoix,  and  preceptor  to  the  Dau*- 
phin.  T^ 
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From  the  King, 

April  7,  1744. 

**^Jr************4i- 

In  my  own  defpite,  here  are  verfes  which  your 
Apollo  has  wrefted  from  me  ; by  him  am  I flill 
infpired. 

Your  Merope  has  been  delivered  to  me,  and 
I followed  the  orders  of  the  author  in  the  diftri- 
bution  of  his  book.  I am  not  aftonifhed  at  the 
fuccefs  of  the  piece.  The  corredlions  you  have 
made  in  it  have  rendered  it,  in  chaftity,  plan, 
probability,  and  pathos,  fuperior  to  all  your 
other  theatrical  pieces ; though  Mahomet  has 
more  force,  and  Brutus  finer  lines. 

My  filler  Ulrica  fees  your  dream  in  part 
accompliflied.  A king  afks  her  for  his  confort, 
and  the  wiQies  of  the  Swedifh  nation  all  centre 
in  her.  To  this  enthufiafm,  this  fanaticifm,  my 
tender  friendfliip  for  her  has  been  obliged  to  cede. 
She  is  going  into  a country  where  her  talents 
will  induce  her  to  a6l  a grand  and  fublime  part. 

Be  pleafed  to  tell  Rothemburg,  if  you  fee  him, 
it  is  not  well  in  him  not  to  write  to  me.  Since 

he 
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he  has  been  at  Paris,  I hear  no  more  of  him 
than  if  he  were  at  Pekin.  Your  atmofphere  re- 
fembles  the  fountain  of  Jouvence,  and  your  vo- 
luptuoufnefs  the  fpells  of  Circe  ; but  Rothem- 
burg  I hope  will  efcape  a metamorphofis. 

Adieu,  admirable  hiftorian,  great  poet,  charm- 
ing author  of  the  Maid,  who  is  kept  the  invihblc 
and  gloomy  prifoner  of  Circe.  Farewel,  lover 
of  Valeri’s  cook- maid,  of  madame  du  Chat elet^  and 
of  my  filler.  I recommend  myfelf  to  the  pro- 
tection of  your  talents  ; and  efpecially  to  your 
love  of  fliudy,  from  which  1 expect  my  fweeteR 
and  mofb  delightful  amufements. 

FREDERIC. 

The  houfe  is  difgarnifliing  that  had  been  be- 
gun to  be  furnidied  for  you  at  Berlin. 


LETTER  eeXV. 

From  the  King. 

Berlin,  December  i8,  1746*^ 

The  marquis  de  Paulmy  fhall  be  wel- 
comed, as  the  fon  of  a French  minifler  whom  I 
efteem;  and  as  a difciple  of  ParnalTus,  with 
Apollo’s  own  paiTport. 

* No  letters  have  been  found  of  the  year  1745)  and  but 
few  of  the  following  years. 

I am 
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I am  much  vexed  that  the  route  of  the  diikc’ 
de  Richelieu  does  not  lead  him  through  Berlin. 
He  has  the  reputation  of  uniting,  fuperior  to 
any  man  in  France,  the  talents  of  wit  and  of 
erudition  with  the  charming  blandifhments  of 
politenefs.  He  is  the  moft  advantageous  model 
of  the  French  nation  that  his  mafter  could  have 
chofen  for  the  embafly  ; a man  of  all  countries, 
a citizen  of  all  places,  and  who  would  in  every 
age  receive  the  fame  fuffrages  that  are  granted 
him  in  Paris,  France,  and  all  Europe. 

I am  accuftomed  to  live  without  many  of  the 
pleafures  of  this  life,  and  fhall  eafily  fupport  the 
want  of  that  good  company  the  coming  of  which 
the  gazettes  have  announced. 

As  long  as  you  die  only  in  metaphor,  I fhall 
leave  you  thus  to  die.  Confefs  your  fins ; greafe 
your  face  with  the  holy  oil ; receive  the  feven 
facraments,  all  at  once  if  you  plcafe ; for  to  me 
thefe  are  things  of  fmall  confequence.  How- 
ever, in  your  faid  agonies  of  death,  I fliall  take 
care  not  to  be  as  fecure  as  the  Dutch  have  been, 
relative  to  marfhal  Saxe.  Certainly  you  French- 
men are  aftonifhing  beings ; your  heroes  gain 
victories  with  death  trembling  on  their  lips,  and 
your  poets  write  immortal  works  while  expiring. 
What  would  you  not  do,  fliould  nature  ever  in 
caprice  render  you  fane  and  robuft  ? 


The 
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The  Anecdotes  of  the  Private  Life  of  Louis 
the  Great  have  given  me  much  pleafure,  though 
in  reality  I did  not  find  any  thing  new  in  them. 

I wifh  you  were  not  to  write  the  campaign  of 
1744,  but  that  you  would  put  the  finiQiing  hand 
to  the  Age  of  Louis  the  Great.  Cotemporary 
authors  have  been  accufed,  by  all  ages,  of  hav- 
ing fallen  into  the  error  of  writing  fatires,  or  of 
the  folly  of  flattery.  Were  it  poffible  for  you 
to  write  a bad  work,  it  would  be  by  obliging 
yourfelf  to  write  that  which  you  have  under- 
taken. It  is  for  men  to  perform  great  deeds, 
and  for  impartial  poflerity  to  pafs  fentence  on 
them  and  their  adions. 

Take  my  advice;  finifli  your  Maid  of  Orleans. 
It  were  better  to  unwrinkle  the  foreheads  of 
worthy  people  than  to  write  gazettes  for  the 
mob.  Hercules  in  chains,  encumbered  by  his 
fhackles,  muft  lofe  his  ftrength,  and  become 
more  nervelefs  than  the  cowardly  Paris. 

It  fhould  feem  the  dauphin  marries  only  to 
cxercife  your  genius.  Semiramis  is  as  famous,  in 
Germany,  as  the  new  dauphinefs  is  in  France. 
Enable  me  therefore  to  judge  either  of  one  or 
both,  and  I will  join  my  fulfrase  to  the  fuffrages 
of  Verfailles. 

Maupertuis  recovers  from  his  illnefs.  The 
whole  city  is  interefted  in  his  fate  ; he  is  our  Pal- 
2 ladiuni. 
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ladiiim,  and  the  finefl:  conquefl;  I ever  made  in 
my  life : for,  with  refpedt  to  you,  you  are  in- 
conftant,  ungrateful,  perfidious ; nay,  I know 
not  what  I (hould  fay,  did  I not  forgive  you,  and 
all  Frenchmen,  out  of  my  refped  to  Louis  XV. 

Adieu — the  bell  tingles  to  prayers  at  the 
theatre.  Barbarini,  Cochois,  and  Hauteville 
call  me  ; I am  going  to  admire  them.  I love 
perfeclion  in  every  profeflion,  in  every  art ; for 
this  reafon  I cannot  refufe  my  efteem  to  the  au- 
thor of  the  Flenriade. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  eeXVI. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire^ 

SIRE,  Cirey,  January  24,  1747. 

A T length  I have  received  the  packet  of 
the  twenty- fourth  of  November.  An  infernal 
courier,  to  whofe  charge  this  packet  was  com- 
mitted, with  all  its  charming  contents,  inclofed 
in  a box  directed  to  madame  du  Chatelet  at 
Paris,  galloped  fo  faft  that  he  galloped  away 
with  it  to  Strafburg  ; and  afterward  left  it  in  the 
town  of  Troyes,  eighteen  leagues  from  this 
place. 


Fair 
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Fair  Albion’s  admirals,  with  conq’ring  fword. 

Cape  Breton,  having  ta’en,  might  have  reftor’d  ; 

Nay,  France  might  have  recover’d  ail  fhe  loll. 

While  we  were  waiting  for  the  tardy  poll. 


We  always  return  to  our  ruling  palTions.  You 
write  verfes,  whenever  you  have  no  battles  to 
fight.  I imagined  you  had  addidted  yourfelf 


You  fall  on  the  Auftrians  and  Saxons;  you 
grant  peace  to  a king,  your  enemy,  in  his  capital ; 
you  conquer  metaphyfics;  you  write  the  Memoirs 
of  an  age  of  which  you  are  the  firft'  man  ; and 
finally  you  write  poetry,  of  which  you  affuredly 
write  more  than  I,  with  whom  it  is  all  over,  and 
who  have  given  up  the  trade. 

1 have  not  feen  the  poem  with  which  you 
have  regaled  M.  de  Maurepas;  but  I was  in 
pofTeffion  of  the  Epiftle  with  which  you  have 
honoured  the  prelident  of  your  academy,  and 
which  is  very  charming.  The  du  Gue-Trouin, 
half  man  and  half  fea-hog,  is  very  pleafant : 
but  the  Epiflle  of  the  Vanity  of  Fame  and  of 
Intereft  delights  me  fliil  more. 


entirely  to  profe. 


Your  genius,  which  no  limits  yet  has  found. 
From  pallid  Wlfdom’s  hill,  with  fportive  bound 
Or  wavy  flight,  defcent  could  not  refrain, 

To  playful  Poetry’s  enchanting  plain. 


s 
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The  portrait  of  the  iflander — 

(te  fon  cabinet  penfe  agiter  la  terre  ; 

T)e  fes  propres  fnjets  habile  fedudeur  ; 

Des  princes  ct  des  rois  dangereux  corrupteur,  &c.* 

is  a moiTel  of  the  greateH;  force  and  beauty.  The 
contradiftions  of  man  are  well  touched  upon  in 
this  Epiflle. 

Of  madmen,  gaining  mad  applaufe, 

Your  hand  a bold,  grand,  picture  draws  ; 

The  llory  tells  of  human  life  ; 

Eventful,  troubled,  tale  of  flrife  ! 

’Tis  thus  the  fage  looks  down,  from  Wifdoni’s  feat. 

And  views  the  vale  of  Mis’ry  at  his  feet. 

I involuntarily  attributed  the  Ode  on  War  to 
fome  poor  citizen,  but  good  poet,  who  was 
weary  of  paying  the  tenth,  and  the  tenth  of  the 
tenth,  and  of  feeing  his  miferable  hut  ravaged. 
No  fuch  thing  ! It  is  by  the  king  who  began 
the  fquabble  ; he  who,  with  arms  in  hand,  has 
gained  a province,  and  five  battles. 

Your  majefty  writes  fine  verfes,  but  you  laugh 
at  mankind.  Who  knows  whether  you  do  not 
think  as  you  fay,  when  you  write  ? Humanity 
may  perhaps  hold  converfe  with  you  in  that 

Who  in  his  clofet  thinks  to  diflurb  the  world ; the  art- 
ful fedneer  of  his  own  fubjefls  j the  dangerous  ccnTiipter  of 
princes  and  of  kings,  &c. 


very 


CORRESPONDENCE.  321 

Very  cabinet  in  which  Policy  and  Fame  have 
ihgned  orders  for  the  alTembling  of  armies.  To- 
day we  are  animated  by  the  paffions  of  the  hero; 
to-morrow  we  reaibn  like  philofophers.  This 
is  all  very  confiftent,  according  as  the  wheels  of 
the  thinking  machine  happen  to  be  wound  np. 
1 can  affure  your  majefty,  you  are  yourfelf  a 
proof  to  me  of  what  you  deigned  to  write  to 
me,  ten  years  ago,  on  the  dodlrine  of  freedom 
and  neceflity. 

I not  long  fince  again  read  this  fhort  Effay. 
It  made  me  tremble ; and  the  more  I think  on 
it  the  more  I find  myfelf  of  your  majefty’s  opi- 
nion. I wifhed  very  much  we  fliould  be  free, 
and  I did  every  thing  in  my  power  to  believe 
the  dod:rine.  Experience  and  reafon  have  con- 
vinced nie  that  we  are  only  machines ; formed 
to  go  for  a certain  time,  as  it  fhall  pleafe  God. 
Thank  nature  for  the  manner  in  which  your  ma- 
chine is  made  : for  my  part,  I thank  her  for 
having  wound  it  up  fo  as  to  write  the  Epiftle  to 
HermoHmus. 


Le  vainqueur  de  PAfie^  en  fuljuguant  cent  rots 
Dans  le  rap'tde  cours  de  fes  hrillans  exploits^ 

EJllmalt  Ariftote,  et  meditait  Jon  llvre  ; 

Heureux  ft  fa  ra  fony  plus  docile  a le  fuivrey 
Riprimant  un  courroux  trop  fatal  a Clitusy 
RTeuty  par  ce  meurtre  affreuxy  ohfeurei  fes  vertus  I 
VOL.  Yii,  y Mah 
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Mats  ce  mime  Alexandre,  appaijant  fa  furie^ 

JEn  faveur  de  Pindare  epargna  fa  patrie 

No  one  in  France  has  written  better  verfes 
than  thefe  ; and  there  are  many  in  this  Epiftle 
of  equal  force,  perfpicacity,  and  elegance.  Per- 
haps your  majefty  has  by  this  time  read  Catalina, 
You  will  fee  whether  our  academicians  write  as 
well  as  yourfelf. 

Many  thanks,  fire,  for  having,  in  your  Ode  on 
your  academy,  deigned  to  employ,  in  the  conclu- 
fion  of  the  ftrophe,  the  three  Ihort  lines  of  three 
feet ; a meafure  which  I imagined,  and  which 
I only  had  ufed.  By  embellilhing  it,  you  have 
given  it  fandlion,  I know  but  few  meafures  that 
are  more  harmonious ; nor  are  there  many  ears 
capable  of  fuch  delicacies.  Thofe  of  your  half- 
blind mathematician,  whom  your  majefty  men- 
tions, certainly  are  not ‘j-.  We,  the  adepts,  who 
underftand  each  other,  are  few  in  number^  the  reft 

^ The  conqueror  of  Afia,  fubjecting  a hundred  kings  in  his 
fplendid  courfe,  efteemed  Ariftotle,  and  meditated  on  his  book. 
Happy  had  he  been  had  his  more  gentle  reafon  followed  its  doc- 
trines, and  reprcfled  his  too  fatal  wrath  againft  Clitus  ; he  then 
had  not  dimmed  his  virtues  by  fo  hateful  a murder.  Yet  this 
fame  Alexander,  calming  his  fury,  fpared  the  birth-place  of 
Pindar,  in  favour  of  the  poet. 

f This  half-blind  mathematician  was  Leonard  Euler,  who 
was  one  of  the  greateft  men  of  the  age,  though  but  ill  ac- 
quainted with  French  poetry. 

' are 
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are  the  profane.  All  the  initiated  ought  to  af- 
fcmble  at  your  court. 


LETTER  CCXVII. 

From  the  King, 

February  22,  17474 

I F I N D you  did  not  write  your  Semira- 
mis  for  Paris.  Men  do  not  labour  carefully  to 
produce  a tragedy,  and  fuffer  it  to  remain  locked 
up  in  obfcurity.  I guefs  your  meaning.  Con- 
fefs ; you  have  written  this  piece  for  our  theatre 
of  Berlin.  This  is  certainly  a compliment  which 
you  have  paid  me,  and  which  your  difcretion  or 
your  modefhy  will  not  permit  you  to  avow.  In 
thio  fenfe  I return  you  my  thanks;  and  wait 
for,  that  I may  applaud,  the  piece  : though  we 
may  boldly  applaud,  without  having  feen  your 
writings.  It  is  extreme  injuftice  on  the  part  of 
the  public,  or  rather  in  the  intrigues  of  cabal,  to 
rob  you  of  the  praifes  which  you  merit. 

I find  you  are  determined  to  write  hiftory. 
Well,  fince  fo  it  muft  be,  follow  this  unnatural 
impulfe,  which  I fiiall  no  longer  oppofe. 

The  work  on  which  I am  bufied  is  neither  in 
the  ftyle  of  memoirs  nor  of  commentaries.  I 
am  not  my  own  hero  ; it  is  fatuity  in  any  man 
Y 2 to 
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to  think  himfelf  a being  fo  remarkable  that  the 
world  ought  to  be  circumftantially  informed  of 
all  that  relates  to  his  individual  perfon.  I paint ' 
the  changes  that  have  happened  in  Europe,  at 
large ; and  apply  myfelf  to  Iketch  out  whatever 
may  be  remarkable,  or  ridiculous  and  contradic- 
tory, in  the  conduct  of  thofe  by  whom  Europe  is 
governed.  I have  given  an  abflra6l  of  the  mod 
important  negociations,  and  the  mod  memora- 
ble deeds  of  war.  I have  feafoned  the  narra- 
tive with  rededions  on  the  caufes  of  events, 
and  on  the  different  effeds  of  which  a like  caufc 
is  produdive,  when  it  happens  in  other  times, 
or  among  other  nations. 

The  details  of  war  which  you  difdain,  "are  no 
doubt  thofe  long  journals  which  contain  a dull 
enumeration  of  a thoufand  minute  trides ; and 
in  this  you  are  right.  We  ought  however  to 
didinguidi  between  the  materials,  and  the  capa- 
city of  thofe  by  whom  they  are  generally  em- 
ployed. Were  we  to  read  a defcription  of  Paris, 
in  which  the  author  fhould  amufe  himfelf  by 
giving  the  exad  dimendons  of  every  houfe  in 
that  immenfe  city,  and  in  which  he  fhould  not 
omit  the  plan  of  the  viled  brothel,  the  author 
and  his  book  would  be  condemned  to  univerfal 
laughter ; but  we  fhould  not  therefore  fay  Paris 
is  a dull  city.  It  is  my  opinion  that  the  great 

deeds 
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deeds  of  war,  written  concifely  and  with  truth, 
fo  as  to  develop  the  reafons  of  the  leader  of  an 
army  in  his  adions,  and  as  it  were  to  expofe  the 
foul  of  his  operations — 1 repeat,  fuch  memoirs 
could  not  but  be  inftrudive  to  all  thofe  who  ad- 
did  themfelves  to  profeflion  of  arms.  They 
are  like  lelTons  given  by  an  anatomifi:  to  a fta- 
tuary,  by  which  the  latter  is  taught  wh^t  are  the 
contradions  of  the  mufclcs  of  the  human  body 
y/hen  in  motion.  All  arts  have  their  examples 
and  their  precepts;  why  fhould  not  war,  by 
which  we  defend  our  country,  and  fave  nations 
iB;orn  approaching  ruin,  not  have  them  likewife  ? 

Should  you  continue  to  write  on  the  late  war, 
it  will  bpcpme  n\e  to  cede  the  field  of  battle  to 
you.  Neither  is  my  work  written  for  the  pub- 
lic. I have  had  very  ferious  thoughts  of  dying, 
for  I have  been  flightly  attacked  by  an  apoplexy ; 
my  conftitution  and  age  reftored  me  to  life. 
Had  I defcended  to  the  (hades,  I fliould  have 
watched  Lucretius  and  Virgil,  till  tjie  moment 
when  I (hould  have  feen  you  arrive ; for  your 
place  in  Edyfium  miifl  be  tjiat  pf  being  feated 
between  thofe  two  gentlemen.  Not  but  I am 
better  pleafed  to  appoint  a rendezvous  with  you 
in  this  world ; my  curiofity  concerning  infinL 
tude,  and  the  principles  of  things,  is  not  fufii- 
ciently  great  to  induce  me  to  haften  the  journey, 
' ' ' Y ^ You 
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You  lead  me  to  hope  I fliall  fee  you  again : 
bur  1 will  not  flatter  myfelf  with  the  fuppofition, 
till  I adually  behold  you ; for  I have  no  great 
confidence  in  this  journey.  You  may  however 
exped  a kind  welcome. 

Ungrateful  though  you  are,  I love  you  flill  5 
Kind  is  my  heart,  nor  ilubborn  is  my  will. 

The  duke  de  Richelieu  has  feen  dauphins, 
feflivals,  ceremonies,  and  fools : fuch  is  the  lot 
of  an  ambaffador.  I have  feen  the  little  Paul- 
my,  who  is  as  affable  as  he  is  amiable  and  witty. 
Our  wits  robbed  his  portmanteau  before  he  de- 
parted. He  was  obliged  to  leave  us  a charming 
comedy,  which  has  been  fuccefsful  in  reprefen- 
tation.  He  muft  at  prefent  be  at  Paris,  and  I 
beg  you  to  give  my  compliments  to  him  : tell 
him  he  will  continually  be  remembered  here, 
as  one  of  the  moft  amiable  of  men. 

You  lent  your  Maid  of  Orleans  to  the  duchefs 
of  Wlrtemberg ; and  Ihe,  be  it  known  to  you, 
caufed  it  to  be  copied  during  the  night.  Such 
are  the  people  in  whom  you  confide ; yet  thofe 
who  mofl  merit  your  confidence,  or  rather  to 
whom  you  ought  totally  to  abandon  yourfelf, 
are  the  very  people  of  whom  you  are  fufpicious. 

Adieu.  May  nature  grant  you  the  ftrength 
Sieceffary  to  come  to  this  country  ; and  may  fhe 

ftill 
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ftill  preferve  you  many  years,  for  .the  ornament 
of  letters,  and  the  honour  of  the  human  mind ! 


LETTER  CCXVIIL 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

March,  1747^# 

The  fpinning  fillers,  call’d  tlie  Fates, 

As  he  who  told  this  tale  relates, 

Hearing  the  damn’d,  that  daily  came. 

Recount  llrange  ftories  of  your  fame. 

Your  verfe,  youV  vidl’ries,  and  your  laws. 

Your  conqu’ring  arm  which  earth  o’erawes. 

And  all  the  a61s  you  had  achiev’d, 

Of  kings  the  oldefl  you  believ’d. 

O’er  all  they  hear  the  Parcse  pore. 

Then  ftraight  from  black  Cocytan  fhorc 
The  haggard  eldefl,  Atropos, 

Of  hateful  beldams  moll  morofe, 

By  Time  attended,  they  depute 
Their  dire  behells  to  execute. 

Grey  hair,  fhrunk  llianks,  a wrinkled  face, 

A treble  voice,  a tott’ring  pace, 

A faplefs  trunk,  a doting  mind. 

The  witch  concluded  Ihe  Ihould  find. 

She  came,  llie  faw,  amaz’d  Ihe  Hood  ! 

Your  florid  vig’rous  health  Ihe  view’d  ; 

Your  flowing  locks,  your  manhood  prime, 
impair’d  ?— Oh  no  ! Improv’d  by  time ; 

y 4 
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Your  face  (on  which  her  looks  were  bent) 

That  teem’d  with  foul  and  fentiment ; 

Yourfword,  your  ftill  more  potent  lyre. 

Your  eyes  that  genius  flafh’d  and  fire ; 

Aye,  moft  your  eyes,  in  which  fhe  read 
All  there  t’  admire,  and  all  to  dread ! 

She  view’d,  and,  blefl  event ! file  thought 
How  Orpheus  fung,  Alcides  fought ; 

Remember’d  how,  in  lucklefs  hour, 

The  heroes  each  defied  her  pow’r : ^ 

Yes,  fingly ! — Then  what  might  be  done 
By  both  the  champions  met  in  one  ? 

The  fearful  image  having  fcann’d. 

Her  baneful  fneers  forfook  her  hand  ; 

Once  more  fhc  fought  the  fhadcs  of  night, 

Tow’rd  hell  once  more  fhe  took  her  flight. 

She  finds  her  lifters,  tells  her  tale  ; 

They  liften,  wonder,  and  bewail 
Their  baffled  pow’r  ; deep  thoughts  revolve 
In  each,  and  foon  they  all  refolve 
With  flcill  profound  a web  to  weave. 

And  thus  their  credit  loft  retrieve  ; 

A golden  tiffue  to  beftow, 

To  gain  a friend  they  fear’d  to  think  a foe 

I real  I 

* 1 have  cccafionally  heightened  the  colouring,  and  given 
a ne*iv  turn  to  the  conclufion,  of  this  poem.  Voltaire  adds  a 
dozen  lines,  in  which  he  weaves  another  web,  of  the  fame  fluff, 
for  the  feeble  and  effeminate  Louis  XV.  To  this  he  was  in- 
duced by  his  fituation  at  the  French  court ; and  excufed, 
though  fcarcely  juftified,  by  the  victories  of  France  in  Flan- 
ders. Though  panegyric,  the  poem  is  beautifully  animated  ; 
and  I could  not  prevail  on  myfelf  to  fpoil  the  pi6lure,  by  in- 
troducing^ 


COHIIESPONDENCE. 

I really,  fire,  fhould  not  turn  fuch  trifles  intq 
rhyme,  and  fhould  be  the  very  reverfe  of  jocu- 
lar, had  not  your  letter  by  cheering  me  infpired 
mirth.  Fame,  who  ever  keeps  a hundred  open 
mouths,  and  who  opens  a thoufand  when  Ihe 
fpeaks  of  you,  had  reported  here  that  your  ma- 
j.cfty  was  at  the  laft  extremity,  and  that  there  were 
very  little  hopes.  This  bad  news,  fire,  would 
have  given  you  great  pleafure,  had  you  feen  the 
manner  in  which  it  was  received.  All  was  con^ 
fiernation,  and  you  could  not  have  been  more 
regretted  in  your  own  kingdom.  You  would 
have  enjoyed  your  whole  glory ; you  would  have 
feen  the  effefl  which  unexampled  merit  may 
produce  on  an  affe6lionate  people.  You  would 
have  felt  all  the  fweets  of  being  beloved  by  a 
nation  which,  in  defpite  of  its  defe6ls,  is  perhaps 
the  only  difpenfer  of  renown.  The  Englil]i 
praife  none  but  theEnglifh ; the  Italians  are  non- 
entities; the  Spaniards  have  no  longer  any  heroes, 

troducing  aii  extraneous  and  mean  addition.  However  1 here 
add  a literal  tranflation  of  the  lines  I have  omitted  in  the  text. 
“ They  wove  another  fplendid,  golden^  and  immortal  web, 
“ for  Louis  ; for  you  both  are  friends  ; you  both  take  cities  ; 
“ you  both  win  battles,  fighting  againfl;  the  fame  enemies ; 
‘‘  you  reign  over  fubmilfive  hearts,  one  at  Berlin,  the  other 

“ at  Verfallles;  both  fhall  one  day But  I forbear;  it  is  eafy 

to  dlfpleafe  when  we  fay  too  much.  To  compare  two  living 
heroes,  is  no  trifling  talk.’'  T. 


nox 
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nor  have  they  any  writers ; the  monades  of  Leib- 
nitz, and  pre-eftablifhed  harmony,  will  never 
immortalize  any  great  men  in  Germany.  You 
know,  lire,  I am  not  prejudiced  in  favour  of 
my  country ; but  I can  venture  to  allure  you 
it  is  the  only  country  which  eredls  monuments 
to  the  fame  of  great  men  who  are  not  its  own 
fons. 

For  my  own  part,  lire,  your  danger  made  me 
fnudder,  and  cod  me  many  tears.  It  was  M.  de 
Paulmy  who  informed  me  that  your  majefty  was 
in  good  health,  and  refliored  joy  to  my  heart. 

I am  tempted  to  believe  the  pills  of  Stahl 
might  do  good  to  the  king  of  PruiTia.  They 
were  invented  at  Berlin,  and  have  lately  almoft 
cured  me.  If  they  have  in  part  patched  up  my 
feeble  frame,  what  would  they  not  effecd  on  the 
conftitution  of  a hero  ? 


LETTER  CCXIX. 

Frcm  the  King. 

April  24,  1747. 

Thes  E fhores  of  Cocytiis  you  really  deferibe 
In  language  fo  lively,  of  Fates  the  whole  tribe 
You  give  fuch  a pifture,  and  tempt  me  fo  much, 

3By  each  bold  fweeping  ftroke  and  each  delicate  touch, 
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That  Pd  take  a trip  thither,  and  pay  my  refped  t® 

Sir  Cerb’rus  the  mild,  and  fweet  madam  Alefto, 

Did  I not  remember,  fo  dang’rous  the  track. 

That  I never  yet  met  with  one  foul  who  came  back*  ’ 

To  be  wreck’d  in  an  old  crazy  boat,  I muil  own. 

With  a pilot  fo  gruff,  on  a coaft  fo  unknown, 

Were  foodd,  that  I’llputoff  the  journey,  through  fear. 

For  a week — or  a month — or  perhaps  for  a year. 

Mifs  Fiftion  in  peaceful  pofTeflion  I leave 

Of  her  kingdom,  in  which  fhe  may  young  fouls  receive. 

Her  fubjedls  I doubt  want  politenefs  and  breeding; 
Unfubftantial  I hear  is  their  manner  of  feeding. 

In  fhort,  I make  over  my  lands  and  poffeffions 
To  faints,  who  have  claims  from  their  pray’rs,  and  procefiions. 
Their  faith,  and  their  hope,  and  their  waflring,  and  oiling, 
To  which  they  ’re  induc’d  by  the  fear  of  parboiling  : 

So  fhould  any  one  be  difpatch’d  by  the  gout. 

And,  being  anointed,  prepare  to  fet  out, 

Let  him  come  but  to  me,  and  I’ll  freely  refign 

All  the  rights  and  the  diftrifts  that  might  have  been  minc^ 

Or  fhould  fome  bluff  ecclefiaftical  giant, 

A dodfor,  in  argument  not  over  pliant, 

A wizard,  whofe  whiff  can  hoft  infidel  kill, 

Who  can  conjure  up  Beelzebub  with  a goofe  quill, 

Who  profeffes  contempt  for  the  witty  and  wife. 

Who  has  taken  a lodging  up  flairs  in  the  flcies. 

Who  hereafter  ivill  gormandize  heavenly  dew, 

But  who  now  flays  his  flomach  with  earthly  ragout ; 

Should  he  wifh  for  flill  more  of  ethereal  fluff. 

For  dodlors  but  feldom  fuppofe  they ’ve  enough — 

Let  me  but  enjoy  what  on  earth  may  be  found. 

He  fhall  thei'e  have  my  chattels,  goods,  cattle,  and  ground. 
Contemning  fuch  madmen,  I feek  to  be  pleas’d ; 

And,  when  by  the  demon  of  poetry  teiz’d, 
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Of  the  fti'eams  of  Parnaffus  I iip  with  delight  ; 

That  is,  I take  pen,  ink,  and  paper — and  write. 

But  Youth  on  the  wane,  and  impertinent  Age 
Is  beginning  to  give  me  the  looks  of  a fage  j 
Suppofing  jit  granted,  as  grim-beards  have  taught. 

That  wrinkles  are  always  fure  figns  of  deep  thought® 

A4ieu,  gentle  Pleafures  ! Bright  Fancy,  adieu  I 
Farewel  to  thy  whims  and  thy  mad  merry  crew  I 
ForWifdom,  I’m  told,  in  her  precepts  fevere, 

Muil  always  like  Cato  look  grave  and  auilere. 

Tarewel  to  the  Mufe  too,  who,  what  though  a maid. 

Of  heaven  itlhlf,  nay  of  hell,  not  afraid, 

Will  rap  out  an  oath  with  ineffable  grace* 

Nor  blulh  though  dame  Reafon  flare  up  in  her  face. 

Tq  thy  biforked  hill,  oh  Parnaffus,  farewel  1 
For  there  I’m  no  longer  permitted  to  dwell : 

But  ah  ! Blefl  refleftion  ! . though  gone,  I leave  there 
Thy  fav’rite,  defender,  and  monarch,  Voltaire. 

return  you  a little  copper  for  the  pure  gold 
which  you  fent  me.  Nothing  certainly  can  be 
fuperior  to  your  verfes  : I have  fecn  fome  ad- 
drelTed  by  you  to  Algarotti,  which  are  charm- 
ing; but  thofe  which  you  have  written  for  me 
are  ftill  beftpr. 

Semiramis  arrived  at  the  fame  time,  full  of 
grand  deferiptive  beauties,  and  noble  paflages, 
which  confirm  me  in  the  decided  tafte  I have 
for  your  works.  I know  not  however  whether  the 
fpgdres  and  ghofls  which  you  have  introduced, 
in  this  piece,  will  impart  all  that  pathos  to  it 
that  you  expeel:.  The  fpirit  of  the  eighteenth 

century 
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century  is  inclined  to  the  marvellous,  when  in 
recital ; but  there  is  fome  danger  in  putting  it 
in  adion.  I doubt  whether  the  (hade  of  the 
great  Ninus  will  make  profelytes.  Thofe  who 
fcarcely  believe  there  is  a God  muft  laugh,  when 
they  fee  demons  ading  their  part  on  the  ftage. 

I perhaps  am  too  adventurous  in  expoling  my 
doubts,  on  a fubjed;  of  which  I am  no  competent 
judge.  Were  it  fome  manifefto,  fome  alliance, 
or  fome  treaty  of  peace,  perhaps  I might  reafon 
more  at  my  eafe,  and  prattle  politics,  by  which 
the  knavery  of  men  is  generally  burlefqued  into 
heroifm. 

I am  at  prefent  deep  in  hiftory.  I ftudy  and 
write  it,  yet  am  more  curious  to  read  the  hifto- 
ries  of  others  than  to  conclude  my  own. 

I am  better  at  prefent.  I ftill  preferve  my 
efteem  for  you,  and  am  ever  difpofed  to  receive 
you  with  eagernefs. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 

Let  me  beg  you  to  pay  my  compliments  to 
madame  du  Chatelet,  and  to  thank  her  for  the 
part  (he  ^akes  in  what  relates  to  me. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCXX, 

From  the  King, 

P-Qtfdam,  November  ig,  I74?4i 

Headstrong,  difdainMofthe  rein, 

To  curb  thee  all  attempts  are  vain ; 

Begone  then,  Mufe,  and  plead  thy  caufe 
In  critic  court ; from  critic  laws 
Thy  fentence  hear ; thy  wares  difplay  ; 

Thy  pack  of  portraits  ftraight  convey 
To  Homer,  living  now  in  Gaul ; 

Thy  ftrange  exploits,  recount  them  all ! 

Go,  croaking  fly  on  raven  wing, 

Provoke-  the  nightingale  to  fing, 

Goflip,  no  airs  ; once  more,  begone ! 

What  errand  ? Oh — I know  thou  ’ft  none  j 
Except  the  fife  difeordant  may 
Excite  the  trumpet’s  warlike  lay. 

Away  ! Depofe  thy  cumbrous  load 
Of  dull  Epiftle,  Tale,  and  Ode, 

With  ev’ry  loofe  and  idle  chime 
That  has  disfigur’d  thought  for  rhyme. 

Before  thy  fov’reign  liege,  Voltaire.  ^ 

Of  blabbing,  hufley,  too  beware  ! I 

Mind ! Not  a word  of  whofe  they  are  ! J 


Such  is  the  "manner  in  which  I have  fpoken 
to  my  mufe,  or  to  my  mind  ; to  which  I added 
Tome  further  refiedions.  Voltaire,  faid  I,  is 
unhappy ; a bookfcller,  covetous  of  his  works, 
j or 
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or  fome  familiar  editor,  may  happen  to  fteal  his 
box;  you,*  my  verfes,  will  have  the  misfortune  to 
be  there,  and  in  your  own  defpite  will  be  obliged 
to  make  your  appearance  in  the  world. 

Feeling  however  that  this  refledion  was  the 
offspring  of  vanity,  I opined  for  the  departure  of 
the  verfes ; having  difcovered  in  reality  that 
fuch  laborious  works,  inflead  of  being  locked 
up  in  your  box,  might  better  ferve  to  light  the 
pipes  of  king  Stanidaus.  Let  them  be  burnt ; 
it  is  the  beh:  death  they  can  expedf.  A-propos 
of  king  Staniflaus,  who  I think  leads  a mod: 
happy  life  : report  fays  he  fumigates  madame 
du  Chatelet,  and  the  gentleman  in  ordinary  of 
the  chamber  of  Louis  XV.;  or,  in  other  words, 
that  he  cannot  live  without  you  both.  This 
is  reafonable  ; this  is  as  it  flmuld  be.  How  dif- 
ferent is  the  deiliny  of  men  ! While  Staniflaus 
is  in  full  enjoyment  of  every  pleafure,  I,  a poor 
madman,  perhaps  accurfed  of  God,  am  rhym- 
ing  ! 

Pafs  we  to  fubjecls  more  grave.  Do  you 
know  that  I am  very  ferionfly  angry  with  you  ? 
How  can  I poffibly  be  otherwife  ? For— 

’Mong  all  the  wits  which  Fraiice  can  boall, 

Of  his  who  merits  fame  the  moil 
A year  is  paft,  1 mean  an  age, 

Since  verfe  or  profe  Pve  feen  a page. 


At 
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At  Babylon,  ’tis  fo  complain’d,' 
Semiramis  holds  him  enchain’d. 

But  ought  this  new  Tifiphone 
To  make  him  quit  the  world,  and  me  ? 

Perhaps  of  Louis  now  he  writes,' 

And  all  his  mighty  deeds  recites  ? 

Tells  how  the  haughty  Meufe  deplores 
Her  conquer’d  towns,  infulted  IhoreS. 

What  then  ? Since  genius  can  unbend, 

And  wifdom  can  with  trifles  blend,  t 

Say,  why  this  filence  with  a friend  ? I 
That  Charon  had  (*twas  Envy’s  boaft) 
Laid  violent  hands  upon  his  ghofl, 

Was  faid  indeed,  to  take  it  where 
The  wife  and  foolifli  equal  are  ; 

And  whence  ne’er  yet  did  ghofl.  efcajie, 

To  truly  fliew  the  world  its  fliape. 

But  Rumour  could  not  long  conceal 
Voltaire  was  gone  to  Luneville. 

Nay,  Rumour  fays  much  more  than  I 
Can  recolletfl: ; yet  let  me  try — 

She  fays  two  monarchs  pay  him  court : 
The  one  a king  without  fupport. 

Without  a kingdom  ; but  the  other 
Can  kingdoms  give  to  fon  or  brother. 

Thefe  kings  I’d  join,  and  add  my  name. 
Could  that  add  aught  to  Voltaire^s  famel 
But  Modefty  forbids  the  thought ; 

Good  Senfe  has  wdfer  maxims  taught# 


Motwirbflanding  this  filence,  I will  endeavour, 
at  fhis  diflance  to  excite  your  ardor  to  continue 
your  labours.  I will  not  fay-—’^^  Valorous  fon 

of 
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of  Telamon,  roufe  up  your  courage,  now 
when  all  the  leaders  your  brave  companions 
are  difabled,  and  the  fate  of  Greece  depends 
upon  your  arm  but  I will  fay — Finifh  }rour 
Hiftory  of  Louis  the  Great ; and,  having  be- 
ftowed  a Virgil  on  France,  to  this  glory  add 
that  of  beftowing  an  Ariofto. 

Public  report  has  put  me  into  an  ill  hu- 
mour. I cannot  but  think  that,  not  being  at 
Paris,  you  would  be  quite  as  well  at  Berlin  as 
at  Lunevilie.  If  it  be  poffible  to  enter  into 
terms,  with  madame  du  Chatelet,  I propofe  to 
borrow  her  Voltaire  on  hire,  V/e  have  a huofc 

o 

mathematical  cyclops  whom  we  will  barter 
with  her  for  the  wit.  But  let  her  determine 
quickly.  Should  flie  confent  to  the  exchange, 
there  is  no  time  to  Be  loft.  Our  man  has  but 
one  eye;  and  a prodigious  curve,  which  he  is 
calculating  at  prefent,  may  make  him  totally 
blind,  before  the  bargain  may  be  concluded. 

Let  me  know  her  anfwer  ; and  at  the  fame 
time  kindly  accept  the  profound  falutations 
which  my  Mufe  pays  to  your  puiflant  Genius. 
Adieu, 

FREDERIC. 

* M.  Eukr,  T. 
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LETTER  CCXXL 
Prom  the  King, 

Potfdam,  February  13,  1749. 

I H AV  E received  two  of  your  letters  at 
once  with  pleafure.  Confefs  that  the  huge  packet 
of  verfes,  which  I fent  you,  appeared  to.  you 
to  be  very  ridiculous.  It  feemed  to  me  as  if 
Therfites  were  to  challenge  Achilles  to  the  field. 
1 hoped  that  to  your  letters  would  be  added  a 
criticifm  on  my  pieces,  as  was  your  former  cuf- 
tom,  when  I was  an  inhabitant  of  Remufberg, 
where  poor  Kayferling,  whom  I do  and  ever 
fhall  regret,  admired  you.  But  Voltaire,  be- 
come a courtier,  can  afford  nothing  but  praife. 
This  trade  I allow  is  the  leaf!  dangerous.  Do 
not  however  imagine  that  my  poetic  fame  was 
offended  by  your  corredions.  I am  not  fo 
foolifh  as  to  prefume  that  a German  may  write 
good  French  poetry. 

To  author  who  with  beauties  error  blends 
The  candid  critic  is  the  bell  of  friends. 

By  felf-love  hoodwink’d,  fault  we  none  can  find. 

Till  with  her  flambeau  Truth  illitme  our  mind  ; 

And  often  does  the  pouring  flood  of  light 
With  hidden  blaze  oifend  our  feeble  fight. 

But  foon  th’  expanding  pow’rs  new  truths  explore. 

Support  the  day,  and  darknefs  feek  no  more. 


Be 
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Be  kind  enough  not  to  fpare  me.  I feel  I 
hiight  do  better,  but  fhew  me  how. 

Do  you  not  think  that  to  write  poetry  well 
is  a progrefs  toward  the  writing  well  in  profe  ? 
Will  not  the  ftyle  become  more  energetic  s ef- 
pecially  if  care  be  taken  not  to  overload  profe 
with  epithets,  periphrafis,  and  poetic  turns  ? 

I delight  much  in  philofophy  and  poetry* 
When  I fay  philofophy,  I do  not  by  that  un- 
derftand  either  mathematics  or  metaphyfics. 
The  firft,  though  fublime,  is  not  for  common 
intercourfe ; I abandon  it  to  fome  poring  Eng- 
lifhman  : let  him  govern  the  heavens  as  he  fliall 
pleafe ; I confine  myfelf  to  the  planet  of  which  I 
am  an  inhabitant.  As  for  metaphyfics,  as  you 
have  well  faid,  they  are  air  bubbles.  When  we 
are  adventurous  enough  to  travel  into  metaphy- 
fical  countries,  we  wander  among  precipices  and 
gulphs.  I am  perfuaded  Nature  never  intended 
we  fhould  divine  her  fecrets,  but  that  we  fliould 
co-operate  in  the  plan  which  it  was  her  inten- 
tion to  execute.  Let  us  make  the  mod  of  life ; 
nor  once  trouble  ourfelves  whether  we  arc 
induced  to  ad  by  refiftlefs  impulfe,  or  by  con- 
feious  freedom. 

Did  I however  dare  to  venture  my  opinion 
on  this  fubjed,  it  feems  to  me  that  we  are  de- 
termined by  our  paffions,  and  by  prefent  cir- 
Z '2!  cumftahccs. 
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cumftances.  Should  you  wifh  to  afcend  to  firfl 
caufes,  I know  not  what  conclufions  may  be 
drawn.  I know  very  well  it  is  my  will  which 
makes  me  write  rhymes,  good  or  ill;  but  I 
know  not  whether  any  foreign  impulfe  may  aft 
upon  my  will  : I only  know  that  I ought  to  be 
angry  with  it,  for  not  having  better  infpired  me. 

Do  not  be  aftonifhed  at  my  Ode  on  War  I 
affure  you  it  contains  my  real  fentiments.  Dif- 
tinguifli  between  the  ftatefman  and  the  philofo- 
pher  : know  that  we  may  make  war  from  rea- 
fon,  may  aft  the  politician  from  duty,  and  in 
inclination  be  flill  philofophers.  Men  are  fel- 
dom  ftationed  according  to  their  choice  in  the 
world ; this  is  ;he  reafon  why  we  fee  fo  many 
bad  coblers,  bad  priefts,  bad  minifters,  and  bad 
princes. 

If  all  things  on  earth  were  well  managM,  I ween, 

There  would  foon  be  a wonderful  change  in  the  fcenc. 

Y(5ur  archbilhop,  properly  knowing  his  place, 

Might  wait  on  his  curate,  transform’d  to  his  grace  : 

Your  geii’ral  and  drummer  their  titles  might  barter ; 

And  your  fhepherd,  then  ftatefman,  wear  ribband  or  garter. 

Your  eunuch,  a hero,  difdain  might  to  fing  j 

Your  king  might  turn  cobler,  your  cobler  turn  king. 

* This  Letter  is  evidently  ia  anfwer  to  Letter  CCXVI, 
which  is  dated  January  i747»  One  of  them  is  therefore  mif- 
placed,  but  I know  not  which.  The  Catiline  of  Crebillon, 
which  is  there  mentioned,  was  firft  played  in  1 748.  T. 
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In  error  the  world  will  for  ever  be  nurs’d, 

And  the  laft  man  as  felfifh  remain  as  the  firfl. 

Then  let  us  not  fear — where ’s  the  fool  but  can  tell, 

Jf  not  how  he ’s  ill  plac’d,  at  ieaft  how  he ’s  well  ? 

A-propos  of  poetry  : you  afk  what  I think  of 
tl\e  tragedy  of  Crebillon.  I admire  the  author 
of  Rhadamiftus,  of  Ele6lra,  and  of  Semiramis, 
which  are  perfed  in  beauty.  The  Catiline  of 
Crebillon  appears  to  me  the  Attila  of  Corneille  ; 
with  this  difference,  that  the  modern  is  highly 
fuperior  to  his  predeceffor  in  his  verfification. 
Crebillon  feems  too  much  to  have  disfigured  a 
part  of  the  Roman  hiftory,  the  Ieaft  circum- 
fiances  of  which  are  known.  Throughout  his 
fubjed,  Crebillon  has  preferved  only  the  cha- 
rader  of  Catiline.  Cicero,  Cato,  the  Roman 
republic,  and  the  very  plan  of  the  piece,  are  all 
fo  much  altered,  and  even  degraded,  that  we  are 
unacquainted  with  any  thing  there  except  the 
names.  Crebillon  for  this  reafon  has  failed  to 
intereft  his  auditors.  Catiline  is  a mad  rafeal, 
whom  we  wifh  to  fee  punifhed  ; and  the  fenate 
a colledion  of  knaves,  for  whom  we  are  very 
little  interefted.  Rome  ought  to  be  painted 
with  fublimity;  and  the  fupporters  of  liberty 
fliould  be  (hewn  equally  generous,  Ege,  and  vir- 
tuous. The  fpedators  would  then  become  Ro- 
man citizens,  and  withXicero  would  have  trem- 
Z 3 bled 
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bled  at  the  audacious  enterprizes  of  Catiline. 
There  is  befide  no  palTage  in  which  the  plan  of 
the  confpiracy  is  clearly  explained  : we  are  ig- 
norant of  what  is  the  true  defign  of  Catiline ; his 
condud  feems  to  me  to  be  that  of  a drunken 
man.  You  mufh  have  further  remarked  that 
the  interlocutors  vary  at  every  fcene  : it  fhould 
feem  that  they  only  come  thither  that  Catiline 
may  change  the  fubjed  of  the  dialogue.  Len- 
tulus  and  the  ambaffadors  of  the  Gauls,  who  are 
ufelefs  charaders,  and  not  even  epifodical,  might 
be  omitted  widiout  any  alteration.  The  fourth 
ad  is  the  word: ; it  is  nothing  but  irony  : and  in 
the  fifth  ad  Catiline  comes  to  kill  himfelf  in  the 
temple,  becaufe  the  author  wanted  to  conclude. 
There  is  no  good  reafon  which  brings  him  thi- 
ther ; and  it  feems  he  ought  rather  to  have  de- 
parted from  Rome,  as  Catiline  effedively  did. 

The  beauties  of  eloquence,  and  the  charader 
of  Catiline,  are  the  only  things  that  fupport  the 
piece  on  the  French  theatre.  Thus,  for  exam- 
ple, when  Catiline  is  in  love,  his  love,  as  that  of 
a confpirator  ought  to  be,  is  full  of  ambition  : 

O' ejl  Vou’vrage  Jes  fens,  non  h faihle  de  I’^me 

How  much  energy  is  there  in  the  rapid 
fketches  of  the  charaders  of  Cicero  and  Cato  ! 

* It  is  the  work  of  the  fenfcs,  not  the  weaknefs  of  the  fqi\l. 

Tmtde,^ 
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l^imide,  foupgonneux,  et  prodtgue  de  plaint es^  * 

In  a word,  the  piece  feems  to  me  to  be  a dia- 
logue divinely  verfified.  Remember,  however, 
that  to  criticize  is  eafy,  but  that  to  write  is  diffi- 
cult. 

I did  not  imagine  I fliould  fee  you  before  this 
fummer.  Should  it  fo  happen  that  you  were  to 
make  a tour  hither  in  the  month  of  July,  you 
would  give  me  great  pleafurc.  I promife  you 
the  reading  of  an  epic  poem,  of  about  fourthou- 
fand  lines,  of  which  Valori  is  the  hero.  No- 
thing is  wanting  but  that  fervant  girl  who  kin- 
dled thofe  fedkious  fires  in  your  bofom^  which 
her  modefty  fo  efficacioufly  repreffed.  I even 
promife  you  more  complaifant  beauties.  Come 
without  teeth,  without  eyes,  or  legs,  if  you  can- 
not come  otherwife  : provided  that  fomething 
which  teaches  you  to  think,  and  infpires  you 
with  thoughts  fo  divine,  do  but  accompany  you, 
I fliall  be  fatisfied. 

I fhall  willingly  accept  the  fragments  of  the 
campaigns  of  Louis  XV. ; but  I fhould  receive 
more  fatisfadlion  were  I to  fee  the  conclufion  of 
the  Age  of  Louis  XIV.  You  finifh  nothing;  and 
this  work  alone  would  acquire  fame  fufficient  for 
any  man.  You  are  the  only  French  poet;  and 

* Timid,  fufpigious,  and  prodigal  of  complaint,  &c. 

Z 4 none 
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none  but  Voltaire  and  Montefquieii  can  write 
in  profe.  Should  you  divorce  yourfelf  from  the 
Mufes,  who  fliall  hereafter  be  permitted  to  write  ? 
Or,  rather,  who  will  be  able  to  fupport  the  read- 
ing of  a modern  work  ? 

Do  not  therefore  pout  with  the  public  : do 
not  imitate  the  God  of  Abraham,  Ifaac,  and  Ja- 
cob, who  punidies  the  crimes  of  the  father  on 
the  children,  to  the  fourth  generation.  The 
perfecution  of  envy  is  a tribute  which  merit 
pays  to  the  vulgar.  Although  wretched  authors 
cabal  againft  you,  imagine  not  that  nations  or 
poflerity  can  be  their  dupes.  In  defpite  of  the 
lapfe  of  ages,  we  ftill  admire  the  mafterpieces  of 
Athens  and  Rome.  The  cries  of  ^fehines  have 
not  obfeured  the  fame  of  Demofthenes ; and, 
let  Lucan  fay  what  he  will,  C^far  pafles  and 
will  pafs  for  one  of  the  greateft  men  the  world 
ever  faw,  I will  pledge  myfelf  you  (hall  be  a 
god  after  your  death.  Do  not  however  be  in 
hafte  to  deify  yourfelf : be  fatisfied  with  having 
your  apotheofis  in  your  pocket,  and  with  be- 
ing  eReemed  by  all  who  are  fuperior  to  envy 
and  prejudice ; of  the  number  of  whom  I en- 
treat you  to  fuppofe  me, 
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LETTER  CCXXIL 
'From  the  King, 

Potfdam,  March  5,  1749, 

TL  H E pills  for  which  you  have  alked  are 
fufficient  for  the  purgation  of  all  France,  and 
enough  to  kill  your  three  academies.  Do  not  ima- 
gine fuch  pills  to  be  fugar  plums,,  for  you  may 
happen  to  be  undeceived.  I have  ordered  D’Ar- 
gens  to  fend  you  fome  of  thefe  pills,  which  have 
acquired  fo  much  fame  in  France,  and  which  the 
late  Stahl  caufed  to  be  manufadlured  by  his 
coachman.  They  are  ufed  by  nobody  here, 
except  by  pregnant  women.  You  are  really  a 
lingular  being,  to  alk  phyfic  from  me,  who  have 
always  been  an  infidel  in  what  relates  to  medi-^ 
cine. 

So  credulous ! What  you  ! In  quacks  confide. 

Who  gild  the  pill  the  poifon  but  to  hide  ? 

Take  one  ftep  more,  and  I make  little  doubt 

But  you’ll  fing  mafs,  with  twang  and  voice  devout. 

Exert  yourfelf  to  effe(fl  your  own  cure.  There 
is  no  real  good  in  this  world,  except  health  ; and 
it  is  of  fmall  confequence  whether  you  recover 
this  health  by  pills,  clyflers,  or  fenna.  The 

means 
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means  are  indifferent,  provided  I can  but  once 
more  have  the  pleafure  of  hearing  you ; for  a 
fight  of  you  is  no  longer  poffible ; you  cannot  at 
prefent  but  be  totally  invifible. 

In  full  defiance  of  the  whole  Sorbonne, 

This  fentiment  had  all  my  credence  won— ^ 

“ That  man  was  matter  j doomM  to  vivify 
By  motion  ; born  to  vegetate  and  die.” 

The  crude  decried  opinion  now  I blame  ; 

A nobler  origin  you  jullly  claim  ; 

I did  but  burrow  earthward,  like  the  mole ; 

Voltaire  is  not  all  body,  but  all  foul. 

I fend  you  another  epiftlc,  which  contains  the 
apology  of  thofe  poor  kings  who  are  the  fubjeft 
of  univerfal  cenfure,  while  their  pretended  good 
fortune  is  the  continual  topic  of  envy,  I have 
three  works  which  I will  fend  you  in  fucceffion. 
Rhyming  is  my  recreation.  Though  I may  fin 
againft  elocution,  you  will  at  leafl:  find  ideas; 
and  not  that  fine  paralogifm,  that  whipped 
cream,  which  abounds  in  words,  void  of  thought. 
None  but  you,  who  are  the  Virgils  and  Horaces 
of  France,  are  fated  to  employ  a happy  choice 
of  harmonious  words,  and  that  variety  of  turn 
which  naturally  paffes  from  the  ferious  to  the 
pleafant;  or  from  the  flowers  of  eloquence  to 
produce  the  fruits  of  good  fenfe. 

We  foreigners,  who  do  not  giye  up  our  claims 
z to 
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to  reafon,  are  neverthelefs  fenfible  that  we  never 
can  attain  that  elegance  and  purity  which  the 
rigorous  laws  of  French  poetry  demand.  Such 
a ftudy  requires  the  whole  man.  I am  difturbed 
by  a thoufand  duties,  a thoufand  occupations. 
I am  a galley  flave,  chained  to  the  ftate  oar; 
or  a pilot,  who  dares  not  quit  the  helm,  nor 
flumber,  left  he  (hould  undergo  the  fate  of  the 
unfortunate  Palinurus.  The  Mufes  demand  re- 
tirement, and  a total  ferenity  of  mind,  which  I 
fcarcely  ever  can  enjoy.  Often  am  I interrupt- 
ed, after  having  written  three  lines ; my  Mufe 
cools,  and  my  mind  does  not  eafily  recover  its 
ardour  and  elafticity. 

There  are  certain  privileged  perfons  who 
write  poetry  in  the  tumult  of  courts  as  eafily  as 
in  the  retreats  of  Cirey  ; in  the  dungeons  of  the 
Baftille,  or  on  the  travelling  matrafs.  I have 
not  the  honour  to  be  one  of  thefe.  My  foul  re- 
fembles  the  ananas,  that  flourifhes  in  the  hot- 
houfe,  but  that  perilhes  in  the  open  air. 

Adieu.  Take  as  much  phyfic  as  you  pleafe, 
but  do  not  deceive  my  hopes ; come  to  fee  me. 
I promife  you  a new  wreath  of  our  moft  beauti- 
ful laurel,  a young  virgin  for  your  own  ufe,  and 
thymes  in  your  praife. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCXXIIL 

From  the  King, 

Apfil*  I74S. 

In  profe  well  turn’d,  and  delicate, 

Politely  you  infmuate 

That,  with  unfeeling  ftoic  breaft, 

I’m  an  automaton  at  bell. 

Yet  fad  Eledlra  claims  my  tears ; 

Alive  am  I to  friendihip’s  fears ; 

Though  I’m  unmov’d  by  ghoft  heroic  s 
If  thefe  are  proofs,  then  I’m  a ftoic. 

Your  cardinal  Quirini  is  well  worthy  of  the 
'ages  of  ghofts  and  witchcraft.  You  know  your 
men.  You  addrelTed  him  properly  when  you 
told  him  that,  all  good  catholics  being  obliged 
to  believe  in  miracles,  the  pit  was  in  confcicnce 
obliged  to  tremble  in  the  prefence  of  the  ghoft 
of  Ninus.  I will  pledge  myfelf  that  the  libra- 
rian of  his  holinefs  will  very  much  approve  this 
orthodox  dodlrine. 

For  my  own  part,  being  no  better  than  an  ac- 
curfed  heretic,  you  will  allow  me  to  be  of  a dif- 
ferent opinion,  and  ingenuoufly  to  tell  you  what 
I think  of  your  tragedy.  Whatever  artifice  you 
may  employ  to  conceal  the  plot  of  Semiramis, 
it  neverthelefs  depends  on  the  ghoft  of  Ninus. 

6 This 
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This  ghoft  it  is  that  infpires  the  parricide  widow 
with  all  the  devouring  pangs  of  remorfe.  This 
ghod  gallantly  permits  his  widow  to  take  a fe- 
cond  hufband.  This  ghoft^  from  the  depths  of 
the  grave,  groans  in  the  ears  of  his  fon : nay,  he 
does  more ; he  perfonally  comes  to  terrify  the 
council  of  the  queen,  and  to  afionifli  the  city  of 
Babylon.  In  fine,  he  arms  his  fon  with  a dag- 
ger, with  which  Ninius^alTaffinates  his  mother. 

It  is  fo  true  that  the  plot  of  your  play  depends 
wholly  on  the  defundt  Ninus  that,  were  it  not 
for  the  dreams  and  different  appearances  of  this 
wandering  fpirit,  the  piece  could  not  proceed. 
Were  I to  choofe  a part  in  the  tragedy,  it  fhould 
be  that  of  the  ghoft  : he  does  every  thing.  Such 
is  the  didlum  of  criticifm. 

Admiration  adds,  with  equal  finccrity,  that 
the  charadlers  are  wonderfully  well  fuftained; 
that  truth  fpeaks  with  the  lips  of  your  adlors ; 
and  that  the  connedlion  of  the  fcenes  is  effeded 
with  great  art.  Semiramis  infpires  terror  min- 
gled with  pity.  The  ferocious  and  artful  Affur 
forms  an  admirable  contraft  with  the  proud  and 
generous  Ninius.  The  firft:  is  detefted,  for 
which  reafon  he  is  unnoticed  in  the  cataftrophe ; 
for  to  have  brought  him  forward  would  have 
produced  no  effed.  *We  are  interefted  in  be- 
half of  Ninius,  but  we  are  aftonifhed  at  the  man- 
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ner  in  which  he  kills  his  mother.  This  is  the 
moment  when  it  is  necelTary  that  the  illufion  on 
the  auditor  fliould  be  the  ftrongeft. 

We  are  fomewhat  vexed  to  fee  Azema  bring 
letters;  and  that  her  blunder  fliould  be  the 
caufe  of  the  cataffcrophe. 

The  piece  is  verfified  with  vigour : the  lines 
appear  to  me  beautiful,  harmonious,  and  wor- 
thy of  the  author  of  the  Henriade.  Still  I fliould 
rather  prefer  to  read  this  tragedy  than  to  fee  it 
performed ; becaufe  the  ghofi;  appears  to  me 
laughable  ; and  becaufe  to  laugh  would  be  con- 
trary to  the  duty  which  I have  rigoroufly  pre- 
fcribed  to  myfelf ; which  is,  to  weep  at  tragedy, 
and  to  laugh  at  comedy. 

Old  Plautus  and  Euripides 
Thought  fuch  the  only  means  to  pleafe  : 

To  rules  like  thefe 
The  manly  pit  made  Folly  bow  ; 

The  pit  is  fuperannuated  now. 

Shall  I add  a word  more  on  tragedy  ? The 
flow  of  the  ftrong  paffions  pleafes  me  at  the  the- 
atre. 1 find  a fecret  fatisfadion,  when  the  au- 
thor has  the  power  to  move  and  to  tranfport  my 
foul  by  the  force  of  his  illunons ; but  my  deli- 
cacy is  wounded  when  the  heroic  feelings  forfake 
probability.  In  the  playhoufe,  the  machinery 
of  gods  and  ghofts  is  unnatural ; inftead  of  af- 

feding 
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feding  it  becomes  puerile.  Were  the  option 
mine,  1 (hould  prefer  lefs  of  the  fublime,  and 
more  of  the  natural.  In  tragedy,  excefs  of  fub- 
limity  becomes  extravagance.  Charles  XII.  was 
the  only  man  of  this  age  whofe  charader  was 
theatrical ; but,  for  the  happinefs  of  mankind, 
men  like  Charles  XII.  are  rare.  There  is  a 
play  called  Mariamne,  byTriftan,  which  begins 
with  the  following  line  : 

Fantome  tnjurieux  qul  troubles  mon  repos  *- 

This  certainly  is  not  the  language  of  men, 
but  apparently  that  of  the  inhabitants  of  the 
moon.  What  I have  faid  of  the  verfe  ought  to 
be  applied  to  the  adlion.  .In  order  that  a tra- 
gedy fliould  pleafe  me,  it  is  necelTary  the  cha- 
radfers  fliould  difplay  paffions  as  they  aduaily 
exift  in  choleric  and  vindictive  men ; who 
ought  not  to  be  painted  as  demons,  or  as  an- 
gels, for  they  are  neither  ; but  their  lineaments 
fliould  be  drawn  after  nature. 

Pardon  this  difeuflion,  my  dear  Voltaire.  I 
prattle  to  you  like  the  old  woman  of  Moliere, 
and  give  you  a picture  of  the  impreflions  which 
things  make  on  my  ignorant  mind. 

In  the  volume  which  I have  juft  received 
from  you,  I found  the  eulogium  which  you  have 
* Injurious  phantom  that  troublell  my  repofe. 

wntterA 
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written  upon  the  ofEcers  who  perifhed  during 
the  late  war.  The  work  is  worthy  of  yourfelf, 
and  I was  furprifed  to  perceive  we  had  uninten- 
tionally feleded  the  fame  fubjed.  The  regret 
which  the  lofs  of  fome  friends  incited  in  me 
gave  birch  to  the  idea  of  paying,  after'their  death, 
a feeble  tribute  of  gratitude;  and  I compofed  this 
fhort  work,  in  which  the  heart  was  more  con- 
fulted  than  the  underftanding.  But  it  is  lingu- 
lar that  mine  fhould  be  in  verfe,  and  that  of  the 
poet  in  profe.  Never  was  the  triumph  of  Ra- 
cine more  refplendent  than  when  he  and  Pradon 
wTOte  each  a tragedy  on  the  fame  fubjed.  I fee 
how  inferior  my  fcribbling  is  to  your  eulogium : 
your  profe  has  taught  my  verfe  the  language  in 
which  it  ought  to  have  fpoken. 

Though  of  all  mortals  I am  he  who  lead  im- 
portunes the  Gods  with  my  prayers,  the  firll  I 
addrefs  to  them  will  be  the  following  : 

Ye  who  of  favours  have  hello w’d 
On  poets  fo  divine  a load,  ' 

With  one  gift  more  your  favours  fwell  5 
A little  truth,  ye  Gods,  oh  let  them  tell ! 

Should  the  Gods  deign  to  hear  me,  I fhall  next 
year  fee  you  at  Sans-Souci ; and  fliould  you  be 
difpofed  to  corred  bad  poetry,  you  will  find 
whom  you  have  to  talk  to.  Fak, 
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LETTER  CCXXIV. 

Frm  M,  de  Voltaire. 

Paris,  May  15,  1749*  ^ 

And  am  I doom’d  to  take  the  pill 
From  that  dear  royal  hand  that  late, 

With  fo  much  fcientific  Hcill, 

Bled  Auftria,  in  defpite  of  Fate  ? 

Thanks,  fire,  for  this  ; and  thanks  again 
For  verfe  which,  though  fevere,  you  fend ; 

There ’s  wormwood  in  each  dofe.  What  then? 

I’ll  bravely  fwallow  both,  and  mend. 

The  God  of  rhyme,  whom  you  adore 
For  all  the  gifts  he  fiiow’rs  on  you. 

Old  ftories  tell  us,  heretofore 
Difcover’d  verfe  and  phyfic  too. 

In  arts  of  old  renown’d  was  he, 

But  war  is  now  his  fav’rite  theme ; 

His,  fince  ’tis  yours  ; you  both  agree 

To  reign  where  Mars  was  thought  fuprenae. 

To  make  your  wit  by  writing  known. 

You  deem’d  but  little  ; till  the  fword 
Had  haughty  Auftria  taught  to  own. 

Wit  was  a thing,  and  not  a word. 

An  army  and  a man  of  wit ! 

Combin’d,  what  can  they  not  achieve  ? 

For  conqueft  fools  were  never  fit ; 

Her  garlands  we  for  genius  weave. 
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I imagine  yonr  majefty  is  now  at  Neifs,  or  at 
Glogan,  writing  fome  good  epigrams  againft  the 
Ruffians.  I entreat,  fire,  you  will  alfo  write 
fome  on  the  month  of  May,  which  fo  ill  deferves 
the  name  of  fpring,  and  in  which  we  have  as 
much  cold  as  in  the  depth  of  winter.  This  montk 
of  May  appears  to  me  to  be  the  emblem  of  ill- 
acquired  fame. 

Should  the  pills,  with  which  your  majefty  has 
honoured  my  decayed  frame,  reftore  me  to  fom® 
degree  of  ftrength,  I (hall  not  run  after  the  cham- 
bermaids of  M.  de  Valory.  I would  not  travel 
half  a league  in  fearch  of  woman,  but  would 
again  travel  a thoufand  to  pay  my  court  to  your 
majefty.  I have  however  a favour  to  a(k,  which 
you  may  eafily  grant ; and  that  is,  that  you  would 
be  pleafed  to  conquer  fome  fouthern  provinces, 
mch  as  Naples  and  Sicily;  or  the  kingdom  of 
Grenada  and  Andalufia : for  it  would  be  a plea- 
fant  thing  to  live  in  thofe  countries,  the  inhabi- 
tants of  which  are  always  warm.  Your  majefty 
would  not  fail  to  vifit  them^  annually,  like  as  you 
do  greatGlogau;  and  I (hould  there  be  a veryaf- 
fiduous  courtier.  I ftiould  converfe  with  you,  in 
profe  and  rhyme,  under  the  (hade  of  the  pomegra- 
nate or  the  orange  tree,  and  you  would  reani- 
mate my  frozen  vein.  I fhouM  fcatter  flowers 
©ver  the  graves  of  Keyferiing,  and  the  fucceffior 

of 
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of  La  Croze  whom  your  majefty  had  fo  hap- 
pily wrefted  from  the  church  to  attach  him  to 
yourfelf ; and  like  them  I (hould  wifh  to  die  in 
your  fervice  : for  in  truth,  fire,  it  is  very  me- 
lancholy to  live  fo  long  at  a diftance  from  Fre- 
deric the  Great. 


LETTER  CCXXV. 

From  the  King. 

May  1 6,  1749# 

Yes  , this  is  wh^t  may  be  called  writing. 
I love  your  franknefs : your  criticifm  will  afford 
me  more  inflru6lion,  in  two  lines,  than  I fhould 
gain  from  twenty  pages  of  praife. 

The  verfes  which  you  have  thought  paffable 
were  thofe  which  coft  me  the  leafl:  labour ; but 
when  the  thought,  the  c^efura,  and  the  rhyme, 
are  inimical  to  each  other,  I then  verfify  ill,  and 
am  not  fortunate  in  correding. 

You  do  not  perceive  the  difficulties  I have  to 
furmount,  in  order  to  write  a few  ftanzas  tole- 
rably ; the  happy  propenfity  of  nature,  and  an 
eafy  and  fruitful  genius,  have  rendered  you  a 
poet,  without  any  trouble  to  yourfelf.  I do  juf- 
tice  to  the  inferiority  of  my  talents ; I fwim  on 
the  poetic  ocean  with  reeds  and  bladders  under 
* M.  Jordan.  T. 
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my  arms.  I do  not  write  fo  well  as  I think  ; 
my  ideas  are  often  ftronger  than  my  expreffions ; 
and,  in  this  ftate  of  perplexity,  I do  the  leaft 
harm  I can.  I am  at  prefent  ftudying  your  cor- 
redlions  and  remarks ; for  thefe  may  aid  me  in 
not  being  guilty  of  my  former  faults.  There 
are  ftill,^  however,  fo  many  (hoals  to  be  avoided, 
that  you  alone  can  fave  me  from  fliip wreck. 

Let  me  entreat  you  to  facrifice  the  two  pro- 
mifed  months  to  me : do  not  be  weary  of  in- 
ftrudling  me.  If  the  extreme  defire  I have  to 
learn,  and  to  fucceed  in  an  art  of  which  I have 
always  been  paffionately  fond,  can  be  any  re- 
compence  for  your  labour,  you  will  certainly 
have  caufe  to  be  fatisfied. 

I love  the  arts,  for  the  reafon  which  CicerO 
gives : and  I do  not  rife  equal  to  the  fciences, 
becaufe  the  belles-lettres  are  ufeful  in  all  ages; 
and  becaufe  all  the  algebra  on  earth  cannot 
make  us  other  than  foolifli,  when  we  want  abi- 
lities to  be  any  thing  elfe.  Ten  years  hence  % 
perhaps,  fociety  may  draw  fome  advantage  from 
the  curves  which  thevifionaryalgebraift  mayhave 
laboriouHy  fquared.  I congratulate  pofterity  by 
anticipation ; but,  to  own  the  truth,  in  all  fuch 
calculations  I can  difeover  nothing  more  than 

* I fufpefl  an  error  a£  prefs,  and  that  it  fiiould  be  ten 

ages.  T. 
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fcientific  extravagance.  Whatever  is  not  agree- 
able or  ufeful,  is  of  no  worth.  With  refpedt  to 
ufeful  things,  they  are  already  difcovered  ; and, 
as  to  the  agreeable,  I hope  algebra  will  not  be 
admitted  as  one  of  them,  by  good  tafte. 

I will  fend  you  no  more  either  profe  or  verfc. 
I fuppofe  you  will  be  here  at  the  beginning  o£ 
July;  and  I have  a poetic  packet,  or  rather 
corpfe,  which  I fhall  commit  to  your  diffedtion. 
This  will  be  better  than  to  criticife  Crebillon, 
or  fome  other ; and  you  will  certainly  no  where 
find  fuch  grofs  and  fuch  numerous  miftakes  as 
in  my  works. 

There  is  nothing  but  thiftles,  and  not  laurels, 
growing  on  the  banks  of  the  Neva ; do  not  ima- 
gine I travel  thither  in  fearch  of  happinefs.  You 
will  here  find  me  a pacific  citizen  of  Sans-Souci, 
leading  the  life  of  a private  man  a*nd  a philofo- 
pher. 

Should  tumult  and  fplendonr  be  your  prefent 
tafle,  I advife  you  not  to  come  here;  but,  if  a 
mild  and  uniform  life  be  not  difpleafing  to  you, 
come  and  fulfil  your  promife.  Send  me  word 
precifely  on  what  day  you  fhall  depart;  and, 
fiiould  the  marchionefs  du  Chatelet  encourage 
ufury,  I imagine  I can  make  conditions  with 
her,  by  borrowing  you  on  hire,  and  daily  paying 
A a 3 her. 
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her,  at  a certain  rate  of  intereft,  what  fhall  be 

fatisfadory  for  her  poet,  her  wit,  her' &c. 

Adieu.  I wait  your  anfwer. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCXXVI. 

From  the  King. 

June  10,  1749. 

Never  were  fuch  charming  verfes  writ- 
ten in  return  for  pills.  I do  not  fay  this  becaufe 
j;hey  praife  me,  for  I know  what  is  the  cuftom 
between  kings  and  poets ; but,  myfelf  totally 
out  of  the  queltion,  1 think  them  delightful. 

If  purgatives  can  produce  poetry  fo  good,  I 
ought  to  take  a dofe  of  fenna  myfelf,  that  1 may 
fee  what  effeds  it  will  operate  on  me. 

What  you  have  fuppofed  to  be  an  epigram 
happens  to  be  an  ode.  ‘ I fend  it  you,  with  an 
epigram  againft  phyficians.  I have  reafon  to  be 
a little  out:  of  temper  with  their  proceedings  ; I 
have  the  gout,  and  have  been  in  danger  of  be- 
ing killed  by  their  fudorifics. 

Mark  me  : lam  tainted  with  the  phrenzy  of 
feeing  you.  Should  you  not  be  inclined  to  in- 
dulge 
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dulge  this  whim,  you  would  be  guilty  of  treafon. 
I wi(h  to  ftudy  with  you,  for  I have  leifure  this 
year;  God  knows  what  I (hall  have  the  nexu 
Left  however  you  fhould  imagine  that  you  are 
making  a voyage  to  Lapland,  I fend  you  a do- 
zen certificates,  from  which  you  may  learn  that 
this  climate  is  not  entirely  deftitute  of  mildnefs. 

The  body  adls  in  obedience  to  the  will ; 
when  the  foul  fays,  March — it  obeys.”  This  is 
one  of  your  own  apothegms,  which  I am  happy 
to  recal  to  your  recoil effion. 

Madame  du  Chatelet  will  be  brought  to  bed 
in  the  month  of  September  ; you  are  not  an  old 
midwife,  and  (he  can  manage  this  bufinefs  with- 
out your  aftiftance.  Nay,  if  it  muft  be  fo,  you 
may  at  that  time  be  on  your  return  to  Paris.  Do 
not  forget  that  the  favours  which  are  granted 
without  being  forced  are  done  with  a better 
grace,  and  are  more  agreeable,  than  thofe  for 
which  we  folicit  too  much. 

Should  you  think  I fcold  you,  remember  that 
is  a cuftomary  pradice  with  the  goutyi  You 
will  do  as  you  pleafe,  but  I (hall  be  no  dupe; 
I (hall  well  perceive  whether  you  really  love  me, 
or  whether  all  you  have  faid  be  nothing  more 
than  poetic  declamation, 

FREDERIC, 


A a 4 
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LETTER  CCXXVir. 

From  the  King. 

5ans-Souci,  July  15,  174)* 

The  murderous  laws  of  Mars,  Belleifle 
May  teach  me  ; but,  in  tafte  and  ftyle. 

The  fafcinating  wiles  of  rhyme, 

In  language  pure,  and  thoughts  fublimci 
From  you  alone  let  me  receive, 

Leifons  which  you  alone  can  give, 

I wifli  for  no  mafter  but  you,  in  whatever  re- 
lates to  language,  tafte,  and  the  department  of 
Parnaifus.  Each  man  ought  to  follow  his  trade. 
When  M.  de  Belleifle  (hall  bufy  himfelf  concern- 
ing the  purity  of  language,  Bruhl  (hall  then  read 
military  leftbns,  and  write  commentaries  on  the 
campaigns  of  the  great  Turenne,  and  I will 
compofe  a treatife  on  the  truth  of  the  Chriftian 
religion. 

The  choice  which  your  academy  makes  of  its 
members  really  becomes  pleafant.  Thefe  judges 
of  the  French  language  are  about  to  abandon 
Vaugelas  for  the  breviary,  which  to  foreigners 
appears  rather  fmgular. 

Why,  hr,  your  forty  are  become 
Of  fanatics  a congregation  ; 

Whence  thought  and  genius  are  expelled, 

Much  to  the  fcandal  of  the  nation. 

The 
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The  favour  of  this  parrot  race, 

By  work  of  wit,  whoe’er  would  earn. 

Will  mifs  his  road.  Would  he  fuQceed  ^ 

Let  him  his  catechifm  learn. 

As  favour’d  by  the  fillers  nine. 

Among  this  ftrange  and  motley  crew, 

1 know  but  three  whom  I can  name  5 
I Richlieu  me^n,  BelleiHe,  and  you. 

You,  my  dear  Voltaire,  are  like  bad  chriftians; 
you  put  off  repentance  from  day  to  day.  After 
having  given  me  hopes  for  the  fummer,  you  rsr 
fer  me  to  the  autumn.  It  fhould  feem  that 
Apollo,  as  the  God  of  phyfic,  has  commanded 
you  to  be  prefent  at  the  labour  of  madame  du 
Chatelet.  The  facred  name  of  friendfhip  im- 
pofes  filence  on  me,  and  I fatisfy  myfelf  with  a 
promife. 

I am  at  prefent  corre6ling  a dozen  of  epiftles 
which  I have  written,  and  fome  other  fliort  pieces, 
that  you  may  on  your  arrival  not  meet  with  quite 
fo  many  faults. 

You  may  fee  from  the  argument  what  is  the 
fubjecfb  of  my  poem.  The  main  incident  is  true, 
D’Arget,  at  that  time  fecretary  to  Valory,  was 
carried  off  by  night,  by  an  Auftrian  partifan, 
from  the  next  chamber  to  that  in  which  his  maf- 
ter  was  in  bed.  The  furprife  of  the  Auftrian, 
Franquini,  was  extreme,  when  he  perceived  that 

he 
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he  had  taken  away  the  fecretary,  inftead  of  the 
ambaffador.  Every  thing  elfe  in  the  poem  is 
fidion.  I will  (hew  it  you  here,  for  it  is  not 
proper  for  publication.  Had  I the  pencil  of 
Raphael  or  of  Rubens,  I would  try  my  ftrength 
by  painting  the  great  adions  of  great  men ; but 
he  who  only  polfeffes  the  talents  of  Calotte  can 
draw  nothing  but  extravagance  and  caricature. 

I have  been  vifited  by  the  hero  of  France, 
the  Saxon the  Turenne  of  the  age  of  Louis 
XV.  and  have  gained  improvement  from  his 
difcourfe ; not  in  the  French  language,  but  in 
the  art  of  war.  The  marlhal  is  worthy  of  being 
profelTor  to  all  the  generals  of  Europe.  He  has 
vifited  our  theatres ; and  on  that  occafion  in- 
formed me  you  had  given  the  ftage  a new  co- 
medy, and  that  Nanine  had  met  with  much  fuc- 
cefs.  1 was  aflonifhed  to  learn  that  fome  of  your 
works  had  appeared  of  the  very  names  of  which 
I was  ignorant.  I formerly  read  them  in  ma- 
nufcript ; at  prefent  1 hear  from  others  what  is 
faid  of  them,  and  I receive  them  after  the  book- 
fellers  have  publifhed  a fecond  edition, 

I will  forget  all  my  griefs,  if  you  will  but 
come  hither.  If  not,  beware  of  an  epigram  : 
chance  may  infpire  me  with  a cutting  thought. 

^ Marflid  Saxe.  T. 

A poet^ 
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A poet,  no  matter  how  bad  a one,  is  an  animal 
that  ought  to  be  treated  with  rdped. 

I wait  for  the  fall  of  the  leaf  with  as  much  im- 
patience as  men  look  for  the  bloffoms  of  fpring. 

FREDERiq. 


LETTER  CCXXVHL 
From  the  King. 

SanS‘Souci,  Auguft  15,  1749* 

Should  my  verfes  have  contributed 
to  the  epiftle,  which  I have  juft  received,  I (hall 
regard  them  as  my  beft  work.  A perfon  who 
was  prefent,  when  this  epiftle  was  read,  ex- 
claimed, in  a kind  of  ecftafy — Voltaire  and 
marfhal  Saxe  were  born  under  the  fame  pla- 
net ; they  have  more  vigour  in  the  agonies  of 
death  than  others  in  full  health*.^’ 

Do  but  admire,  however,  the  difference  be- 
tween us.  You  affure  me  that  my  verfes  have 
excited  your  poetic  ardour,  and  yours  have  al- 
moft  ^ade  me  forfwear  poetry.  I find  I am  fo 
ignorant  of  your  language,  and  have  fo  fterile 

* Marflial  Saxe  was  thought  to  be  dying,  when  he  com- 
icaanded  at  the  battle  of  Fontenoi.  T. 


an 
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an  imagination,  that  I have  made  a vow  to  write 
no  more.  Unfortunately,  you  know  what  poets 
vows  are ; the  zephyrs  bear  them  away  on  their 
wings,  and  with  them  the  remembrance  of  them 
vanifhes. 

A Frenchman  only,  polTefled  of  your  talents, 
can  produce  harmony  from  your  lyre.  I correct, 
I efface,  I interline  my  vile  coftipofitions,  to  pu- 
rify them  of  the  numerous  faults  with  which  they 
abound.  Muficians,  it  is  faid,  pafs  half  their  lives 
in  ftringing  their  lutes,  and  play  on  them  the 
other  half.  I pafs  mine  in  writing,  and  ftill 
more  in  erafing.  Since  I have  had  fome  glimpfe 
of  the  certainty  of  your  journey,  I redouble  my 
feverity  on  myfelf. 

Be  affured  you  are  expected  with  impatience, 
and  that  I (hall  be  delighted  to  meet  with  a 
Virgil  who  can  inflrud  me  like  a Quintilian.  .Lu- 
cina  is  in  my  opinion  very  indolent : I wifh  ma- 
dame  du  Chatelet  would  ufe  greater  difpatch, 
as  well  as  yourfelf.  You  think  you  need  but 
take  a Tingle  ftride,  from  the  baptifm  at  Cirey, 
and  be  at  mafs  in  our  new  church.  Charity  is 
extind  in  Chriflian  hearts : the  colledions  that 
have  been  made  have  not  furnifhed  money 
enough  to  roof  the  church;  and,  unlefs  mafs 
were  to  be  performed  in  the  open  air,  there  ate 
no  means  to  have  it  performed. 


Let 
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Let  me  beg  you  to  inform  me  what  road  you 
mean  to  travel,  and  when  you  fhall  be  on  our 
frontiers,  that  I may  fupply  you  with  horfes.  I 
very  well  know  you  are  borne  by  Pegafus ; but 
he  knows  no  other  road  than  that  to  the  temple 
of  Fame.  I hope  you  will  arrive  there  as  late  as 
poffible ; and  I affure  you  that  you  will  be  wel- 
comed with  as  much  eagernefs  as  you  are  waited 
for  with  impatience. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCXXIX. 

Fm/i  M,  de  Voltaire. 

Luneville,  Augufl:  i8,  1745. 
I ’VE  read  your  lines  on  parrot  race. 

And  pious  crew  replete  with  grace  ; . 

Who  fermons  preach,  from  wit  refrain. 

And  know  each  word’s  weight,  to  a grain  ; 

Who  prizes  give  for  verfe  and  profe  ; 

Who  meet  to  yawn,  and  part  to  doze. 

Your  majefty  cannot  but  think  I am  more  de- 
firous  to  pay  my  court  to  you,  than  you  are  to 
fuffer  my  prefence.  Believe  me,  my  heart  has 
many  a time  taken  its  flight  to  Berlin,  when  you 
have  fuppofed  it  to  be  elfe where.  You  have 

excited 
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excited  the  paffions  of  fear,  admiration,  and  in- 
tereft,  among  mankind.  Permit  me  to  fay  that 
I have  always  taken  the  liberty  to  love  you, 
which  is  feldom  faid  to  kings ; but  this  is  the> 
ftrangely  familiar  manner  in  which  I began  with 
your  majefty,  and  I muft  end  as  I began.  I 
have  much  impatience  to  read  your  Lutrin,  or 
your  Homeric  Batrachomyomachia,  on  M.  dc 
Valory. 

Yet  our  great  envoy  (though  in  ftature  Ihort 
And  form  rotund,  but  of  majeftic  port) 

With  Prufiian  valour,  Auftrian  flight — nay,  more, 
With  battles  gain’d,  towns  fliorm’d,  war’s  loud  uproar. 
And  Fred’ric’s  deeds— -methinks  might  rather  feem 
An  epic  than  a mock-heroic  theme  : 

Or  I miftake,  or  it ’s  of  higher  price 
Than  are  the  puny  wars  of  frogs  and  mice. 

Sung  by  the  poet  of  the  mighty  dead, 

Whofe  works  are  always  prais’d,  but  never  read. 

Speaking  of  marlhals  de  BelleiHe  and  Saxe, 
your  majefty  tells  me  that  each  man  ought  to 
follow  his  trade.  T ruly,  fire,  you  talk  thus  very 
much  at  your  eafe — you  who  monopolize  fo 
many  trades ; thofe  of  conqueror,  politician, 
leglfiator,  and,  what  is  worfe,  my  trade,  which 
you  afiTuredly  pradife  in  the  moft  agreeable 
manner  in  the  world. 

You  have  induced  me  to  take  up  this  trade 
again,  which  I had  forfaken.  I have  the  honour 

here 
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here  to  fend  a fmall  attempt  toward  a new  tra- 
gedy, the  fubjedt  of  which  is  Catiline.  I inclofe 
the  firft  adl,  which  perhaps  has  been  written  with 
too  much  hafle.  I have  beftowed  eight  days 
only  on  a fubjedl  which  Crebillon  was  eight-and- 
twenty  years  in  finilhing.  I did  not  think  my- 
felf  capable  of  fuch  aflonilhing  diligence ; but 
I was  here  without  my  books.  I recolleded 
what  your  majefty  had  written  concerning  the 
tragedy  of  my  brother  poet.  You  very  juftly 
deemed  it  defective,  when  you  found  the  Ro- 
man Hiftory  was  there  fo  entirely  falfified.  Cati- 
line, 3^ou  thought,  adled  the  part  of  a boifterous 
lunatic  robber ; and  Cicero  that  of  a weak 
foolifli  fellow.  I recolledled  your  well-founded, 
remarks.  Your  polite  kindnefs  toward  my  old 
brother  poet  did  not  prevent  you  from  being 
rather  angry  that  fo  deceptive  a pidture  fliouid 
have  been  drawn  of  the  Roman  republic.  I 
wiflied  to  iketch  out  a painting  fuch  as  you  de- 
fired  : you  have  fet  me  to  work,  and  I appoint 
you  the  judge  of  this  firft  adt,  which  is  the  only 
one  I can  at  prefent  have  the  honour  to  fend 
your  majefty;  the  others  are  ftill  in  the  rough. 
Do  you  examine  whether  I have  clothed  Cicero 
in  his  proper  robes,  or  if  I have  caught  the  like- 
Befs  of  C^efar. 


Betweea 
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Between  therti  judge.  Who  beft  deferves  applaufc  i 
Ah  ! Caefar,  well  I know,  will  gain  the  caufe  I 
However  juft,  or  little  prone  to  err, 

What  moft  refemblcs  felf  we  moft  prefer. 

I did  not  fend  you  the  comedy  of  Nanine ; 
for  1 thought  that  a bafhful  maiden,  married  by 
her  mailer,  was  fcarcely  deferving  of  being  pre- 
fented  to  your  majefty  : but,  (hould  fuch  be 
your  commands,  I will  have  the  piece  tran- 
feribed  for  you.  I am  now  in  company  with  the 
Roman  fenate,  and  endeavouring  to  merit  the 
fuffrage  of  Frederic  the  Great. 

His  fervant  and  admirer  true 
Am  I,  by  day  and  night ; 

But,  while  I pay  all  homage  due, 

Not  once  his  parafite. 

VOLTAIRE. 


LETTER  CCXXX. 

From  the  King* 

Potfdam,  September  4,  1749. 
I HAVE  received  your  Catiline,  the  con- 
clufion  of  which  it  is  not  pofTible  for  me  to  divine. 
We  are  as  little  able  to  judge  of  a tragedy,  by  a 

fingle 
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fingle  ad,  as  of  a pidure  by  a fingle  figure.  I 
will  wait  till  I have  feen  the  whole,  before  I tell 
you  what  I think  of  the  defign,  the  condud,  the 
probability,  the  paffions,  and  the  pathos. 

It  does  not  become  me  to  expofe  my  doubts^ 
before  one  of  the  forty  judges  of  the  French  lan- 
guage, in  what  relates  to  elocution.  Had  my 
brother  in  Apollo  however,  and  my  fellow^ 
citizen,  count  Bar,  fent  the  ad,  I Ihould  have 
afked  whether  we  were  allowed  to  fay — 

Tyran  par  la  parole,  il  faut  jinir  ton  regne. 

Does  not  the  fenfe  admit  of  ambiguity  ? I 
fliould  imagine  the  meaning  to  be,  his  eloquence 
has  rendered  him  the  tyrant  of  his  country,  and  his 
reign  muft  end : but,  according  to  the  conftruc- 
tion  of  the  line,  we  Germans,  who  do  not  per- 
haps underftand  the  delicacies  of  the  language, 
fhould  conceive  the  poet  had  faid  that,  by  the 
aid  of  words  bis  reign  miijl  end.  I am  very  daring 
thus  to  communicate  my  remarks.  Though  I 
have  entertained  a doubt  concerning  this  verfe, 
this  has  not  prevented  me  from  indulging  my 
admiration  at  an  infinite  number  of  fine  pafiages, 
at  which  the  reader  recolleds  the  touches  of 
the  mafter  who  produced  Brutus,  the  Death  of 
C^far,  &c. 

Your  letter  is  charming,  and  fuch  as  none 

■VOL.  vii,  B b ' but 
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but  yourfelf  can  write.  France  feems  in  yoilt' 
perfon  condemned  to  bury  ten  men  of  wit,  to 
whom  different  ages  had  given  birth. 

Since  madame  du  Chatelet  compofes  books, 
I cannot  imagine  (he  will  fuffer  herfelf  to  be 
brought  to  bed  by  chance.  Tell  her  to  ufe  dif- 
patch,  for  1 am  in  hafte  to  fee  you.  I feel  the 
extreme  want  I have  of  you,  and  the  great  aid 
you  might  be  of  to  me.  A paffion  for  ftudy  will 
remain  with  me  through  life.  In  this  I thinh 
like  Cicero,  as  I have  faid  in  one  of  my  Epiftles. 
I may  by  application  acquire  every  fort  of  know- 
ledge ; to  you  I fliall  be  indebted  for  that  of  the 
French  language.  I corred  my  millakes,  as  far 
as  I am  able  to  difeover  them  ; but  I have  no  one 
who  is  fufficientlya  judge,  and  fufficiently  fevere, 
to  point  out  all  my  faults.  In  line,  I wait  your 
coming,  and  am  preparing  for  the  reception  of 
the  gentleman  in  ordinary,  and  the  gentleman 
extraordinary. 

It  is  affirmed  at  Paris  tliat  you  will  not  come; 
and  1 affirm  you  will,  for  you  are  no  promife- 
breaker.  Should  they  accufeyou  of  indiferetion, 
I fliall  anfwer — the  thing  is  poffible that 
you  cannot  refift  courtfliip — granted;  that 
you  are  a male  coquet— agreed/’  In  fine, 
you  refemble  the  white  elephant,  for  which  the 
king  of  Perfia  and  the  Mogul  emperor  make 

war; 


correspondence.  373 

war;  and  the  fiame  of  which  they  add  to  their 
titles,  when  they  are  happy  enough  to  have  him 
in  their  pofleflion. 

Adieu.  Should  you  come  hither,  you  will 

find  my  titles  run  thus Frederic,  by  the 

grace  of  God,  king  of  Pruflia,  cledlor  of  Bran- 
denburg, poflelfor  of  Voltaire,  &c.  See. 


LETTER  CCXXXI. 

Frm  the  King. 

November  25,  1749. 

I PERCEIVE  D’Olivet  hurls  his  thunder 
at  me,  and  that  I am  more  ignorant  than  I fup- 
pofed  myfelf  to  be.  I fhall  beware  how  I a6I 
the  purift,  and  fpeak  of  things  I do  not  under- 
ftand.  My  filence  muft  preferve  me  from  the 
bolts  of  D’Olivet  and  Vaugelas. 

I (hall  likewife  beware  how  I fend  you  my 
works;  for,  hnce  you  fuffer  your  own  to  be 
flolen,  you  may  fuffer  mine  to  be  the  fame.  You 
labour  for  fame,  and  for  the  honour  of  yt)ur  na- 
tion. I only  fpoil  paper  for  my  own  amufement; 
and  I may  deferve  pardon,  provided  I do  but 
burn  my  works,  after  having  written  them. 
When  a man  approaches  the  age  of  forty,  and 
B b 2 
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writes  bad  vcrfes,  he  ought  to  fay,  like  the  mH*- 
anthrope  Did  I write  fo  ill,  I would  take 
care  not  to  fliew  what  I wrote/* 

We  have  had  a Ruffian  ambaffador  at  Ber- 
lin, who,  after  having  ftudied  philofophy  twenty 
years,  underftands  very  little  of  the  matter. 
Count  von  Keyferling,  the  perfon  of  whom  I 
fpeak,  who  is  full  fixty  years  of  age,  has  left 
Berlin,  with  his  fat  profeffor,  and  is  now  at 
Drefden.  He  flill  ftudies,  and  hopes  to  be  a 
tolerable  feholar  fome  twenty  or  thirty  years 
hence.  I have  not  his  patience,  nor  do  I exped 
to  live  fo  long.  Whoever  is  not  a poet  at  twenty 
will  never  become  one.  I have  not  prefumption 
enough  to  flatter  myfelf  to  the  contrary,  noram 
I blind  enough  not  to  do  myfelf  juftice. 

Send  me  your  works,  from  motives  of  gene- 
rofity  ; and  expedf  nothing  from  me  but  praife. 
I wilh  to  imitate  the  prudent  fllence  of  Conrad, 
but  this  will  not  render  me  infenfible  to  the 
beauties  of  poetry.  I efleem  your  works  the 
more  becaufe  I feel  the  impoffibility  of  equalling 
them. 

Do  not  trouble  me  any  more  concerning 

hearfay hearfay  is  the  foofls  gazette.  No 

one  here  has  fpoken  ill  of  you.  D’Argens  has 
prattled  about  Euripides,  in  I know  not  what 


Of  Moliere.  T. 
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book ; but  who  told  you  that  you  were  meant  ? 
Had  his  intention  been  pointed  at  you,  would 
he  not  rather  have  chofen  Virgil  than  Euripides? 
Every  body  would  have  known  you  by  this 
ftroke  of  art;  but,  in  the  pafTage  which  you 
cite  to  me,  I can  difcover  no  allufion  to  the 
reception  you  met  with  here. 

Do  not  conjure  up  monfters,  in  order  to  com- 
bat them.  Tilt,  if  tilt  you  muft,  with  the  real 
enemies  which  your  merit  has  raifed  up  againft 
you  in  France  ; but  do  not  imagine  you  find 
them  where  they  are  not : or,  if  you  will  be 
intermeddling,  do  not  make  me  a party.  I nei- 
ther do,  nor  ever  wil},  interfere  in  any  fuch 
things. 

I find  from  all  the  arrangements  which  you 
take  how  little  hope  I have  to  fee  you.  You  are 
not  in  want  of  excufes;  an  imagination  like  yours 
is  inexhauftible.  It  is  now  a tragedy,  the  fuc- 
cefs  of  which  you  want  to  fee;  anon  domeftic 
regulations;  prefently  king  Staniflaus;  and  then 
it  ishearfay.  In  fine,  1 believe  Icfs  in  this  journey 
than  in  the  arrival  of  the  Mefhah,  of  whom  the 
Jews  live  in  exped;ation. 

An  Elegy  has  appeared  here  : is  it  written  by 
you  ? The  following  is  the  firll  line  : 

Un  fommeil  eternal  a done  ferme  ces  yeiix^ » 

Eternal  fleep  has  clofed  thofe  eyes. 

Bbj 
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Let  me  beg  of  you  to  inform  me.  I have 
fome  doubts  on  the  fubjedt  which  you  alone  can 
remove. 

I impatiently  wait  for  the  large  packet  which 
you  announce;  and, ungrateful  andabfent  though 
you  be,  I admire  you  ftill,  for  this  I cannot  for- 
bear to  do. 

Farewel.  I am  going  to  fee  the  Agreeable 
Phrenzy  of  Orlando,  and  the  Heroic  Follies  of 
Coriolanus.  I wifh  you  tranquillity,  joy,  and 
length  of  life. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCXXXII. 
From  the  King, 

Berlin,  January  1 1,  1750. 

Yes,  I the  rhyming  novel  of  Nanine, 

Or  fentimental  comedy,  have  feen  ; 

And  reading  fear’d  left  this  reforming  age 
Had  banifti’d  old  Moliere  the  finking  ftage  ! 

Of  manners,  men,  to  give  the  rich  repaft. 

He  was  the  lirft— beware  he’s  not  the  laft. 

Of  ev’ry  kind  and  fpecimen  of  fool. 

By  nought  diftinguifh’d  but  by  ridicule. 

Of  learned  ladies  and  of  would-be  wits, 

Of  bigots,  mifers,  lordlings,  fops,  clowns,  cits, 

From  nature  taking  comprehenfive  view, 

^ach  large  and  comprehenfive  clafs  he  drew. 
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He  being  gone,  who  e’er  with  mafter  hand, 

Like  him,  could  pealing  theatres  command  ? 

To  him  fucceeds  a poor  and  puny  race  ; 

Of  giddy  Folly’s  form  too  weak  to  trace 
The  changing  features,  or  the  rainbow  glare, 

Th’  abfurd,  fantaftic,  pert,  affed^ed  air  ; 

Unlike  Moliere,  they  can’t  her  whims  difccrn. 

Or  fo  pourtray  that,  while  we  laugh,  we  learn. 

Finding  to  make  us  fmile  in  vain  they  try. 

They  call  Melpomene,  to  make  us  cry  : 

Not  of  her  bowl  and  dagger  aid  they  aflc  ; 

' One  fock,  one  unlac’d  bulldn,  half  a mafic. 

White  handkerchief  and  fmelling  bottle  near, 

Watching  her  cue  to  faint,  or  feign  a tear, 

The  flattern  comes — A queen,  that  erft  gave  laws; 

A pauper  now,  fhe  begs  fome  fmall  applaufe  1 
Our  charity  call’d  forth,  we  fit  the  fermon  out : 

At  church  were  never  people  fo  devout ! 

We  fit,  and  whil.e  fhe  drawls  the  lagging  lengthen’d 
line 

Refponfive  yawn,  in  fympathetic  whine, 

‘‘  That’s  charming!  Yes — I vow  that’s  vaflly  fine  !” 

And  is  this  Comedy  ? As  foon  I’d  name 
Religion  and  Hypocrify  the  fame  1 

As  you  have  not  been  able  to  make  me  one 
of  the  difciples  of  La  Chauffee*',  no  one  ever 
will.  Not  but  I allow  you  have  done  every 
thing  with  Nanine  which  could  have  been 

* La  Chauffee  was  the  mofl  fuccefsful  of  the  French  au- 
thors in  writing  what  is  called  La  Comedie  LarmoyantCy  or 
Sentimental  Comedy,  T. 
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hoped.  It  is  a fpecies  of  writing  which  never 
pleafed  me.  I can  eafily  conceive  there  are 
many  auditors  who  are  better  fatisfied  to  liflen 
to  the  honey  of  fentiment,  than  to  fee  the  repre- 
fentation  of  their  defeds;  and  who  are  interefted 
in  preferring  inlipid  dialogue  to  that  pleafant  fa- 
tire  which  attacks  bad  morals.  Nothing  is  fo 
diftrefling  as  not  to  be  allowed  to  be  ridiculous 
wdth  impunity  i but,  were  this  granted,  the  charm- 
ing art  of  Terence  and  Moliere  mull  be  renoun- 
ced y and  the  theatre  mull  become  the  general 
receptacle  of  dulnefs,  at  which  the  public  muft 
be  taught  to  fay,  in  a hundred  different  modes, 
I love  you.  My  zeal  for  good  comedy  extends 
fo  far  that  I would  rather  be  exhibited,  on  the 
ftage,  than  grant  my  fuffrage  to  the  illegitimate 
and  nervelefs  monfter,  which  the  bad  tafte  of  the 
age  has  brought  forth.  Since  Nanine,  I hear 
nothing  more  of  you : pray  afford  me  fome  ligns 
of  life. 

What  is  your  Mufe  benumb’d,  afleep  ? 

Or  thro’  your  veins  does  winter  creep  ? 

Why  fuffer  that  fine  flame  to  die. 

Which  living  brightenM  in  your  eye  ? 

This  facred  flame,  this  fpirit,  foul. 

From  jealous  Gods  Prometheus  llolc  ; 

Since  thus  divine  its  eflence,  we 
Should  name  it  but  with  bended  knee, 

I only 
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I only  jeft,  when  I fuppofe 
You  might  a gift  fo  precious  lofe ; 

That  is,  it  would  be  my  delight 
To  pique  your  pride,  and  make  you  write. 

This  is  a formal  challenge ; and,  fhould  not 
you  anfwer  it,  you  are  a proclaimed  coward. 
Wit  and  verfe  coft  you  nothing.  Do  not  imi- 
tate the  Dutch,  who,  having  the  fpice  all  to 
themfelves,  will  only  fell  it  as  a favour.  Your 
predecefTor,  Horace,  fent  Maecenas  as  many 
epiftles  as  he  defired.  Virgil,  your  great  an- 
ceftor,  did  not  write  epic  poems  for  every  body ; 
but  he  wrote  many  eclogues : whereas  you, 
in  all  the  opulence  of  wit,  and  polfeiTed  of  all 
the  mod  fplendid  treafures  of  imagination,  are 
the  greaceft  mifer  of  this  wit  whom  I know. 
Is  it  right  to  be  thus  fparing  of  a few  fuperflu- 
ous  verfes  for  which  you  are  aiked  ? Take  care 
not  to  vex  me  ; my  impatience  may  fupply  the 
abfence  of  Apollo,  and  perhaps  I fliall  write 
a fatire  on  the  mifers  of  mind.  But  fliould  I 
receive  a charming  letter  from  you,  fuch  as  you 
have  often  written,  I will  forget  all  caufe  of  com*- 
plaint,  and  will  love  you  much. 

Adieu, 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCXXXIir. 

From  the  King. 

Potfdam,  February  2©»  175©, 
Nioht,  friend  of  reft,  her  poppy  dews 
Had  o’er  my  eyelids  fhed  ; 

In  heavy  fleep  fo  fall  1 lay, 

The  foul  feem’d  almoft  fled. 

When,  ere  th’  eye  twinkles,  borne  by  dreams. 

In  fields  Elyfian  I, 

On  never-fading  flow’rs  reclin’d, 

Caefario  did  defciy. 

With  fudden  bound,  I flew  to  meet 
The  man  my  heart  held  dear. 

Friend  of  my  youth  ! My  foul ! My  life 
Said  I,  And  art  thou  here 

Thrice  in  my  arms,  with  eager  clafp. 

Would  I have  prefs’d  the  (hade  ; 

Thrice  in  my  arms  a cloud  I caught. 

That  mock’d  th’  attempts  I made. 

In  vain  WQuldft  thou  thy  friend  embrace  ; 

“ Alas ! This  may  not  be ! 

The  living  we  muft  not  approach  ; 

“ For  fuch  is  Fate’s  decree. 

But  follow,  and  I’ll  lead  thee  where, 

“ In  meads  and  bow’rs  renown’d. 

The  virtuous  with  immortal  wreaths 
Im*mortally  are  crown’d.” 


Thus 
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Thus  fpoke  the  youth,  and  foon  we  came 
To  many  a laurel  grove ; 

Where  warriors,  vi<9:ors,  I beheld. 

And  ancient  heroes  rove. 

Ah  ! Fly  th’  afTalllns,  fly,”  faid  he  5 
“ The  fage,  the  poet  feek. 

Who  not  exterminate,  but  aid, 

“ The  helplefs  and  the  weak.” 

He  led — to  olive  groves  we  came. 

Where  Homer,  Virgil,  flood. 

With  Horace  and  with  Sophocles, 

Each  fhade  in  angry  mood. 

With  rifing  wrath,  they  lifl’ning  heard 
A new-come  ghofl  declare 

That  all  the  four  had  been  furpafs’d. 

Of  late,  by  one  Voltaire  ! 

*Twas  lovely  Emily  that  thus. 

With  unabated  zeal, 

ExprefsM  th^  applaufe,  the  truth,  and  love. 
She  living  knew  to  feel. 

EnragM,  and  fllll  as  when  on  earth 
With  jealoufy  poflefsM, 

They  vowM,  by  all  th’  avenging  powhs. 
Their  wrongs  ftiould  be  redrefs’d. 

In  hell  a hateful  harpy  flts, 

And  Envy  is  her  name  ; 

The  fworn  and  everlafllng  foe 
Of  poets,  and  their  fame. 


For 
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For  Envy  then  aloud  they  call’d : 

They  call’d — Ihe  foon  appear’d  ! 

In  bitter  fpleen  their  meffage  fpoke. 

In  bitter  fpleen  fhe  heard. 

Begone,”  faid  they,  “ in  Paris  feek 
This  bard  ; and  be  it  there, 

To  Ihed  thy  venom  o’er  his  works, 

“ Thy  firft  and  only  care; 

The  darkeft  hearts,  the  darkeft  hours, 

“ The  darkeft  corners  find : 

“ Let  Folly,  Malice,  Dulnefs,  Spleen, 

“ One  common  int’reft  bind. 

Raife  all  ParnafTus  ! Bid  the  crew. 

That  fcribbling  croak  in  rhyme, 

“ Hifs,  as  they  ’re  wont,  with  ferpent  tongue, 

“ And  make  him  feel  his  crime  ! 

Eclipfe  our  fame  ! Unheard-of  guilt ! 

“ Begone  ! — By  us  accurft, 

“ Of  all  the  victims  we  devote, 

“ Be  his  Oreftes  firft 

With  haggard  eye  and  quiv’ring  lip. 

Attentive  to  the  theme. 

The  monfter  heard,  the  monfter  fted  ; 

And  with  her  fled  my  dream. 

Such  has  been  my  late  dream  ; and  there  was 
fome  danger  that  I fhould  declare  myfelf  of  the 
party  of  thofe  good  deceafed  poets  : they  had 
fufficient  caufe  for  their  ill  humour.  You  ftrange- 
ly  abufe  your  privilege  of  genius ; you  march 
toward  fame  by  every  road  that  leads  thither. 

I recol-. 
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I rccolle6t  you  as  I do  the  conqueror  who  thought 
he  had  done  nothing,  while  any  part  of  the  world 
remained  unfubdued.  Y ou  have  lately  made  an 
irruption  into  the  ftates  of  Moliere  ; and,  fhould 
you  be  firmly  determined,  his  fmall  kingdom 
will  foon  be  vanquifhed.  I thank  you  for  your 
new  Harpagon,  which  in  my  opinion  is  a comedy 
that  reprefents  the  real  manners  of  life.  Had  it 
been  lengthened,  it  would  have  apparently  been 
more  interefting. 

You  fee  how  I fpare  you ; I do  not  importune 
you  to  come  here  at  prefent.  I wait  till  Flora 
(hall  have  embellhhed  thefe  regions,  and  till 
Pomona  (hall  come  to  promife  abundance,  be- 
fore I entreat  you  to  undertake  the  journey,  I 
wifh  my  laurel  trees  again  to  bud,  that  frefh  gar- 
lands may  be  entwined  for  you.  Remember  that, 
next  to  the  duke  de  Richelieu,  no  one  has  more 
inconteftable  claims  over  your  perfon  than  has 
your  Teutonic  brother  in  Apollo.  Vale. 


LETTER  CCXXXIV. 
From  the  King, 

April,  i75«o 

Once  more  like  friend  entrufled  ? I ! 

Who  dar^d  Semiramis  decry  ! 

A pagan  ! Whom  conviftion  fled, 

Whatthough'a  ghoft  came  from  the  dead  ! 


On 
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On  genius  darM  in  judgment  fit. 

And  rafhly  fcntence  pafs  on  wit ! 

To  me  ! To  me  your  writings  fend  ! 

Why  then  indeed  Voltaire ’s  my  friend* 

Of  paft  negleft  I’ll  think  no  more  5 
He  loves  me  as  he  lov’d  of  yore ! 

Here  have  I a letter  fimilar  to  thofe  t formerly 
received  from  Cirey.  My  delire  to  fee  you,  to 
converfe  of  literature,  and  to  inform  myfelf  of 
things  which  you  only  can  teach  me,  is  redoubled. 
I thank  you  for  your  new  edition.  As  I know 
all  your  old  epiftles  by  rote,  I difcovered  all 
the  corredlions  and  additions  which  you  have 
made,  and  have  been  delighted  with  them. 
They  were  before  beautiful,  but  you  have 
added  new  beauties. 

You  will  accuftom  the  pit  to  whatever  you 
pleafe.  Poetry  fo  excellent  as  yours  may,  by 
its  delufive  charms,  blind  the  auditors  to  plot 
and  defign.  I wiih  to  fee  Oreftes,  and  to  know 
what  you  have  fubftituted  to  Palamede;  and 
likewife  to  read  the  other  beauties  with  which 
you  have  enriched  that  tragedy.  Did  you  think 
of  me,  you  would  be  polite  enough  to  fend  the 
piece.  1 am  prejudiced  in  your  favour,  and  it 
depends  only  on  yourfelf  to  receive  my  praife. 
But  who  troubles  himfelf,  at  Paris,  whether  Van- 
dals and  barbarians  hifs  or  clap  at  Berlin  ? 

The  eulogium  on  our  officers,  killed  in  war, 
brings  to  my  mind  an  anecdote  of  the  late  Czar 
5 Peter 
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Peter  I.  who  dabbled  in  pharmacy  and  phyfic, 
the  latter  of  which  he  fent  to  his  lick  courtiers; 
and,  after  having  difpatched  fome  Boyards  to  the 
next  world,  he  celebrated  their  obfequies  with 
magnificence,  and  honoured  their  funerals  with 
his  prefence. 

With  refped  to  thefe  poor  officers,  I find  my- 
felf  circumftanced  as  was  the  Czar:  reafons  of 
ftate  obliged  me  to  expofe  them  to  dangers  in 
which  they  perilhed.  Could  I do  lefs  than  adorn 
their  tombs  by  epitaphs,  at  once  fimple  and  true? 

Come  and  corredt  this  morfel,  which  abounds 
in  errors,  and  in  behalf  of  which  I am  more 
interefted  than  for  all  my  other  works.  Bufinefs 
will  call  me  into  Pruffia  in  the  month  of  June; 
but,  from  the  firft  of  July  to  the  month  of  Sep- 
tember, I can  difpofe  of  my  time.  I can  fiudy 
at  the  feet  of  Gamaliel. 

To  me  you  may  the  rules  impart 
Of  Livy%  Tully’,  Maro’s  art; 

Attentive  I may  then  admire 
Sweet  undulations  from  your  lyre ; 

Be  taught  the  path,  in  heav’nly  flrains, 

That  leads  to  bleft  Parnaflian  plains. 

But  ah  ! Unlefs  you  can  bellow 
The  flame  that,  with  celellial  glow, 

Beams  forth  in  you  the  blaze  of  day, 

Bedarken’d,  I lhall  lofe  my  way  ! 


How 
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How  can  you  defire  me  to  determine  whether 
you  or  madame  d’Aiguillon  are  in  the  right?  If 
the  duchefs  can  produce  the  original  of  the 
Political  Teftament  of  cardinal  de  Richelieu,  (he 
mufl  of  neceflity  be  believed.  Great  men  are 
not  great  at  all  times,  and  under  all  circum- 
fiances.  A minifter  colledls  his  whole  force, 
and  employs  the  full  fagacity  of  his  mind  on  an 
affair  which  he  fuppofes  to  be  of  importance, 
yet  affords  marks  of  much  negligence  in  what 
he  fuppofes  to  be  of  little  confequence.  When 
I figure  to  myfelf  cardinal  de  Richelieu  abafing 
the  grandees  of  the  kingdom,  folidly  eflablifh- 
ing  royal  authority,  fupporting  the  glory  of 
France  againfl  potent  and  foreign  nations,  ex- 
tinguifhing  inteftine  wars,  deftroying  the  fe6l 
of  the  Calvinifts,  and  throwing  a mound  acrofs 
the  fea  for  the  fiege  of  La  Rochelle,  I then 
imagine  that  firm  mind  occupied  by  the  greatefl 
projeds,  capable  of  the  bolded  refoiutions,  and 
the  Political  Tedament  appears  to  me  too  puerile 
to  be  his  work.  Perhaps  they  were  merely  ideas 
thrown  upon  paper  ; perhaps  he  did  not  wifli  to 
fay  all  he  thought,  that  he  might  be  the  more 
regretted.  Had  I lived  with  the  cardinal,  I 
could  have  fpoken  more  pofitively ; as  it  is,  I 
can  do  nothing  more  than  guefs. 


Of 
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Of  grandeurs  and  of  trifles  gay. 

The  fmall  things  many,  few  the  great| 

^he  fageft  hero  lives  the  prey ; 

And  moil  from  Folly  holds  his  Hate* 

Or  fay  he  live  belov’d  awhile j 

Say  man  and  angel  fhould  admire ; 

His  fummer  foon  fhall  ceafe  to  fmile. 

His  boalled  powVs  lhall  foon  expire. 

The  clouds  of  age,  when  once  afloat. 

The  brighteft  genius  will  eclipfe : 

His  Teftament  old  Richelieu  wrote, 

And  Newton  his  Apocalypfe ! 

My  new  year’s  wiflies,  in  behalf  of  the  author 
bf  the  Henriade,  are  health  and  patience.  If  he 
flill  love  me,  I (hall  fee  him  face  to  face,  fhall 
admire  him  at  Sahs-Souci,  and  will  then  fay 
more. 


I.  E T T E R CCXXXV. 

Prom  the  King. 

Potfdam,  April  25, 

With  all  your  wit,  and  all  your  grace, 

1 own  I hop’d  to  fee  your  face 
Here  once  again  : I hop’d  In  vain  ; 

Our  martial  ardour  you  dlfdain  ; 

I’he  trouble  you  difdain  to  take 
, My  dull  and  llumb’ring  Mufe  to  wake. 

*v©t.  YiT,  C c H’Arnaud, 
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D^Arnaud,  whom  you  will  not  difown, 

Is  come  to  fill  the  vacant  throne  ; , 

Your  vaflal,  pleafing  and  polite. 

From  you  he  learn’d  the  art  to  write. 

Th*  original  not  to  be  had. 

To  get  a copy  we  are  glad. 

This  D’Arnaud,  for  whom  we  have  been  wait- 
ing fo  long,  is  at  length  come,  and  has  delivered 
your  letter,  with  your  charming  verfes,  which 
always  put  mine  to  the  blufh,  and  which  redou- 
ble the  impatience  I have  to  fee  you.  What  is 
it  to  me  that  fate  decreed  you  fliould  be  my  co- 
temporary, if  you  prevent  my  profiting  by  thi^ 
advantage  ? 

Horace  and  Virgil  men  have  read 
Some  fixteen  hundred  years  or  more ; 

But  living  better  far  than  dead 

We  might  their  thoughts  and  hearts  explore. 

By  death  or  abfence  feverM,  thus 
A fubftitute  man  vainly  feeks  ; 

The  Gallic  Homer  is  to  us 

As  dead  as  he  who  fang  the  Greeks. 

All  ages  fhall  your  works  polfefs  ; 

They  ’re  ours  and  theirs ; the  gen’ral  right^^ 

Which  never  more  fhall  ceafe,  unlefs 
Again  fhould  come  chaotic  night. 

For  me,  I own  I wifh  t’  obtain 
Not  the  dead  letter,  but  the  foul ; 

The  works,  the  mind,  the  heart,  the  men  ; 

Yes,  all— 'I  wifir  to  have  the  whole  ! , 

I have 
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I have  this  moment  received  the  volume  that 
contains  Oreftes,  a Letter  on  Falfehood,  See,  and 
another  to  marflial  Schullemburg.  You  have 
placed  me  in  the  middle  of  a Letter  in  which  I 
was  furprifed  to  find  myfelf.  You  know  how  to 
give  effed  to  trifles,  by  your  manner  of  difplay- 
ing  them : I perceive  how  great  a mafter  of  elo- 
quence you  are.  Yes,  though  eloquence  do  not, 
like  faith,  remove  mountains,  it  lowers  the  high, 
raifesthe  weak,  and  is  miftrefs  of  nature,  efpe- 
cially  of  the  human  heart.  Oh  noble  fcience  ! 
Happy  are  thofe  who  pofTefs  thee;  and  efpe- 
cially  he  who  difplays  thy  charms  with,  fuch  fu- 
perior  fkill ! 

I imagined  you  had  long  fince  received  the 
Memoirs  of  our  academy ; but  they  are  now  bind- 
ing, and  will  be  immediately  fent.  Among  them 
you  will  find  fome  of  my  works  fcattered ; but 
I ought  to  inform  you  they  are  nothing  more 
than  fketches,  in  the  corredion  of  which  I have 
fince  employed  much  time.  An  edition  is  at 
prefent  printing,  with  augmentations  and  nume- 
rous corredions,  which  will  be  more  worthy  of 
your  attention.  This  you  fliali  have  as  foon  as 
the  printer  fhall  have  done  his  bufinefs.  You 
alk  for  my  poem,  but  it  mufl  not  be  fliewn  : 
D’Arnaud  will  tell  you  what  are  its  contents. 


C c z 
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The  fecrets  of  the  bigot’s  hell, 

And  heav’n,  I there  have  dar’d  to  tell : 

I’ve  jeer’d  at  Rome,  and  at  the  curfe 
She  bellows  forth,  to  make  bad  worfe. 

But,  having  been  fo  rafh,  ’twere  right 
To  keep  fuch  rafiinefs  out  of  fight. 

Of  temper  cauftic,  and  fevere, 

The  mocking  Mufe  muft  not  appear 
At  Paris,  where,  with  wits  and  belles. 

The  babbler  Indifcretion  dwells. 

Nay  Boyer,  there,  a wight  of  note, 

Might  her  imprudent  failles  quote  ; 

And,  making  her  his  anger  feel. 

Might  madam  fend  to  your  Baftille. 

Whereas  the  wanton  huffey,  here. 

May  friilc,  yet  harbour  no  fuch  fear. 

She  dungeons  hates,  and  well  (he  may  ; 

For  Ihe,  you  know,  has  had  her  day ; L 
In  youth  flie  thither  grop’d  her  way  *.  J 
But  fo  to  a£l,  now  older  grown, 

I think  would  not  be  wife,  I own. 

Therefore,  my  dear  Voltaire,  if  you  wifli  to 
fee  my  nonfenfe,  you  mud  come  here.  You 
cannot  now  recede.  The  poem  certainly  will 
not  pay  for  the  fatigue  of  travelling ; but  the 
poet,  who  loves  you,  is  perhaps  worth  your 
trouble.  You  will  here  fee  a philofopher,  who 
has  no  pafTion  but  that  of  fludy,  and  who,  by  the 

^ The  king,  while  prince  royal,  was  im.prifoned  at  Cuftrin 
by  his  father.  T. 
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difficulties  he  has  himfelf  to  encounter,  is  taught 
to  eftimate  the  merit  of  thofe  who,  like  you, 
march  on  with  fuch  yninterrupted  fuccefs. 

There  is  a imall  community  here,  that  eredts 
altars  to  the  invifible  Deity.  But  beware  ! He- 
retics will  certainly  build  altars  to  Baal,  fhould 
not  the  Deity  foon  appear.  I lhall  fay  no  more. 
Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCXXXVL 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 


Paris,  May  ao, 

Of  Rhapfodics,  to  all  my  paft, 

I now,  great  monarch,  add  my  laft. 

Did  felf-love  in  my  bofom  dwell. 

Your  afpeft  would  the  bubble  quell ; 

For  plaudits  never  can  be  due. 

When  plaudits  are  refus’d  by  you  ; 

Your  approbation  e’er  muR  be 
The  feal  of  immortality^ 

A-propos,  fire,  of  immortality — I have  the 
honour  to  own  to  you  it  is  a very  fine  thing, 
and  that  it  is  impoffible  to  fpeak  ill  of  that  which 
you  fo  well  have  purchafed ; but  to  live  two  or 
C c 3 three 
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three  months,  in  company  with  your  majefly, 
were  better  than  to  live  three  thoufand  years,  in 
the  memory  of  man.  1 know  not  whether  D’Ar- 
naud  will  be  immortal,  but  I think  his  Ihort  life 
will  be  remarkably  happy. 

Mine  depends  on  a very  fmall  thread ; and  I 
fhould  be  exceedingly  angry  were  this  fmall 
thread  to  be  cut,  before  I again  enjoy  the  con- 
folation  of  feeing  the  great  man  of  the  age. 
Your  verfes  on  the  cardinal  de  Richelieu  have 
been  learnt  by  rote.  How  could  they  be  other* 
wife  ? 

His  Teftament  old  Richelieu  wrote. 

And  Newton  his  Apocalypfe  ! 

They  are  fo  natural,  fo  eafy,  fo  true,  fo  ex* 
preffive,  fo  terfe,  fo  far  from  the  fuperfluous, 
that  not  to  remember  them  would  beimpoffible. 
They  are  already  become  proverbial.  You  are 
certainly  the  firft  king  of  Pruffia  who  have  in- 
vented prp verbs  for  France.  Your  majefty  will 
find,  Sf-^he  inclofed  Rhapfody,  what  my  rea- 
fons  are,  in  oppolition  to  madame  d*Aiguillon» 

Judge  you  this  Will,  fince  ladies  deign 
This  Willis  defence  to  take  in  hand ; 

Two  have  you  judg’d,  which  I maintain 
Were  much  more  hard  to  underftand 

^ Alluding  to  the  wills  of  the  two  emperors,  and  the  prag« 
sjiatio  fandion.  T» 

I muft' 
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I mufl:  not  be  indulged,  fire,  with  a fight  of 
your  Valoriade.  There  is  an  Ode  in  the  collec- 
tion of  your  academy,  and  I have  neither  the 
coHedlion  nor  the  Ode.  It  is  well  worth  while 
to  love  you,  to  be  treated  thus ! I have  made  a 
fliockingly  bad  bargain  ! . 

To  you  I bequeath  my  foul,  without  reflrlc- 
tion. 


LETTER  CCXXXVIL 


From  the  ^tng, 

^ Potfdam,  June  26,  175©, 

Fair  palfreys  ? No,  vile  hacks ! Begone  I 
Chang’d  now  to  nobler  things, 

Be  courfers  of  Parnaflian  breed, 

And  take  poetic  wings. 

Apollo’s  ftceds  to  you  refign 
Their  office  and  their  claim  ; 

Apollo’s  brother  hither  bring ; 

A God  of  equal  fame. 

.-.41^. 

Let  Parangon  and  Rahican  ' 

Turn  pale  to  fee  you  bound, 

Prom  Helicon  to  fee  you  pranc 
So  lightly  o’er  the  ground. 

Oh  glorious  fate  ! The  God  you  bring. 

In  grateful  glad  furprife, 

C c 4. 
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Will  take  you  from  the  plough,  to  place  ^ 

You  in  his  favVite  Hcies ! 

At  you,  with  telefcopic  tube,  i 

Allronomers  will  gaze ; 

And  bre^k  their  glaffes,  or  fuppofc 
Some  dazzling  meteors  blaze ! 

Thus  have  I addrcffed  the  horfes,  that  are  to 
have  the  honour  of  bringing  you,  It  is  faid 
the  German  language  has  been  invented  to  con- 
verfe  with  the  brute  creation ; and,  in  quality 
of  poet  of  that  language,  I have  imagined  my 
Mufe  might  with  more  propriety  harangue  your 
poll  horfes  than  addrcfs  her  rude  accents  to  you. 
At  prefent  you  are  armed  at  all  points ; car- 
riage, paffport,  and  every  thing  neceflary,  for 
a man  who  intends  to  travel  from  Paris  to  Ber- 
lin. But  I fe^r  left  you  fhould  be  prodigal  of 
your  time  at  Paris,  and  a mifer  of  your  moments 
at  Berlin.  Come  therefore  immediately,  and 
recoiled  that  a favour  granted  with  a good  grace 
is  doubly  meritorious, 


FREDERIC, 
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LETTER  CCXXXVIIL 

From  the  King. 

Berlin,  Auguft  23,  1750,. 

I HAVE  read  the  leitter  which  your  niece 
has  written  to  you  from  Paris : her  friendfliip 
for  you  has  won  rny  eflieem.  Were  I madame 
Pennis,  I (hquld  think  like  her ; but,  being  what 
I am,  I think  otherwife.  It  would  grieve  me  to 
the  foul,  were  I the  caufe  of  misfortune  to  my 
enemy.  How  then  can  1 wifh  misfortune  to  the 
man  whorp  I love,  and  who  facrihces  t,o  me  his 
country,  and  every  thing  which  humanity  holds 
mod  dear  ? No,  my  dear  Voltaire;  could  I fore- 
fee that  your  tranfmigration  could  in  the  lead 
turn  to  your  difadvantage,  I would  be  the  fird 
to  perfuade  you  againd  it,  I would  prefer  your 
happinefs  to  the  extrerne  pleafure  I lliould  feel 
at  feeing  you.  But  you  are  a philofopher  ; I am 
the  fame.  Can  any  thing  be  mqre  natural,  more 
fimple,  more  in  the  order  of  things,  than  that 
philofophers  fliould  be  formed  for  the  fociety  of 
each  other ; fliould  be  united  by  the  fame  du- 
dies,  the  fame  inclinations,  and  a fimilar  mode 
of  thinking;  and  that  they  fliould  enjoy  this 
pleafure  ? 


I refped 
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I rcfpeft  you  as  my  mafter  in  eloquence  and 
knowledge : I love  you  as  a virtuous  friend. 
What  llavery,  what  mifliap,  what  change,  what 
inconflancy  of  fortune  can  there  be  to  be  feared, 
in  a country  in  which  you  are  efteemed  as  much 
as  in  your  own,  and  with  a friend  who  pofTeffes 
a grateful  heart  ? I have  not  the  foolifli  prcfump- 
tion  to  believe  that  Berlin  equalsParis.  If  wealth, 
grandeur,  and  magnificence  render  a city  de- 
lightful, we  ihall  yield  to  Paris.  If  good  tafiie, 
perhaps  mofl  generally  difperfed,  can  be  found 
in  any  part  of  the  world,  I know  and  allow  it  is 
at  Paris.  But  do  not  you  carry  good  tafte  with 
you,  wlierever  you  go  ? We  have  faculties  fuffi- 
cient  to  applaud  you;  and  in  feeling  we  will  cede 
to  none  on  earth. 

I refpedted  the  friendlhip  which  united  you 
to  madame  du  Chatelet ; but,  next  to  her,  I am 
one  of  your  oldeft  friends.  What ! Becaufe  you 
leave  your  country  to  live  in  my  houfe,  fhall  it 
be  faid  that  houfe  is  become  your  prifon  ? What’! 
Becaufe  I am  your  friend,  fhall  I be  your  tyrant? 
I own  this  is  logic  I do  not  comprehend.  I am 
firmly  perfuaded  you  will  be  very  happy  here, 
as  long  as  I fhall  live ; that  you  will  be  regard- 
ed as  the  father  of  letters,  and  of  men  of  tafie ; 
and  that  you  will  in  me  find  all  thofe  confola- 

tions 
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tions  which  a man  of  your  merit  may  expe^, 
from  another  by  whom  he  is  cfteemed. 

Good  night. 

FREDERIC, 


LETTER  CCXXXIX. 

From  the  King, 

1750, 

I HAVE  juft  been  delivered  of  fix  chil- 
dren, who  require  to  be  baptifed,  in  the  name 
of  Apollo,  at  the  waters  of  Hippocrene.  The 
Henriade  is  afked  to  (land  godmother  : be  fo 
good  as  to  efcort  her  this  evening,  at  five,  into 
the  father’s  apartment.  D’Arget-Lucina  will  be 
there ; and  the  imagination  of  Man  a Machine^^' 
will  hold  the  new-born  during  the  ceremony. 


LETTER  CCXL, 


From  the  King, 

1751, 

I H A V E read  your  firft  article,  which  is 
excellent.  I fuppofe  you  have  begun  the  alpha- 
betic table  of  the  articles,  which  I think  ought 


* X.a  Metric, 


6 


to 
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to  be  finiOied  before  the  work  be  written,  in  or- 
der to  confine  yourfelf  to  a fixed  number  of  ar- 
ticles, and  the  mod  feled  principles,  as  well  as 
to  avoid  entering  into  minutise.  For,  fliould 
fome  articles  inferior  to  the  others  find  their 
way  into  the  Didionary,  there  would  be  a necef- 
lity  either  of  entering  rnore  circunaftantially  into 
the  fubjed,  or  of  changing  the  plan,  which  it 
feems  to  me  would  not  correfpond  to  that  unity 
which  the  writer  ought  to  propofe  to  himfelf,  in 
^ work  of  this  kind. 


h E T T E R CCXLI. 
the  King. 

If  you  continue  at  this  rate,  the  Didionary 
will  foon  be  finiflied.  The  article  of  the  soul, 
which  I have  received,  is  well  written ; and  that 
on  BAPTISM  exceedingly  well.  It  feems  as  if 
chance  had  darted  thofe  thoughts  in  your  mind, 
which  however  are  the  confecjuence  of  medi- 
tation. 

When  your  Didionary  (ball  be  printed,  I 
would  not  advife  you  to  go  to  Rome.  But  of 
vvhat  importance  are  Rome,  his  Holinefs,  the 

Inquifition, 
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Inqulfition,  and  all  the  tonfured  chiefs  of  the 
religions  orders,  who  will  exclaim  againft  you? 
The  work  you  are  writing  will  be  ufeful  in  its 
fubjeft,  and  agreeable  in  its  ftyle  : nothing  more 
is  necelTary.  Should  the  foul  of  your  nerves  re- 
main in  a quiefcent  fliate,  I lhall  be  delighted  to 
fee  you  this  evening ; if  not,  I doubt  (he  will 
revenge  on  ^mur  body  the  wrong  done  her  by 
your  mind. 

I certainly  do  not  believe  that  I or  any  one 
elfe  can  be  double.  Sovereigns  fpeak  in  the  plu- 
ral, and  fay  we ; but  the  word  does  not  multi- 
ply the  being.  Let  us  lay  our  hands  on  our 
hearts  and  fpeak  frankly ; we  then  fhall  can- 
didly confefs  that  thought  and  motion,  which  are 
faculties  of  our  body,  are  the  attributes  of  an 
animated  machine,  formed  and  organ ifed  like 
man. — Adieu. 


LETTER  CCXLIL 
Frow  ihe  King. 


Th  E gift  of  fong,  that  art  divine, 
Nature  denied  fnould  e’er  be  mine  : 


By  her  when  you  were  tlius  endo\Wd, 
To  me  fire  faid,  of  me  not  proud — 


iTiu 
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She  faid,  and  frown’d  with  look  aflcancc, 

“ Be  reafon  your  inheritance.” 

Thisold-falhioned  reafon,  this  mere  common- 
place good  fenfe,  is  my  lot.  This  will  fuffice  to 
teach  us  not  ftupidly  to  walk  into  the  river,  when 
we  fee  a bridge  over  which  we  may  pafs.  This 
good  fenfe  is  the  thing  requifite  for  our  condudV 
in  common  life.  But  the  fame  reafon  which  oc- 
cafions  me  to  avoid  a precipice,  when  I perceive 
one  on  my  road,  teaches  me  not  to  wander  from 
my  fphere,  not  to  undertake  anything  beyond  my 
flrength.  I therefore  do  juftice  to  myfelf,  and 
avow  that  my  verfes  are  ill  written,  while  my 
reafon  is  fufficiently  ftrong  to  induce  me  to  ad- 
mire yours.  I thank  you  for  M.  de  Couci,  which 
in  my  opinion  is  your  beft  tragedy. 

With  refpect  to  the  emperor  Julian,  what 
you  have  written  may  be  made  excellent,  by 
adding  the  reafons  for  and  againft  his  conver- 
fion;  and  by  retrenching,  from  the  part  I have 
read,  the  palTage  in  which  you  take  a fight  view 
of  the  fubjed;  which  view  is  too  feeble  to  cor- 
refpond  with  the  ftrong  arguments  which  you 
afterward  add. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCXLIII. 

^ From  the  King. 

1751, 

This  article  appears  to  me  excellent.  I 
advife  you  to  change  nothing  but  the  wager, 
becaufe  by  that  you  ridicule  Pafcal,  who  has 
employed  the  fame  figure. 

Be  pleafed  likewife  to  remark  that  you  cite 
Epicurus,  Protagoras,  &c.  as  having  lived  peace- 
ably in  the  fame  city.  I do  not  think  men  of 
letters  ought  to  be  cited  as  living  peaceably  to- 
gether. Recoiled  the  quarrels  of  the  Academy 
of  Sciences  at  Paris,  concerning  Newton  and 
Defcartes;  and  thofe  of  this  place,  for  and 
againft  Leibnitz.  I am  certain  that  Epicurus 
and  Protagoras  would  have  difputed,  had  they 
inhabited  the  fame  city  : but  I likewife  think 
that  Cicero,  Lucretius,  and  Horace  would  have 
flipped  together  in  good  harmony. 

I afk  pardon  for  remarks  which  my  ignorance 
fliakes  oft'  its  fhackles  to  make.  I refemble  the 
old  woman  of  Moliere,  who  occafioned  the  firft 
comic  writer  in  the  world  to  alter  his  pieces, 
when  (he  did  not  laugh. 


LET- 
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From  the  King. 


Potfdam,  Febmaty  24, 

I WA  S very  happy  to  welcome  you  here; 
I efteemed  your  wit^  your  talents,  and  your 
knowledge  ; and  I had  reafon  to  fuppofe  that  a 
man  of  your  age,  tired  of  tilting  with  authors, 
and  of  expofing  himfelf  to  ftorms,  was  comO 
hither  to  take  refuge  in  a fafe  harbour.  Yet  you 
immediately,  in  a very  fingular  manner,  required 
me  not  to  fuffer  Freron  to  write  my  intelligence* 
I had  the  weaknefs  or  the  complaifance  to  com- 
ply; though  it  was  not  for  you  to  decide  whom 
I fhould  take  into  my  fervice. 

D’Arnaud  did  you  fome  wrong ; he  would 
have  been  pardoned  by  a generous  man,  a vin- 
didive  one  perfecutes  thofe  for  whom  he  con- 
ceives a hatred.  In  fine,  though  D’Arnaud  did 
not  injure  me,  you  have  been  the  caufe  that  he 
has  left  this  place. 

You  have  been  with  the  Ruffian  ambafTador, 
to  fpeak  to  him  of  affairs  concerning  which  you 
ought  not  to  have  interfered;  and  it  has  been 
fuppofed  I had  commiffioned  you  fo  to  ad* 

You  have  been  meddling  in  the  bufinefs  of 

madame 
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laadame  de  Bentink,  thovigh  this  certainly  was 
not  in  your  department. 

You  have  had  a mofl:  vile  tranfadlion  with  the 
Jew,  and  your  condudl  has  been  very  (hocking 
to  the  whole  city.  The  bufinefs  of  the  Saxon 
bills  is  fo  well  known,  in  Saxony,  that  very  fe- 
rious  complaints  have  been  made  to  me. 

For  my  own  part,  I preferved  peace  in  my 
houfe,  till  your  arrival ; and  I mufl:  inform  you 
that,  if  it  be  your  paflion  to  intrigue  and  cabal, 
you  have  done  very  ill  in  addreffing  yourfelf  to 
me.  I love  docile  and  peaceful  people,  whofe 
conduct  does  not  refemble-  the  violent  paffions 
of  tragedy.  If  you  can  determine  to  live  like  a 
philofopher,  I fhall  be  very  glad  to  fee  yon  ; but 
if  you  abandon  yourfelf  to  every  excefs  of  paf- 
fion,  and  if  you  attack  every  man  you  meet,  you 
will  not  afford  me  any  fatisfadion  by  coming 
here ; you  may  quite  as  well  remain  at  Berlin. 

FREDERIC. 

LETTER  CCXLV. 

From  the  King. 

Potfdam>  February  28,  1752. 

If  you  will:i  to  come  here,  you  are  at  liberty 
io  to  do.  I hear  nothing  of  any  law-fuit,  not 
VOL.  VII.  D d even 
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even  of  yours.  Since  you  have  gained  your  cauff, 
I congratulate  you,  and  am  very  glad  that  vile 
bufinefs  is  over.  I hope  you  will  have  no  more 
quarrels,  either  with  the  Old  Teftament  or  the 
New.  Such  kind  of  contefts  are  diflionourable; 
and,  though  pofTeffed  of  the  moft  genius  of  any 
man  in  France,  you  cannot  avoid  finally  injur- 
ing your  reputation,  by  the  difgrace  of  fuch 
condud. 

Gofie,  a bookfellcr,  an  opera  fidler,  and  a 
Jew  jeweller,  are  really  people  whofe  names 
ought  not,  on  any  occafion,  to  enter  into  com- 
petition with  yours.  I write  this  letter  with  the 
unpolilhed  good  fenfe  of  a German,  who  fpeaks 
what  he  thinks,  and  does  not  employ  ambiguous 
terms,  or  thofe  nervelefs  foothings  which  do  but 
disfigure  truth.  It  is  for  you  to  profit  by  my 
franknefs. 


LETTER  CCXLVL 
Frem  the  King, 

1752. 

I EXPECTED  day  after  day  I fiiould 
lee  you  arrive,  which  prevented  me  from  thank- 
ing  you  fooner  for  the  Hiftory  of  Louis  XIV. 
which  I have  now  four  copies.  That  I might 

the 
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the  better  purfue  the  art  with  which  you  have 
made  this  extradl,  I am  reading  the  firft  part, 
with  the  commentary  of  Quincy,  that  dictionary 
of  battles  and  fieges.  I wait  your  return  to  tell 
you  what  is  my  opinion.  My  impatience  in- 
duced me  to  read  the  fecond  volume  at  the  fame 
time  ; and,  to  own  the  truth,  I think  it  fuperior 
to  the  firft,  as  well  from  the  nature  of  the  con- 
tents as  from  the  ftyle,  and  that  noble  daring 
with  which  you  fpeak  the  truth,  even  of  kings. 

It  is  a very  excellent  morfel,  and  muft  do  high 
honour  to  you.  The  death  of  madame  Hen- 
rietta will  be  the  caufe  that  your  Rome  Sauvee 
will  not  be  played  fo  foon  as  you  imagined. 

I have  been  ill  thefe  eight  days  of  a cold  in 
the  bread:,  and  of  an  ebullition  of  blood ; but 
my  malady  is  almoft  cured. 

I do  nothing  but  read ; I write  no  more. 
When  the  memory  is  fo  bad  as  mine  is,  it  is 
neceffary  occafionally  to  read  over  what  has 
before  been  read,  to  recoiled  loft  ideas,  and 
learn  what  is  worthy  of  being  remembered.  I 
fliall  afterward  once  more  begin  to  corred  my 
own  paltry  produdions.  Your  fire  refembles 
that  of  the  veftals,  and  is  never  extind;  the 
little  which  has  fallen  to  my  lot  muft  often  be 
blown  up,  and  is  notwithftanding  in  danger  of 
being  fmothered  by  its  own  embers. 

D d a 
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Adieu.— Do  not  fuppofe  there  are  more  oaks 
than  rofes  in  the  world.  Many  are  thofe  whom 
you  behold  perifli,  while  you  continue  to  bloom; 
and  many  more  will  your  name  furvive,  for  that 
will  never  perifh. 


LETTER  CCXLVII. 

From  the  King. 

Cofel,  September,  1752. 

I RECEIVED  your  philofophic  Poem 
near  that  Carnuntum  in  which  "Marcus  Aurelius 
committed  his  fage  moral  refledlions  to  writing; 
and  I did  but  think  your  poetry  the  more  beau- 
tiful. Some  refledtions  however  are  to  be  made ; 
not  concerning  the  poetry,  but  the  fubjecfl,  and 
the  condudt  of  the  fourth  canto ; which  I (hall 
referve  for  our  converfation,  at  my  return. 

Huffars,  engineers,  and  officers  of  horfe  and 
foot,  torment  me  fo  much  here,  that  they  da 
not  fnffer  me  to  recoiled  myfelf. 

Adieu. — Take  pity  on  a foul  in  purgatory, 
which  entreats  mafles  may  be  faid  that  it  may 
foon  efcape. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCXLVIII. 

From  the  King. 

Neifs,  September  8,  1752. 

The  Have  of  a rKIme,  which  my  brain  could  exhauft. 

In  turning  a couplet  my  fleep  have  I loll : 

But  I find  that  the  meteor,  which  troubled  my  reft. 

Was  no  more  than  a will-o’-the-wifp  at  the  bell. 

Madam  Reafon,  whole  eye,  though  I own  it  is  clear, 

Has  a brow  that  to  me  appears  fomewliat  fevere, 

Madam  Reafon  has  told  me,  in  very  plain  fpeech, 

That  the  heights  of  ParnaftLis  I never  could  reach. 

Alas  ! Poor  felf-love  ! But  no  matter ! Henceforth 
Of  Voltaire  all  the  genius,  the  wit,  and  the  worth, 

I will  live  to  admire  ; and  thus,  quitting  the  field. 

The  empire  of  Homer  to  his  hands  I yield. 

Such  is  my  determination.  Bufinefs  and  poe- 
try are  things  of  a very  oppofite  nature.  The 
one  curbs  the  imagination ; to  extend  it  is  the 
property  of  the  other.  1 am  between  the  two, 
like  the  afs  of  Buridan.  I have  been  polifhing 
feme  ftanzas  of  an  old  Ode,  which  is  not  worth 
the  trouble  of  being  fent  to  you. 

The  dear  Ifaac  has  travelled  a tortoife  pace. 
I believe  your  fat  duke  de  Chevreufe,  who  cer- 
tainly is  not  as  Aim  as  your  running  footmen, 
would  proceed  fafter  on  foot  than  the  fieur  Ifaac 
with  fix  horfes,  coming  from  Paris  to  Berlin. 

D d 3 But 
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But  this  is  of  little  importance ; I am  glad  to 
meet  him  ; we  muft  take  men  fuch  as  we  find 
them.  It  has  pleafed  Heaven  thus  to  mould  up 
D’Argens,  nor  is  it  in  his  power  to  remould 
himfelf. 

I do  not  fend  you  an  account  of  my  occupa- 
tions, becaufe  they  confift  of  things  for  which 
you  care  but  little.  Camps,  foldiers,  fortrefles, 
finances,  and  law-fuits,  are  to  be  found  in  all 
countries ; newfpapers  are  full  of  fuch  wretched 
affairs. 

1 hope  to  fee  you  on  the  fixteenth,  and  I wifh 
you  health,  tranquillity,  and  content. 

Adieu. 


LETTER  CCXLIX. 

Frdm  the  King. 

Odober2,  1752^. 

H ADI  not  yeflerday  had  a dreadful  co- 
lic, accompanied  by  violent  head-achs,  I fliould 
have  thanked  you  fooner  for  the  new  edition  of 
your  works,  which  I have  received.  1 have 

* I fufpcd  an  error  in  the  date  of  the  year  of  fcveral  of 
thefe  letters,  and  that  it  ought  to  be  1751,  but  I want  fuffi- 
cient  authorities  to  obtain  certainty.  T. 
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haftily  run  over  the  new  pieces,  which  you  have 
inferted ; but  I was  not  fatisfied  with  the  order 
in  which  they  are  arranged,  nor  with  the  fize  of 
the  edition.  It  may  be  called  the  Canticles  of 
Luther  ; and,  with  refped  to  the  pieces,  they 
are  all  pell  mell,  and  unconne6led.  I think 
that,  for  the  convenience  of  the  public,  it  would 
be  better  to  increafe  the  number  of  the  volumes, 
enlarge  the  type,  and  arrange  the  materials  in  a 
more  confident  manner. 

1 communicate  thefe  remarks  becaufe  I am 
well  perfuaded  this  will  not  be  the  lad  edition 
of  your  works.  You  will  kill  all  your  auditors 
and  your  readers  with  your  colics  and  your  faint- 
ings;  and  you  will  write  panegyrics,  or  fatires, 
on  all  thofe  in  whofe  company  you  now  live, 
after  our  death.  Such  are  the  prophecies,  not  of 
Nodradamus,  but  of  one  who  is  tolerably  ac- 
quainted with  difeafes,  and  whofe  profeffion  it 
is  to  be  acquainted  with  mankind. 

I labour,  in  my  corner,  on  things  inferior  in 
workmanfliip,  and  lefs  fplendid  than  thofe  on 
which  you  employ  yourfelf ; but  I am  amufed, 
and  that  is  enough.  1 hope  foon  to  hear  that 
you  are  cured,  and  good-humoured.. 

Adieu. 
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LETTER  CCL. 

From  the  King, 

December,  1752. 

Your  effrontery  aftonifhes  me.  After 
what  you  have  done,  which  is  as  evident  as  the 
day,  you  perfift  inftead  of  confeffing  yourfelf  cul- 
pable. But  do  not  imagine  you  can  make  men 
believe  black  is  white.  When  they  do  not  fee, 
it  is  becaufe  they  are  wilfully  blind.  Should 
you  pufh  the  affair  to  extremes,  I will  print 
every  thing  ; and  the  world  fhall  fee  that, 
though  your  works  merit  ftatues  fhould  be  raifed 
to  you,  your  condud  is  deferving  of  chains. 

P.  S.  The  editor  has  been  queftioned,  and 
has  declared  every  thing. 


LETTER  CCLI. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  1755^ 

Can  what  I have  read  in  the  gazettes  be 
believed  ? Your  majefty's  name  is  abufed,  to 
poifon  the  poor  remains  of  a life  which  I had 
confecrated  to  you.  How  ! Am  I accufed  of 

having 


correspondence.  409 

having  affirmed  that  Konig  wrote  againft 
your  works?  Oh,  fire,  he  is  as  incapable  of 
fuch  an  aft  as  I am.  Your  majefty  knows  what 
I wrote  to  him:  I always  told  you  the  truth, 
and  the  truth  will  continue  to  tell,  to  the  laft 
moment  of  life. 

I am  in  defpair  that  I did  not  go  to  Bareuth. 
A part  of  my  family  going  to  wait  for  me,  at  the 
waters,  obliges  me  to  go  in  fearch  of  a cure 
which  nothing  but  your  favours  could  have  ef- 
fefted,  I ihall  ever  be  tenderly  devoted  to  you, 
let  you  aft  toward  me  as  you  pleafe  : I never 
have  failed,  nor  ever  will  fail,  in  my  refpeft  to 
you. 

I fhail  return  to  your  feet  in  the  month  of 
Oftober  ; and,  fliould  the  wretched  adventure 
of  LaBeaumelle  not  be  true;  if  Maupertuis  have 
not  in  effeft  betrayed  the  fecrets  of  your  fuppers, 
and  have  not  flandered  me  to  excite  La  Beau- 
melle  againft  me;  if  he  have  not  by  his  hatred 
been  the  caufe  of  my  misfortunes,  I will  confefs 
that  I have  been  deceived,  and  will  afk  pardon 
of  him,  in  prefence  of  your  majefty  and  of  the 
whole  world.  To  aft  thus  will  be  my  glory. 

But  if  the  letter  of  La  Beaumelle  be  true, 
fhould  the  fafts  be  proved,  and  if  1 have  not 
taken  the  part  of  Konig  except  in  conjunftion 
with  all  the  men  of  letters  of  Europe,  let  us  then 
examine,  fire,  how  the  philofophers  Marcus  Au- 
relius 
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relius  and  Julian  would  have  adled,  in  fuch  a 
cafe.  We  are  all  your  fervants,  and  widi  a word 
you  might  have  reconciled  us  all.  You  were 
formed  to  be  our  judge  and  not  our  adverfary. 
Your  refpedable  pen  would  have  been  worthily 
employed  in  commanding  us  to  forget  every 
thing.  My  heart  is  my  judge  that  I Ihould  have 
obeyed  you,  fire;  for  this  heart  dill  is  yours.  You 
i:now  the  enthufiafm  which  brought  me  to  your 
feet;  thither  it  will  bring  me  again.  When  I 
conjured  your  majefty  not  to  attach  me  to  your- 
felf  by  penfions,  you  well  knew  it  was  folely  to 
prove  I preferred  your  perfon  to  your  favours. 
You  commanded  me  to  receive  thefe  favours, 
but  I will  never  more  be  attached  to  you  except 
for  yourfelf  ; and  I folemnly  proteft,  before 
her  royal  highnefs  the  margravefs  of  Bareuth, 
through  whofe  hands  I take  the  liberty  to  fend 
my  letter,  that  I will  till  death  preferve  thofe 
fentiments  which  brought  me  to  your  feet ; 
when  I quitted  every  thing  for  you  I held  mod 
dear,  and  when  you  deigned  to  fwear  eternal 
fiiendftiip  to  me. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCLII. 

From  M»  de  Voltaire, 

SIRE,  Oflober,  1757. 

D O not  be  terrified  by  the  fight  of  a long 
letter,  which  is  the  only  thing  by  which  you 
can  be  terrified. 

The  favours  I received  when  with  your  ma- 
jefly  are  innumerable.  I once  was  yours,  and 
fo  my  heart  will  ever  remain  : age  has  not  de- 
prived me  of  any  of  my  ardour,  when  you  are  in 
queftion  ; though  this  ardour  is  diminiflied  on 
every  other  fubje61:. 

I know  not,  in  my  peaceful  retreat,  whether 
your  majefly  have  marched  to  face  the  detachment 
of  the  prince  de  Soubife,  or  whether  you  have 
fignalifed  yourfelf  by  any  new  fuccefs.  I am  but 
ill  acquainted  with  the  prefent  ftate  of  affairs.  I 
perceive  that,  with  the  valour  of  Charles  XII.  and 
a.  much  fuperior  mind,  you  have  more  enemies  to 
face  than  he  had,  when  he  returned  to  Stralfund. 
What  is  flill  much  more  certain  is  that  your  fame, 
hereafter,  will  much  exceed  that  of  Charles  ; 
becaufe  you  have  gained  as  many  victories  as  he 
did,  over  more  warlike  enemies,  and  have  done 
your  fubjeds  all  that  good  which  he  negleded 

to 
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to  do,  by  giving  life  to  the  arts,  founding  colo- 
nies, and  embellifhing  cities. 

I do  not  notice  other  talents,  equally  fupcrior 
and  uncommon,  which  would  have  been  fufficient 
to  have  rendered  you  immortal.  N ot  one  of  thefe 
merits  can  your  greateft  enemies  deprive  you  of, 
y our  fame  is  therefore  fafe  from  affault.  Perhaps 
this  fame  is  at  this  moment  increafed  by  fomc 
vidory ; though  it  cannot  be  taken  away  by  any 
misfortune.  Let  me  conjure  you  never  to  lofc 
fight  of  this  idea. 

Your  happinefs  is  the  prefent  queftion.  I 
fliall  not  now  fpeak  of  the  thirteen  cantons.  I 
fhould  yield  to  the  pleafure  of  telling  your  majef- 
ty  how  much  you  are  beloved,  in  the  country 
which  I inhabit,  but  that  I muft  inform  you  of 
the  numerous  partifans  you  have  in  France.  I 
know  indubitably  there  are  many  people  who 
wifli  that  the  balance  which  your  vidories  had 
eftablifhed  fliould  be  maintained.  I limit  myfelf 
to  the  relation  of  fimple  truth,  without  ventur- 
ing in  any  manner  to  interfere  in  politics  ; they 
do  not  appertain  to  me.  Allow  me  only  to  think, 
fhould  fortune  be  entirely  averfe  to  you,  that  you 
would  find  a laft  refource  in  France,  a nation 
which  is  the  guarantee  of  fo  many  treaties.  Nor 
can  I but  fuppofe  that  your  knowledge  and  under- 
(landingwill  keep  this  inreferve;  thatyouwillftill 
4 have 
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have  fufficient  extent  of  domains  to  hold  a very 
confideraible  rank  in  Europe ; and  that  the  great 
clecflor  your  anceftor  was  not  the  lefs  refpeded 
for  having  ceded  fome  of  his  conquefts.  Permit 
me,  fire,  once  again  to  think  thus,  while  I fub- 
mit  my  thoughts  to  your  majefty.  Cato  and 
Otho,  whofe  deaths  your  majefty  fo  much  ap- 
proves, had  fcarcely  any  choice,  except  of  fervi- 
tude  or  of  death.  Otho  even  was  not  certain  he 
might  be  fuffered  to  live.  He  did  but,  by 
voluntary  death,  prevent  that  which  might  have 
been  inflidted. 

Our  manners  and  your  lituation  are  far  from 
requiring  you  fliould  take  any  fuch  refolution. 
In  a word,  it  is  highly  neceflary  you  fhould  live. 
You  cannot  but  know  how  dear  your  life  is  to 
a numerous  family,  and  to  all  who  have  the  ho- 
nour to  approach  you.  The  affairs  of  Europe, 
you  are  convinced,  never  can  long  remain  in  the 
fame  flate  ; and  that  it  is  the  duty  of  a man  like 
you  to  wait  the  courfe  of  events. 

I will  be  bold  enough  to  fay  more.  Believe 
me,  were  your  courage  to  induce  you  heroically 
to  end  your’exiftence,  the  ad  would  not  be  ap- 
plauded : your  very  partifans  would  condemn 
you,  and  your  enemies  would  triumph.  Re- 
member too  what  the  outrages  would  be  which 
the  fanatic  nation  of  bigots  would  commit  on 

your 
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your  memory.  Such  would  be  all  the  renown 
you  would  acquire  by  voluntary  death.  You 
ought  not  to  afford  tliofe  cowardly  enemies  of  the 
human  race  the  pleafure  of  infulting  a name  fo 
refpedlable. 

Be  not  offended  at  the  liberty  with  which  an 
old  man  addreffes  you,  who  has  ever  revered  and 
loved  you,  and  whofe  opinion  it  is,  from  long  ex- 
perience, that  very  great  advantages  may  be  ac- 
quired from  misfortune. 

But  we  fortunately  are  far  from  feeing  you  re- 
duced to  extremities  fo  fatal.  I exped  every 
thing  from  your  courage  and  your  underfland- 
ing,  except  fo  baneful  an  ad  as  this  fame  courage 
has  led  me  to  apprehend.  It  will  afford  me  con- 
folation,  when  I take  leave  of  life,  to  think  I 
have  left  a philofophic  king  on  earth. 


letter  ccliii. 

From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

^ I 1^  E,  06lober,  1757* 

Your  Epiflle  from  Erfurth  is  full  of  ad- 
mirable and  affeding  paffages.  Beauties  will  ever 
be  difeovered  in  all  you  do,  and  in  all  you  write. 
Permit  me  to  inform  you  of  what  I have  written 

to 
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to  her  royal  highnefs,  your  worthy  filter  ; which 
is  that  the  Epiltle  would  incite  tears,  did  you  not 
fpeak  of  yourfelf.  But  it  is  not  here  meant  to 
difcufs,  with  your  majefty,  what  may  bring  this 
monument  * of  a great  foul  and  a great  genius 
to  perfedion ; the  quellion  relates  to  yourfelf, 
and  to  the  interell  which  ail  the  wife  part  of 
mankind,  as  well  as  philofophy,  attaches  to  your 
renown,  and  your  prefervation. 

You  refolve  to  die — I will  not  here  fpeak  of 
the  painful  horror  with  which  fuch  an  intention 
infpir^s  me  : but  I conjure  you  at  lead  to  fufpe6t 
little  you  can  perceive,  from  the  eminence  on 
which  by  rank  you  are  placed,  what  are  the  opi- 
nions of  men,  and  what  is  the  fpirit  of  the  times. 
As  a king,  you  want  fuch  information;  and  as  a 
philofopherandagreatman,youfix  your  attention 
wholly  on  thofe  examples  which  the  great  men  of 
antiquity  have  afforded.  You  are  enamoured  of 
fame;  and  this  you  think  is  not  to  be  obtained  but 
by  dying  in  a manner  which  other  men  rarely 
chufe,and  which  no  fovereign  of  Europe  has  ever 
thought  on,  fince  the  fall  of  the  Roman  empire. 
But  alas,  fire,  while  thus  enamoured  of  glory, 
how  can  you  perfift  in  a projefl  by  which  it  mud 
be  lod?  I have  already  reprefented  to  you  the 
grief  of  your  friends,  the  triumph  of  your  ene- 

* Meaning  the  Epillle.  T. 
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mies,  and  the  infults  of  a certain  clafs  of  men^ 
who  will  cowardly  think  it  their  duty  to  crimi- 
nate a generous  adlion. 

I here  add,  for  this  is  the  moment  to  fpeak 
v/ithout  referve/no  one  will  regard  you  as  the 
martyr  of  liberty.  We  ought  not  to  deceive  our- 
fclves.  You  know  the  anger  with  which  many 
courts  confider  your  invafion  of  Saxony  as  an  in- 
fradlion  of  the  rights  of  nations. — What  will  be 
faid  in  thefe  courts  ? — That  you  have  punifhcd 
yourfelf  for  this  invafion ; and  that  you  were  un- 
able to  refill  the  chagrin  of  not  being  able  to  dic- 
tate to  monarchs.  You  will  be  accufed  of  prema- 
ture defpair,  when  it  (hall  be  known  that  this  fatal 
determination  was  taken  in  Erfurth,  at  this  time, 
when  you  are  mailer  of  Silefia  and  Saxony.  Your 
Epillle  from  Erfurth  will  be  examined,  an  inju- 
rious criticifm  of  it  will  be  written,  and,  though 
unjufily,  your  name  will  thus  be  wronged. 

All  which  I have  laid  before  your  majelly  is 
the  exadl  truth ; and  the  man  whom  I have  called 
the  Solomon  of  the  North  in  his  fecret  thoughts 
adds  much  more. 

He  fears  in  effed  that,  Ihould  he  take  this  fa- 
tal refolution,  he  will  feek  an  honour  which  he 
never  can  enjoy.  He  feels  a determination  not 
to  be  humbled  by  perfonal  enemies;  he  therefore 

takes 
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takes  part  with  gloomy  felf-love,  and  encourages 
defpair. 

In  oppofition  to  thefe  fentiments,  liflen  to 
your  fuperior  reafon  ; by  this  you  will  be, told 
you  are  not  humbled,  nay  that  you  cannot  be  : 
it  will  inform  you  that,  being  but  man,  let  what 
will  happen,  there  will  ftill  remain  fomething  ; 
nay  enough  to  render  other  men  happy — ^wealth, 
dignity,  and  friends.  A man,  who  is  but  a 
king,  may  fuppofe  himfelf  very  unfortunate 
when  he  lofes  his  domains  ; but  a philofopher 
may  live  without  domains. 

Once  again,  without  in  the  lead  interfering  in 
politics,  I cannot  believe  you  will  not  have  fuf- 
ficient  left  to  remain  a confiderable  monarch. 
Should  you  think  proper  to  contemn  all  human 
grandeur,  as  did  Charles  V.  queen  Chriftina, 
king  Cafimir,  and  many  others,  you  will  fupport 
this  charadler  better  than  any  of  them  ; and  in- 
ftead  of  the  lofs  of,  it  would  to  you  be  additional 
grandeur.  In  fine,  any  refolution  would  be  pro- 
per except  the  odious  and  deplorable  one  which 
you  have  taken.  Was  it  worth  the  trouble  you 
took  to  become  a philofopher,  if  you  could  not 
learn  to  live  like  a private  man  ? Or,  though  a 
king,  if  you  could  not  fupport  adverfity  ? 

In  all  I have  faid,  I have  no  other  intereft  than 
that  of  the  public  good,  and  of  your  majefty. 

VOL.  VII,  E e I iliall 
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I (hall  foot!  enter  my  fixty- fifth  year  : I was  born 
infirm  : I have  but  a moment  to  live.  I have 
been  unhappy  ; this  you  know  : but  I fliall  die 
the  reverfe,  if  I can  but  leave  you  on  earth,  put- 
ting that  dodrme  in  pradice  which  you  have  fa 
frequently  written. 


LETTER  CCLIV. 

From  the  King. 

Odober  9,  1757. 

Man  was  I born,  and  therefore  mull  oppofe 
My  fortitude  to  man’s  eternal  foes. 

Yet,  though  thefe  are  my  fentiments,  I am 
far  from  condemning  thofe  of  Otho  and  Cato. 
The  only  great  moment  in  the  life  of  the  latter 
was  that  which  immediately  preceded  his  death. 

Were  I Voltaire,  a private  man, 

Concentrate  in  my  narrow  plan. 

The  ftorms  of  fate  I’d  laughing  view. 

And  think,  and  fpeak,  and  ad,  like  you. 

How  worthlefs  crowns  and  grandeurs  arc  j 
How  vile  is  Flattery’s  crouching  care  ; 

How  infigniheant,  how  vain. 

Is  Pomp,  with  all  her  yawning  train  ; 

How  poor  a thing  is  Fame,  that’s  read 
In  hiilory  when  the  hero’s  dead ; 

Of  how  much  higher  adual  worth 
A moment’s  blifs,  bellow’d  on  earth| 
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To  er’ry  breath  Renown  can  blow ; 

All  this,  alas!  and  more  I know. 

Who  then  would  envy  kings,  or  trace 
In  them  of  heav’n  the  chofen  race  ? 

Or  when,  with  light  unburthen’d  heart, 

Came  peaceful  Pleafure,  void  of  art, 

Of  affedation,  rancour,  guile, 

On  care-fraught  majefty  to  fmile  ? 

No  ; ne’er  did  Fortune’s  frown,  unblcft, 

Or  Fortune’s  fawning,  break  my  reft ; 

Not  her  caprice  can  wound  my  pride ; 

Far  diff’rent  rules  I make  my  guide  ! 

Each  man,  however  wife  or  brave. 

Of  circumftances  is  the  Have ; 

By  leading  thefe,  himfelf  though  led. 

He  proof  affords  of  heart  and  head. 

Were  I Voltaire,  once  more  I fay. 

In  fylvan  lhades  I’d  ling  and  play. 

Among  a fimple  honeft  race. 

In  whom  the  golden  age  we  trace : 

But,  being  what  I am,  ’twere  fit, 

Though  on  the  rocks  the  veffel  fplit. 

Though  howling  ftorms  deftruftion  wing. 

To  a6f,  and  think,  and  live,  and  die  a king. 


LETTER  CCLV. 

Fro7n  M»  de  Voltaire^. 

SIRE,  November  13,  1757. 

You  R epiftle  to  D’Argens  made  me 
tremble  ; but  that  with  which  your  majefty  has 
E e 2 honoured 
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honoured  me  has  reftored  my  courage.  You 
feem  to  take  a formal  and  moiii:nful  adieu,  and 
determine  to  haften  your  own  (ieath  ; and  this 
determination  not  only  led  a heart  like  mine  to 
defpair,  a heart  which  you  never  have  fufficiently 
fearched,  and  which  has  ever  been  attached  to 
you,  under  all  circumftances,  but  my  affliction 
was  increafed,  by  recollecting  the  unjuft  accu- 
fations  which  a part  of  mankind  would  have 
brought  againft  your  majefty. 

I yield  the  palm  to  your  four  laft  lines,  which 
are  as  admirable  from  their  meaning  as  from  the 
circumftances  under  which  they  have  been  written: 

But,  being  what  I am,  ’twere  fit. 

Though  on  the  rocks  the  veflel  fplit. 

Though  howling  ftorms  deftrudion  wing. 

To  a6l,  and  think,  and  live,  and  die  a king. 

Thefe  fentiments  are  worthy  of  your  mind ; 
and  the  only  meaning  which  I can  difeover  in 
them  is  that  you  will,  with  your  accuftomed  va- 
lour, defend  yourfelf  to  the  laft  extremity.  One 
of  the  proofs  of  this  valour,  which  rifes  fuperior 
to  all  accidents,  is  that  of  being  able  to  write 
good  poetry,  at  a crifis  when  any  other  man 
would  fcarcely  be  able  to  write  a few  lines  in 
profe.  I appeal  to  yourfelf  whether  this  demon- 
ftration  of  the  fuperiority  of  your  foul  muft  not 
infpire  a wifli  that  you  fliould  live.  For  my 

own 
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own  part,  I want  the  courage  to  write  in  verfe  to 
your  majefly,  remembering  as  I do  your  prefent 
fituation  ; but  permit  me  fully  to  tell  you  my 
thoughts. 

In  the  firft  place,  be  certain  you  are  now  in 
pofleflion  of  more  fame  than  you  ever  have 
been.  All  military  men,  from  all  parts,  give  it  as 
their  opinion  that  you  behaved,  at  the  battle  of 
the  1 8th,  like  the  prince  of  Conde  at  Senef ; and 
that  in  every  other  refped  you  have  a6led  like 
Turenne.  Grotiiis  has  faid — 1 can  fulfer  ca- 
“ lumny  and  poverty  ; but  I cannot  exifl;  under 
the  affaults  of  calumny,  poverty,  and  ignominy 
united.^’  You,  in  your  reverfe  of  fortune,  are 
crowned  with  glory,  and  Hill  poflefs  great  do- 
mains. Winter  is  coming,  and  the  face  of  af- 
fairs may  change. 

Your  majefty  knows  that  more  than  one  man 
of  confequence  thinks  a balance  of  power  is  ne- 
ceflary,  and  that  the  politics  which  tend  to  effedt 
the  contrary  are  deteftable.  Such  are  the  very 
words  of  certain  perfons. 

I will  venture  to  add  that  Charles  XII.  who 
polTelfed  your  courage,  but  wanted  your  informa- 
tion, as  well  as  your  compaffion  for  the  fuffering 
people,  made  peace  with  the  czar  without  fell 
degradation.  It  would  be  unbecoming  in  me 
E e 3 tQ 
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to  fay  more,  though  your  fuperior  penetration 
will  fupply  every  thing  I have  omitted. 

It  is  my  duty  to  do  no  more  than  to  reprefent 
to  your  majefty  how  neceflary  your  life  is  to 
your  family,  tp  your  remaining  provinces,  and  to 
philofophers,  whom  you  may  enlighten  and  fup- 
port;  and  who,  believe  me,  would  find  it  exceed* 
ingly  difficult  to  juftify  to  the  world  a voluntary 
(death,  againfl;  which  univerfal  prejudice  would 
loudly  exclaim.  I muft  further  acknowledge 
that,  ad  as  you  will,  you  cannot  but  ad  greatly. 

From  this  my  diftant  retreat  I find  myfelf 
more  interefted  in  your  fate  than  I was  at  Potf- 
dam  and  Sans-Souci.  My  retreat  would  be 
happy,  and  my  infirm  old  age  comforted^  could 
I be  certain  of  your  life,  which  your  returning 
bounty  renders  additionally  dear  to  me. 

I am  informed  that  his  royal  highnefs  the 
prince  of  Pruffia  is  very  ill : this  is  an  increafe 
of  afflidion,  and  a new  reafon  why  you  (hould 
take  care  of  yourfelf.  I will  allow  that  a mo- 
mentary exiftence  in  fcenes  of  afflidion,  and 
between  two  eternities  which  engulph  us,  is  a 
mere  trifle  ; but  to  bear  the  burthen  of  life 
is  well  woithy  of  your  great  fortitude  ; and 
to  fupport  adverfity  like  a hero  is  to  be  truly  a 
king. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCLVI. 

From  the  King* 

Breflau,  January  16,  1758. 

I HAVE  received  your  letter  dated  the 
22d  of  November,  and  your  other  of  the  2d  of 
January,  on  the  fame  day*.  I fcarcely  had  time 
to  v/rite  in  profe,  much  lefs  in  verfe,  in  reply.  I 
thank  you  for  the  part  which  you  take  in  the  for- 
tunate chances  by  which  I have  been  feconded, 
at  the  clofe  of  a campaign  when  all  feemed  loft. 
Live  happy  and  peaceably  at  Geneva ; to  him 
who  does  not  fo  live  the  world  is  a cypher  ; and 
pray  that  the  inflammatory  heroic  fever  of  Europe 
may  foon  be  cured,  that  the  triumvirate  may  be 
ruined,  and  that  the  tyrants  of  the  earth  may 
make  no  ufe  of  thofe  chains  which  they  have 
forged  for  its  flavery. 

FREDERIC. 

I am  notill,  either  in  body  or  mind,  but  I am 
taking  fome  reft  in  my  chamber.  This  is  what 
has  given  birth  to  the  rumours  which  my  enemies 
have  fpread.  I may  however  anfwer  them  as 

* Neither  of  thefe  letters,  fay  the  Bafil  editors,  are  to  be 
found.  They  add  that  many  others  are  wanting.  T. 

E e 4 Demofthenes 
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Demofthenes  did  the  Athenians — Well,  if 
Philip  were  dead,  what  then  ? Oh  Athenians ! 
You  then  would  foon  raife  up  another  Philip  1’^ 
Oh  Auflrians  ! Your  ambition,  and  your  de- 
firc  of  univerfal  dominion,  would  foon  raife 
you  up  other  enemies  ; and  the  freedom  of 
Germany,  and  that  of  Europe,  would  never 
want  defenders  ! 


letter  cclvil 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

April  15,  1758. 

G R £ AT  matter  of  the  fword  and  quill, 

Since  you  delight  to  rhime  and  kill, 

Go  on  ! To  verfe  and  war  give  birth  ; 

Inftruft  at  once  and  ravage  earth  I 
The  verfe  I love,  the  Avar  I hate. 

But  I fubmit  to  you  and  Fate  5 
For  oppofition  Avere  but  A’ain, 

Yourebarafter  you  mutt  fuftain. 

Yet  fure  ’tis  worth  our  while  to  note 
What  contraftslike  to  thefe  promote ; 

And  how  you  got,  with  fo  much  eafe, 

The  double  art  to  kill  and  pleafe. 

Recoiled  the  perfon  however  who,  on  a 
fprmer  occalion,  faid~ 
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Et  quoique  admirateur  d* Alexandre  et  d*Alcide^ 

^*eitffe  aime  mieux  choifir  les  nertus  d^Arijllde  *. 

This  Aritlides  was  a good  man  : he  would 
not  have  propofed  to  make  the  archbiOiop  of 
Mentz  pay  all  expcnces  and  damages  fuftained 
by  fome  poor  mined  Greek  town.  It  is  evident 
that  your  majefly  has  incurred  the  cenfures  of 
Rome,  by  your  pleafant  fcheme  of  making  the 
church  pay  for  the  crockery  which  you  have 
broken.  To  fcreen  you  from  excommunication- 
major,  I,  like  a good  citizen,  have  advifed  you 
to  pay  yourfelf.  I recolledt  that  your  majefty 

has  often  told  me  the  people  of f were  fools. 

Really,  fire,  you  are  very  good,  to  wifh  to  reign 
over  fuch  people.  I imagine  my  propofal  very 
favourable  to  you,  when  I requeft  you  to  fufifer 
them  to  be  governed  by  whom  they  pleafe. 

I thought,  fire,  you,  being  much  inclin’d 
To  laugh,  while  drubbing  poor  mankind. 

O’er  men  of  wit  lov’d  moft  to  reign.  ^ 

If  fo,  why  not  old  Rome  regain  ? 

As  I am  exceedingly  vexed  to  pay  three 
twentieths  of  my  effedls,  and  to  ruin  myfelf 

* Though  I admire  Alexander  and  Hercules,  I fhould 
prefer  the  virtues  of  Ariflides. — Voltaire  repeatedly  quotes 
thefe  lines,  to  remind  the  king  of  his  own  decifion  in  favour  of 
juftice,  T. 

-f  The  word  Weftphalia,  I imagine,  is  omitted*  T- 

5 that 
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that  I may  have  the  honour  of  making  war  on 
you,  perhaps  you  will  fufped  that,  when  I pro- 
pofe  peace,  it  is  from  motives  of  cunning:  but  no, 
not  in  the  lead  ; it  is  only  that  you  may  not  run 
the  c^aily  rilk  of  being  killed  by  Croats,  huffars, 
and  other  barbarians,  who  are  wholly  un- 
acquainted with  what  is  a beautiful  line  in 
poetry. 

Your  minifters  at  Breda  have  no  doubt  views 
fuperior  to  mine.  Neither  the  duke  de  Choifeul, 
prince  Kaunitz,  nor  Mr.  Pitt,  have  revealed  their 
fecret  to  me  j it  is  faid  to  be  known  only  to  one 
M.  de  Saint-Germain,  who  formerly  fupped  in 
the  city  of  Trent  with  the  fathers  of  the  council, 
and  who  will  probably  have  the  honour  to  be 
acquainted  with  your  majefty  fome  fifty  years 
hence.  This  man  is  one  who  never  dies,  and 
who  knows  all  things.  For  my  part,  being  ready 
to  take  my  leave,  knowing  nothing,  my  only 
wifli  is^that  your  majefty  were  acquainted  with 
the  duke  de  Choifeul. 

Your  majefty  writes  me  word  you  will  endea- 
vour to  become  a good-for-nothing  fellow.  This 
is  excellent  intelligence  indeed ! But  pray  what 
are  you  maftcrs  of  mankind  ? I have  feen  you 
entertain  great  affedion  for  thofe  good-for-no- 
thing fellows  Trajan,  Marcus  Aurelius,  and  Ju- 
lian. Continue  to  refemble  them,  but  do  not 
2 by 


CORRESPONDENCE.  427 

by  your  jokes  embroil  me  with  the  duke  de 
Choifeul. 

On  which  I prefent  my  refpedls  to  your  ma- 
jefly,  and  very  civilly  pray  the  Deity  to  bellow 
peace  on  his  earthly  images. 


LETTER  CCLVIIL- 
From  M.  de  Voltaire, 

May  a,  »75§. 

Yes,  northern  hero,  well  I knew 
Of  Frenchmen’s  backs  you  had  full  view  : 

You  bled  them  with  your  Pruflian  leeches  ; 

You  cut  the  waiftbands  of  their  breeches  : 

But  that  you  would,  of  what  you  faw, 

Immortal  comic  fl^etches  draw, 

A favour  was  too  fmgular 

For  them  to  dream  you  w'ould  confer  1 

The  fops,  howe’er,  are  taught  to  know, 

By  this,  their  many-gifted  foe. 

At  prefent,  rhimes,  in  07i  or  //, 

But  little  exercife  your  wit ; 

Mars  raging  now  with  fearful  ire. 

Has  broken  poor  Apollo’s  lyre  ! 

In  winter^  Horace,  and  his  friends. 

Find  at  your  court  a large  amends  : 

Of  war,  in  fpring,  your  mind  is  full : 

Thus  are  your  moments  never  dull. 
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I know  nothing  fo  pleafant,  fire,  as  the  leave 
of  abfence*  which  you  granted  on  the  6th  of 
November,  1757.  Yet  it  feems  to  me  that,  in 
this  very  month  of  November,  you  galloped  full 
fpeed  to  Breflau,  and  that  you  merely  fiaged 
our  whilkers  on  your  march.  The  moft  excellent 
fentence  of  the  parliament  of  Paris  pronounced 
againfl;  the  Philofophy  of  Good  Senfe,  by  D’Ar- 
gens“b,  and  La  Loi  Naturelle  (Natural  Law) 
might  very  well  find  a place  in  the  Hiflory  of 
Les  Culs ; but  it  ought  to  be  in  the  divine 
chapter  of  Les  ’Torche-euls  of  Gargantua.  The 
work  of  thefe  gentlemen  is  well  worthy  of  being 
configned  to  the  watcr-clofet  : and  indeed  it  is 
nearly  thus  that  the  impertinent  remonflrances, 
made  by  the  parliament,  have  been  treated  at 
court.  Its  members  never  can  be  reproached 
with  pofTeffing  The  Philofophy  of  Good 

Senfe.’’ 

Paris  it  is  faid  is  more  mad  than  ever  ; though 
not  poffeffed  by  that  kind  of  madnefs  which 
genius  fometimes  authorifes,  but  by  a fpecies  of 
phrenzy  that  greatly  refembles  folly. 

* Meaning  the  battle  of  Rofbach.  T. 

'h  A work  by  the  marquis  d’Argens,  intitled  La  Philofophie 
du  hon  Sens,  was  condemned  by  the  parliament,  nearly  about 
the  fame  time  as  was  the  poem  of  M.  dc  Voltaire,  on  La  Loi 
Naturelle^ 


But 
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But  I will  not  myfelf  be  guilty  of  the  folly  of 
longer  intruding  upon  your  majefty’s  time  ; for 
I fhould  rob  the  Auftrians,  to  whom  it  is  con- 
fecrated.  I continually  pray  tliat  the  philofophy 
of  good  fenfe  may  grant  you  peace,  and  that  its 
kingdom  may  come.  For,  to  fpeak  truth,  amid 
fuch  multiplied  maflacres,  this  is  the  kingdom  of 
Satan  : and  the  philofophers  who  affirm  that 
whatever  is  is  right,”  know  very  little  of  the 
matter.  All  will  be  right,  when  you  will  return 
to  Sans-Souci,  and  there  fay — 

Ahrsy  cher  Cineas,  ‘viBorteux,  contensy 

Nous  pouvons  rire  a Vaife  et  prendre  du  hon  temps*. 


'LETTER  CCLIX. 

From  the  King. 

Ramenau,  September  28,  1758. 

I AM  very  much  obliged  to  the  hermit  of 
the  Delices'f  for  the  part  which  he  takes  in  the 
adventures  of  the  Don  Quixote  of  the  north. 
This  Don  Quixote  lives  the  life  of  a {trolling 


* Now,  dear  Cineas,  vi<ftorious  and  happy,  we  may  laugh  at 
our  eafe,  and  take  our  pleafurc. 

f So  Voltaire  called  his  place  of  refideuce.  T. 

player. 
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player,  who  fometimes  plays  on  one  (lage  and 
fometimes  on  another,  is  occafionally  hiffed  and 
occafionally  applauded.  The  laft  piece  in  which 
he  played  was  the  Thebaid,  and  fcarcely  was  fo 
much  as  the  candle-fnufFer  left  alive  I know 
not  what  will  be  the  refult  of  all  this ; but  I am  of 
opinion,  with  our  good  Epicureans,  that  the  au- 
ditors are  more  fortunate  than  thofe  who  make 
their  appearance  on  the  ftage. 

Though  lam  here  and  there  and  everywhere, 
I occafionally  hear  of  what  is  palling  in  the  re- 
public of  letters ; and  the  babler  with  a hundred 
tongues  is  wholly  lilent,  concerning  you.  I have 
a great  inclination  to  fhout  in  your  ear — Brutus, 
thou  fleepefl ! Three  years  have  paffed  fince  we 
have  had  any  new  editions  of  your  works.  What 
are  you  doing?  If  you  have  written  any  thing 
new,  let  me  beg  you  to  fend  it  me. 

I wifh  you  all  the  tranquillity  and  peace  of 
which  I myfelf  am  in  want. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 

* Statius  tells  us  that  but  one  of  the  heroes  who  went  to 
the  liege  of  Thebes  returned  alive.  T. 


LET. 
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LETTER  CCLX. 

From  the  King. 

Odobcr  6,  175 S’; 

You  may  eafily  judge  what  my  afflidlion 
muft  be,  from  the  ills  which  I have  fuftained. 
There  are  misfortunes  which  courage  and  perfe- 
verance  may  repair;  but  there  are  others  againft 
which  all  the  fortitude  with  which  we  can  arm 
ourfelves,  and  all  the  apothegms  of  philofophers, 
afford  but  vain  and  ineffeftual  aid.  Such  arc 
thofe  with  which  my  unfortunate  fliar  overwhelms 
me,  in  the  moft  embarraffed  and  bufy  moments 
of  my  life. 

I have  not,  as  you  have  been  informed,  been 
ill ; my  only  difeafe  confifts  in  hemorrhoidal  and 
fometimes  nephritic  colics.  Did  it  depend  on 
myfelf,  I would  fall  the  voluntary  vi6Hm  of  death, 
which  foon  or  late  thefe  kind  of  maladies  occa- 
11  on,  could  I by  that  have  prolonged  the  life  of 
her  who  will  no  more  fee  the  light  of  day  *.  Do 
not  forget  her,  but  let  me  entreat  you  to  colledl  all 
your  powers,  to  raife  a monument  to  her  honour. 
You  need  only  do  her  juftice  ; for,  without  the 

^ The  margravefs  of  Bareith. 

leafl; 
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lead  departure  from  truth,  you  will  find  mate- 
rials the  mofl;  ample,  and  the  mod  dignified. 

I wifli  you  more  peace  and  happinefs  than  I 
myfelf  poflTefs. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCLXL 
From  M,  de  Voltaire^  * 

On  the  Death  of  her  Royal  Highnefs  the  Margravefs  of 
Bareith. 

December,  1758. 

Illustrious  fhadel  of  woe  the  general  theme! 
For  thee  when  fhall  our  forrows  ceafe  to  ftream  ? 

Yet  fay,  remembering  how  thou  didft  expire, 

Muft  we  bewail  thee  mod,  or  mod  admire  ? 

Thine  virtue,  genius  were  ; their  laws  thy  guide : 

In  wifdom  had  thou  liv’d,  in  wifdom  died  ! 

Slow  was  thy  death  ; yet  fear  didd  thou  difclofe 
No  more  than  in  the  battle’s  heat  thy  brother  know^. 

Devoid  of  prejudice,  nor  e’er  beguil’d 
By  Super  dition,  old  Impodure’s  child. 

Tortur’d  thou  never  wert  by  terrors  mean. 

Of  tyrant  gods,  or  ghods  of  bigot-fpleen. 

But  other  tortures,  miniders  of  death, 

Languors  that  watch  t’  imbibe  the  vital  breath, 
Refign’d,  endure  thou  didd,  as  each  took  birth  ; 
Lamenting  only  thofe  that  ravaged  earth. 


Oh! 
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Oh  ! At  this  moment,  how  would  earth  rejoice, 

Had  Vengeance  andfalfe  Int’reft  heard  thy  voice  ! 

Of  balmy  Peace  what  bleflings  fhould  we  know! 

Of  blood  what  torrents  would  have  ceasM  to  flow! 

Thy  brother  now,  in  dignified  repofe. 

From  cares  reliev’d,  reliev’d  from  hofts  of  foes. 

Hero  and  fage,  from  meaner  troubles  free. 

Would  know  no  grief,  but  that  of  lofing  thee! 

Ffom  Victory’s  car  he’d  bid  the  lily  bloom, 

And  plant  the  cyprefs  round  thy  hallow’d  tomb  : 
While  Fame  fliould  add  her  wreath,  and  join  with  Peace 
To  foothe  his  grief,  and  bid  afllidion  ceafe. 

Thy  wondrous  friendfhip  now  fhould  fwell  his  lays  ; 
Berlin  fhould  echo  back  the  plaintive  praife  : 

For  not  to  me  does  praife  like  thine  belong  ; 

’Tis  his  t’  immortalize  thy  name  in  fong. 

The  above,  fire,  was  what  my  grief  didated^ 
fome  time  after  the  aftonifliment  of  aflliclion  with 
which  I was  overwhelmed  by  the  death  of  my 
protedrefs,  had  in  part  ceafed.  Since  fuch  are 
your  majefty’s  commands,  I fend  you  thefe 
verfes.  I am  old,  as  will  be  evidently  feen  ; but 
the  heart,  which  will  ever  be  yours  and  the  ador- 
able lifter’s  for  whom  you  grieve,  will  never 
grow  old. 

I could  not,  in  thefe  feeble  lines,  but  recoiled 
the  efforts  which  this  worthy  princefs  made,  to 
reftore  peace  to  Europe.  All  her  letters,  as  you 
certainly  know,  palfed  through  my  hands.  The 

VOL.  VII.  Ff  minifter^ 


434  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

minifter*,  who  was  himfelf  of  her  opinion,  but 
who  was  obliged  to  reply  by  a letter  didated  to 
him,  is  dead  of  grief.  Now,  in  my  old  age,  and 
overburthened  by  infirmities,  I fee  with  pain  all 
that  is  palling ; but  I confole  myfelf  in  the  hope 
that  you  will  be  as  fortunate  as  you  deferve  to  be. 

The  phylician  Tronchin  fays  that  your  hemor- 
rhoidal colic  is  not  dangerous  ; but  he  fears  left 
fo  many  laboure  "fhould  affed  the  ftate  of  your 
blood.This  man  is  certainly  the  greateft  phyficiari 
in  Europe,  and  the  only  one  acquainted  with  na- 
ture. He  afiured  me  that  remedies  might  be  ap- 
plied for  the  effedual  recovery  of  your  auguft 
fifter,  fix  months  previous  to  her  death.  I did  all 
in  my  power  to  induce  her  to  commit  herfelf  to 
the  care  of  Tronchin  ; but  Ihe  confided  in  igno- 
rant obftinacy ; and  Tronchin  announced  her 
death  to  me  two  months  before  the  fatal  mo- 
ment. Never  did  I feel  defpair  more  fenfibly. 
She  has  fallen  the  vidim  of  the  felf-fufficiency 
of  thofe  who  undertook  her  cure. 

Be  careful  of  yourfelf,  fire,  for  you  are  necef- 
fary  to  mankind. 

^ Cardijialde  Tencin.  The  abbe  de  Bernis  obliged  him  to 
fign  a letter,  which  he  fent  him,  to  break  off  all  negotiation. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCLXIL 
From  the  King. 

Breflau,  January  2,  1759* 

Ido  not  merit  all  the  praifes  you  beftow 
on  me.  We  have  efcaped  from  danger  by  an 
almoft  : but^  confidering  the  multitudes  whom 
we  have  to  oppofe,  to  do  more  were  next  to 
impoffible.  We  have  been  vanquilhed,  and  like 
Francis  I.  we  have  faid— All  is  loft  except 
our  honour.’’ 

You  have  great  reafon  to  regret  marfhal  Keith, 
whofe  lofs  will  be  felt  by  the  army  and  by  pri- 
vate fociety.  Daun  takes  advantage  of  the  dark- 
nefs  of  night,  during  which  little  is  left  for  cou- 
rage to  perform.  Yet  are  we  on  our  legs,  and  are 
preparing  again  to  advance. 

Perhaps  the  Turk,  more  chriftian-like  than  the 
catholic  apoftolic  powers,  will  not  fuffer  political 
banditti  to  give  themfelves  airs,  and  to  confpire 
againft  a prince  whom  they  have  offended,  and 
by  whom  they  were  not  molefted. 

Live  happily,  and  pray  to  God  for  the  unfor- 
tunate, the  apparently  damned,  for  they  are 
obliged  continually  to  be  at  warfare.  Vale. 

FREDERIC. 


Ffz 
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letter  cclxiil 

Frcm  the  King^ 

Brellau,  January  23.,  I759» 

I HAVE  received  the  verfes  you  have 
written.  It  fhould  feem  I did  not  explain  my- 
felf  fufhciently.  I wifli  for  fome  more  fplendid 
and  public  teftimony.  All  Europe  fliould  be 
taught  to  weep,  with  me,  for  virtue  too  little 
known.  My  name  muft  not  have  any  participa- 
tion in  the  eulogium ; the  world  muft  be  told 
that  (he  was  worthy  of  immortality,  which  it  is 
for  you  to  beftow.  It  has  been  faid  that  Apel- 
les only  was  worthy  to  paint  Alexander;  and  I 
believe  your  pen  alone  is  worthy  of  rendering  this 
fervice  to  her  who  will  remain  the  eternal  fubjedt 
of  my  tears.  I inclofe  fome  poetry,  written  in 
a camp,  and  which  I fent  to  her  a month  before 
that  Cruel  cataftrophe  which  has  deprived  us 
of  her  everlaftingly.  The  verfes  are  certainly 
not  worthy  of  her,  but  they  at  leaft  bear  the  true 
impreflion  of  feeling.  In  a word,  I fliall  not  die 
fatisfied,  till  you  (hall  firft  have  furpafled  yourfelf 
in  the  acquittal  of  this  mournful  duty,  which  I 
require  you  to  perform. 

Pray  for  peace;  but,  even  ftiould  vi(ftory  bring 

peace. 
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peace,  neither  peace  nor  vidory,  nor  all  the  uni- 
verfe  contains,  could  ever  alleviate  the  cruel  fur- 
rows which  confume  me. 

Live  you  more  happily,  at  Laufanne,  and  ren- 
der yourfelf  worthy  that  I lliould  wholly  forget 
the  paft. 

FREDERIC, 


LETTER  CCLXIV, 

From  the  King, 

Breflau,  March  2,  1759. 

Your  letter  contains  an  exprefs  contra- 
di6tion  in  words  and  things.  Youaffirm  your  ima- 
gination is  fled,  yet  at  the  fame  time  your  whole 
Epiftle  abounds  in  fancy.  You  ought  to  have 
been  more  on  your  guard,  in  writing  to  me,  and 
to  have  fupprefled  the  fine  fire  with  which  at  the 
age  of  fixty-five,you  are  {fill  animated.  I muqh 
fear  left  it  fliould  be  with  you  as  with  the  ma- 
jority of  mankind,  whofe  thoughts  are  all  fixed 
pn  the  future,  and  who  forget  the  paft. 

The  human  mind,  on  fordid  int’reft  bent, 

On  virtue  dead  no  longer  is  intent. 

My  poetry  is  not  written  for  the  public.  I 
Jiave  neither  imagination  enough,  nor  am  I 
F f 3 fuffi- 
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fufficiently  acquainted  with  the  language,  to 
write  good  poetry  ; and  mediocrity  in  rhyme  is 
dcteftable.  All  that  can  be  faid  is  that  it  is 
fufFerable  among  friends.  I fend  you  verfes 
of  various  kinds,  but  which  all  tafte  of  the  fame 
foil,  and  partake  of  the  times  in  which  they  were 
written.  As  you  are,  at  prefent,  a rich  and  po- 
tent lord,  I have  no  fear  of  making  you  pay 
dearly  for  the  poftage  of  my  nonfenfe.  I fend 
you  by  the  fame  poll  all  the  wretched  ftufF  by 
the  writing  of  which  I have  at  intervals  amufed 
myfelf. 

I now  come  to  the  article  which  feems  mod 
to  afFed:  you ; and  I give  you  every  affurance  to 
think  no  more  of  the  pad,  and  to  grant  you  fa- 
tisfadion.  But  fird  let  a man  die  in  peace  whom 
you  have  cruelly  perfecuted  and  who,  ac- 
cording to  every  appearance.,  has  but  a fhort 
time  to  live. 

With  refped  to  what  I have  requeded  of  you, 
I dill  have  it  very  much  at  heart ; be  it  in  profe 
or  be  it  in  verfe ; each  is  to  me  indifferent.  Such 
a tribute  is  neceffary,  to  eternize  virtue  fo  pure 
and  fo  uncommon,  and  which  has  not  been 
generally  enough  known.  Were  I perfuaded  I 
could  write  well,  I would  not  commit  the  talk 
to  any  one ; but,  as  you  are  certainly  the  fird 

* Maupertuis. 
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man  of  our  age,  I can  only  addrefs  myfelf  to 
you. 

I am  again  on  the  point  of  recommencing  my 
curfed  erratic  life.  It  often  happens  that  I re- 
ceive letters  from  Berlin  dated  fix  months  back, 
I therefore  do  not  expcd  immediately  to  receive 
youranfwer;  but  I hope  you  will  not  forget  a 
work  which,  on  your  part,  will  but  be  an  ad  of 
gratitude. 

Adieu, 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCLXV. 

From  the  King, 

Breflau,  March  12,  1759. 

It  muft  be  confefled  that  your  months  do 
not  refemble  the  weeks  of  the  prophet  Daniel ; 
his  weeks  are  ages,  and  your  months  are  days. 

I have  received  the  Ode,  which  has  cod  you 
fo  little,  which  is  very  beautiful,  and  which  cer- 
tainly will  not  do  you  diflionour.  This  is  the 
firft  moment  of  confolation  I have  for  five  months 
enjoyed.  Let  me  entreat  you  to  have  it  printed, 
and  to  difperfe  it  through  the  four  quarters  of 
the  world.  It  fliall  not  be  long  before  I will 
teftify  my  gratitude  to  you. 

Ff4 


I fend 
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I fend  you  an  old  Epiftle^  which  I wrote  a 
year  ago ; but,  as  you  are  mentioned  in  it,  it  is 
for  you  to  defend  yourfelf,  if  you  think  yourfelf 
able  fo  to  do.  The  verfes  thcmfelves  are  bad, 
but  I am  perfuaded  that  what  they  affirm  is  truth: 
fuch  at  lead  is  my  opinion. 

The  older  we  grow  the  more  are  we  perfuaded 
that  his  facred  majefty  Chance  does  three-fourths 
of  the  work  of  this  wretched  world ; and  th?tt 
thofe  who  think  themfelves  the  wifeff:  are  the 
greateft  lunatics,  among  the  unfeathered  fpecies 
of  bipeds,  of  which  we  have  the  honour  to  be  a 
part. 

I may  in  confcience  be  pardoned  folecifms, 
and  bad  poetry,  made  in  the  midft  of  tumult, 
cares,  and  perplexities,  by  which  I am  inceflantly 
furrounded. 

You  wifh  to  be  informed  of  what  Neaulme  is 
printing  ; and  this  information  you  require  from 
me,  who  know  not  whether  Neaulme  be  dill  in 
exidence,  who  have  not  for  almod  thefe  three 
years  fet  foot  in  Berlin,  and  whofe  only  intelli- 
gence comes  from  Fermor,  Daun,  Soubife,  Lau- 
trichauffen,  and  a clafs  of  men  concerning  whom 
you  trouble  yourfelf  very  little ; and  concerning 
whom,  likewife,  I fhould  be  very  glad  not  to 
trouble  myfelf  at  all. 

Adieu.  Live  happily,  and  preferve  peace  in 

your 
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3fOur  Swifs  Signiory ; for  the  wars  of  the  pen  and 
of  the  fword  are  but  feldom  fuccefsfuh 

I know  not  what  will  be  my  deftiny  this  year ; 
but,  in  cafe  of  misfortune,  I recommend  myfelf 
to  your  prayers,  and  requeft  a mafs  from  you, 
to  relieve  my  foul  from  purgatory ; fliould  there 
any  purgatory  be  found,  in  the  other  v/orld, 
worfe  than  the  life  I lead  in  this, 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCLXVI. 

From  the  King, 

Breflau,  March  21,  1759. 

Yo  U have  not  been  entirely  miftaken ; I 
am  on  the  point  of  marching ; and  though  not 
to  lay  liege,  I am  on  the  march  to  relifl  my  per- 
fecutors. 

I have  been  delighted  with  the  corredions 
and  additions  which  you  have  made,  in  and  to 
your  Ode.  Nothing  gives  me  more  pleafure 
than  whatever  relates  to  this  fubje6t.  The  new 
ftanzas  are  very  beautiful,  and  I ardently  wilh 
that  the  whole  were  already  printed.  You  may 
add  a letter  to  it,  if  fuch  be  your  good  pleafure; 
and,  though  I am  exceedingly  indifferent  con- 
cerning v;hat  may  be  faid  of  n>e  in  France,  and 

elfe  where, 
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clfewhere,  no  one  will  vex  me  by  attributing  my 
Hiftory  of  Brandenburg  to  you.  This  is  to  fup- 
pofe  it  exceedingly  well  written,  and  rather  to 
praife  me  than  to  blame. 

Amid  the  tumultuous  troubles  in  which  I am 
about  to  engage,  I fhall  not  have  time  to  en- 
quire what  libels  may  be  written  againft  me  in 
Europe,  or  whether  I (hall  be  calumniated  ; but 
I (hall  always  be  convinced,  and  (liall  remain  a 
proof  of  the  fadl,  that  my  enemies  have  made 
great  efforts  to  overwhelm  me.  I know  not 
whether  the  objed  be  worth  the  trouble. 

I wifh  you  that  tranquillity  and  peace  which  I 
(hall  never  enjoy,  while  thus  unremittingly  per- 
fected by  Europe, 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 

P.  S.  You  have  fpoken  fo  much  to  me  of  the 
phyfician,  Tronchin,  that  I beg  you  would  con- 
fult  him,  relative  to  the  health  of  my  brother 
Ferdinand,  which  is  in  a very  bad  (late.  In  the 
courfe  of  laftyearhe  had  two  inflammatory  fevers, 
which  had  left  him  in  a ftate  of  great  weaknefs. 
To  this  are  added  the  fymptoms  of  night  fvveats, 
with  a cough  and  a difeharge  from  the  lungs. 
The  phyfleians  here  believe  an  abfeefs  is  formed 
in  the  lungs ; and,  having  feen  myfelf  fo  many 
fimilar  cafes,  which  always  have  proved  fatal  to 

the 
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the  patient,  my  fears  for  his  life  are  very  great. 
Not  that  I think  death  very  near  ; but  I dread  a 
decline,  which  with  the  fall  of  the  leaf  will  bring 
him  to  the  grave.  I think  it  my  duty  to  negledt 
nothing,  and  to  try  what  aid  art  can  afford; 
though  I have  but  little  confidence  in  phyficians. 

I requeft  you  would  confult  Tronchin,  to 
know  what  are  his  thoughts,  and  whether  he 
imagines  my  brother  may  be  faved.  I ought 
to  add,  for  the  information  of  the  phyfician,  that 
his  urine  is  very  red  and  highly  coloured  ; that 
the  expedorated  pus  has  a bad  fmell ; that  his 
weaknefs  is  great,  his  dejedion  confiderable, 
and  that  he  has  every  fymptom  of  a flow  fever, 
which  however  does  not  make  its  appearance  by 
day,  during  which  the  pulfe  is  feeble.  May  he 
entertain  better  hopes  of  the  cafe  than  I do ! 


LETTER  CCLXVIL 
From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  Aiix  Dillces^  March  27,  1759^^ 

I RECEIVED  the  letter  with  which  your 
majefty  honoured  me,  written  on  the  fecond 
of  March  in  the  hand  of  your  fecretary,  my 
Swifs  countryman,  and  figned  Frederic.  From 

this 
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this  it  appears  your  majefty  had  not  then  re- 
ceived the  fmall  monument  which  you  required 
me,  with  feeble  hands,  to  raife  to  your  adorable 
lifter.  I therefore  here  fend  another  copy,  which 
I commit  to  chance,  recommending  it  to  God, 
to  the  huflars,  and  to  thofe  curious  perfons  who 
open  letters.  Your  packet,  which  I have  re- 
ceived with  your  letter,  contained  your  Ode  to 
prince  Henry,  your  Epiftle  to  the  lord  marfhal, 
and  your  Ode  to  prince  Ferdinand.  There  is 
one  paflage  in  that  Ode  of  which  you  alone 
could  be  the  author.  It  is  not  fufficient  to  be 
in  poftefllon  of  genius  to  write  thus,  but  it  is 
further  neceftary  to  be  at  the  head  of  a hundred 
and  fifty  thoufand  men. 

Your  majefty  tells  me,  in  your  letter,  that  it 
appears  I am  only  defirous  of  the  baubles  which 
you  do  me  the  honour  to  mention  to  me.  True 
it  is,  after  an  attachment  of  more  than  twenty 
years,  you  ought  to  have  forborne  to  have  taken 
from  me  things  which  have  no  other  value,  in 
my  eftimation,  than  that  which  they  acquired 
from  the  hand  by  which  they  were  beftowed.  I 
could  not  even  wear  fuch  marks  of  my  ancient 
devotednefs’to  you,  during  the  war  : my  lands 
are  in  France,  though  they  are  fituated  on  the 
frontiers  of  Swifterland  ; they  are  entirely  free  ; 
neither  do  I pay  any  thing  to  France ; ftill  they 


are 


CORRESPONDENCE.  445 

are  in  the  French  dominions.  I have  rents  in 
France  to  the  amount  of  fixty  thoufand  livres 
(two  thoufand  five  hundred  pounds  fterling)  and 
my  fovereign  has,  by  brevet,  continued  me  in 
the  place  of  gentleman  in  ordinary  of  his  cham- 
ber. I wifh  your  majefty  to  be  firmly  perfuaded 
that  the  proofs  of  bounty,  and  juflice,  which  you 
wifh  to  afford  me,  will  no  otherwife  affed  me 
than  becaufe  I have  always  regarded  you  as  a 
great  man  : me  you  have  never  known. 

I do  not  in  any  manner  requeft  the  trifles 
which  you  fuppofe  I fo  much  defire  to  poffefs. 
I will  have  none  of  them  : I wifh  only  for  your 
good  opinion.  When  I told  you  it  was  my  de- 
fire  to  live  and  die  with  you,  I told  you  nothing 
but  the  truth. 

Your  majefty  treats  me  like  the  reft  of  the 
world.  You  laugh  at  me  when  you  fay  the  pre- 
(ident  is  dying.  He  has  juft  had  a law-fuit  with 
a girl,  who  wifhed  to  be  paid  for  a child  which 
he  manufadured  for  her.  Would  to  the  Lord  I 
might  have  a fimilar  fuit ! But  I am  far  from 
incurring  any  fuch  rifk.  I have  been  very  ill, 
and  am  very  old  : that  I am  very  rich,  very  in- 
dependent, and  very  happy,  I confefs ; but  you 
are  wanting  to  my  happinefs,  and  I fhall  foon 
die  without  having  feen  you.  For  this  you  trou- 
ble yourfelf  but  little,  and  I endeavour  to  follow 

your 
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your  example.  I love  your  verfe,  your  profe^ 
your  wit,  and  your  bold  and  firm  philofopliy. 
I have  neither  been  able  to  live  without  you  nor 
with  you.  I do  not  addrefs  myfelf  to  the  hero 
and  the  king ; it  is  for  monarchs  fo  to  addrefs 
you ; but  I converfe  with  a man  who  enraptured 
me,  whom  I have  loved,  and  with  whom  I con- 
tinue to  be  angry. 


LETTER  CCLXVIIL 
From  M,  de  Voltaire^ 

March  30,  17^9* 

Though  the  whole  world  be  in  arms 
and  in  alarms,  I have  notwithftanding  received 
all  your  majefty’s  packets.  The  Epiflle  to  her 
Beatitude,  the  abbefs  of  Quedlimburg,  on  his 
moft  facred  majefty  Chance,  contains  a great 
fund  of  truth ; and,  were  it  but  polifhed,  I 
fhould  regard  it  as  the  moil  philofophic  and  beft 
of  your  writings.  From  the  date  of  thefe  verfes, 
it  Ihould  appear  that  your  majefty  amufed  your- 
felf  in  compofing  them  fome  days  previous  to 
your  adventure  of  Rofbach.  You  certainly  were 
the  only  man  in  Germany  who  at  that  time  wrote 
verfes.  Chance  was  not  on  our  fide.  I cannot 
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but  think  that  the  man  who  boots  himfelf  at  four 
in  the  morning  has  a great  advantage,  in  play, 
over  one  who  gets  into  his  coach  at  noon.  I 
paffionately  wifh  the  game  were  ended,  and  that 
your  days  might  be  as  peaceable  as  they  are  fplen- 
did.  Your  majefty  has  deigned  to  be  not  dif- 
fatisfied  with  the  tribute  of  praife,  and  regret, 
which  I have  paid  to  the  memory  of  the  mofl: 
refpedtable  princefs  the  world  ever  faw.  True 
it  is,  my  heart  didated  the  eulogium  with  tole- 
rable fpeed ; it  has  been  correfted  by  refledion 
more  flow.  Forgive  me  for  having  added  the 
following  ftanza,  which  I fubmit  to  your  judg- 
ment. It  feems  to  me  that  I have  not  fuffi- 
cicntly  fpoken  of  the  courage  with  which  that 
worthy  princefs  ended  her  life. 

llhjlres  meurtrlers,  vtBimes  mercinairesy 
^ly  redout  ant  la  honte  et  furmontant  la  peury 
Animis  Vun  par  V autre  aux  combats  fanguinatresy 
Ftiiriez  fi  vous  VofieZy  et  moure%  par  honneur  ; 

Une  femme y une  princejfey 
dedaigna  la  mollejfey 
du  fort  foutint  les  coups-y 
Et  qui  vit  d^une  ame  egale 
Venir  fon  heure  fataky 
Et  alt  plus  brave  que  vous  *. 

Sort 

* Illuftrlous  murderers,  mercenary  vidlims,  who,  dreading 
fhame  and  furmounting  fear,  by  each  other  urged  to  the  fan- 
gulnary  field,  would  fly  had  you  the  courage,  yet  die  ena- 
moured 
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Sort  Joutint  produces  a difagreeable  caco- 
phony : venir  feeins  to  me  too  weak.  I can 
find  nothing  better  to  fubftitute ; and  I confefs 
that,  next  to  the  art  of  winning  battles,  nothing 
is  more  difficult  than  that  of  writing  poetry. 

Ton  would  fly  had  you  the  courage. — Your  ma- 
jefty  will  fay- — Speak  for  yourfelves,  gentlemen  3 
and  I,  infignificant  mortal,  affirm  that,  had  C^far 
found  himfelf  alone  in  the  middle  of  night,  and 
expofed  incognito  to  a battery  of  cannon,  from 
which  there  would  be  no  means  of  efcaping  with 
life,  except  by  covering  himfelf  up  in  a dung- 
hill, or  by  hiding  in  fome  place  ftill  fweeter^ 
Caius  Julius  C^far  would  have  been  difcovered 
in  the  morning  funken  up  to  the  very  neck* 

This  letter  may  happen  to  come  to  your  ma- 
jefty’s  hands  under  fome  battery,  but  you  will 
not  receive  it  up  to  the  neck  in  a dunghill. 
Happy  the  man  who  like  me  crows,  unmolefled, 
on  his  own  dunghill. 

Receive,  fire,  with  kindnefs  the  refpedlful  fol- 
lies of  the  old  Swifs. 

moured  of  honour ; lo  a woman,  a princefs,  who,  while  dif- 
daining  feminine  terrors,  fupporting  the  affaults  of  Fate,  and 
beholding  with  mind  unmoved  her  fatal  hour  approach,  was 
braver  than  you  all. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCLXIX. 

From  the  King. 

Bokkenhain,  April  ii^  1759* 

Let  me  requeft  you  would  diftinguilh 
the  times  in  which  works  are  written.  The 
Triftia  of  Ovid  and  his  Art  of  Love  were  the 
produdions  of  different  periods.  The  ^ra  of 
my  Elegies  is  ftamped  by  the  dreadful  cataftro- 
phe  that  left  an  arrow  which  will  continue  driven 
deeply  in  my  heart,  as  long  as  I (hall  continue 
to  fee  the  light  of  day. 

My  other  pieces  were  compofed  during  inter- 
M0l\s  fuch  as  will  occafionally  occur,  be  war  as  hot 
as  it  will.  I employ  every  weapon  with  which  I 
may  wound  my  enemies;  I refemble  the  por- 
cb^ine,  that,  ereding  his  quills,  defends  himfelf 
at  all  points.  I do  not  affirm  my  defence  is 
good ; but  it  is  requifite  that  we  iliould  exert 
our  faculties,  fuch  as  they  are,  and  deal  the  bed 
direded  blows  we  are  able,  on  our  adverfaries. 

It  fhould  feem  as  if  every  kind  of  decorum 
had  been  forgotten,  in  the  prefent  war.  The 
mod  polifhed  nations  attack  each  other  like  fe- 
rocious tigers.  I blufh  for  humanity  : I bludi 
for  the  age.  We  cannot  but  own  that  arts  and 

VOL.  VII.  G g . philoib- 
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philofophy  are  only  difpenfed  to  the  few ; the 
great  mafs,  the  people,  and  the  vulgar  part  of 
the  nobility,  ever  remain  what  Nature  made 
them ; that  is  to  fay,  malignant  animals. 

However  great  your  fame  may  be,  my  dear 
Voltaire,  do  not  imagine  that  the  Auftrian  huf- 
fars  are  acquainted  with  your  writings.  I can 
aflure  you  they  are  much  greater  connoiffeurs  in 
brandy  than  in  fine  poetry,  or  the  works  of  cele- 
brated authors. 

We  fhall  foon  begin  another  campaign,  which 
will  be  at  leaft  as  hot  a one  as  its  predeceffor. 
Prince  Ferdinand  affords  my  columns  good  fup- 
port.  God  knows  wlmt  will  be  the  iffue  ! But  this, 
lean  pofitivelyaffure  you,  that  they  fhall  not  pur- 
chafe  me  at  too  cheap  a rate  ; and  that,  if  I fall, 
the  enemy  mufl  hew  and  ftrew  the  road  to  my 
deflrudlion  with  dreadful  carnage. 

Adieu.  I wifh  you  every  thing  of  which  I 
find  myfelf  in  want. 

P.  S.  It  is  faid  your  poem  on  Natural  Law, 
the  Philofophy  of  Good  Senfe,  and  the  work 
of  Helvetius  on  the  Underftanding,  have  all 
been  burnt  at  Paris.  Do  but  admire  how  apt 
X'anity  is  to  flatter  itfelf.  I derive  a kind  of 
glory,  at  perceiving  that  the  very  fame  cpocha, 
which  France  has  chofen  to  make  war  on  me,  is. 
that  in  which  war  is  made  on  good  fenfe  by  that 
nation. 
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From  the  King. 

Landfliut,  April  18,  1759. 

Your  letters  have  been  delivered  to  me 
without  having  been  opened,  either^  by  huflars, 
French,  or  other  barbarians.  Men  may  write 
whatever  they  pleafe  with  great  impunity,  with- 
out being  at  the  head  of  a hundred  and  fixty 
thoufand  men,  provided  they  do  not  print. 
Works  have  often  been  printed  more  hrong 
than  I ever  have  written,  or  ever  fliall  write, 
without  the  leafh  harm  having  happened  to  the 
author:  witnefs  your  Maid  of  Orleans.  For 
my  own  part,  I write  only  for  my  amufement. 

No  man  who  is  not  a Frenchman  born,  or 
who  has  not  been  long  an  inhabitant  of  Paris, 
can  poffefs  the  French  language  to  that  degree 
of  perfe(5lion  which  is  fo  very  neceflary  to  write 
good  poetry,  or  elegant  profe.  In  this  refpe(Tt 
I am  tolerably  juft  to  myfelf,  and  am  the  firft  to 
make  a proper  eftimate  of  my  infignificant  ef- 
fafions.  But  they  amufe  and  unbend  my  mind ; 
this  is  the  whole  merit  of  my  works.  You  have 
too  much  knowledge,  and  too  much  tafte,  to 
applaud  fuch  feeble  talents. 

G g2 
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Eloquence  and  poetry  demand  the  whole  ap- 
plication of  the  man : my  duties  at  prcfent 
oblige  me  to  apply  moft  ferioully  to  other  fub- 
: all  which  confidered,  you  cannot  but  al- 
low that  fports  fo  frivolous  deferve  not  a fcrious 
thought. 

I do  not  mock  at  any  one^  but  I feel  myfelf 
piqued  againfl  enemies,  who,  as  far  as  they  have 
the  power,  end.eavour  to  crufli  me ; and  I cer-» 
tainly  am  not  culpable  for  employing  every 
weapon  my  arfenal  contains,  in  my  own  defence, 
and  to  injure  them.  The  unabating  revenge 
which  they  have  teftified  agairift  me  confidered, 
it  is  no  time  to  treat  them  with  tendernefs. 

I congratulate  you,  on  hearing  that  you  are 
ftill  gentleman  in  ordinary  to  the  we//  be/oved, 
But  it  is  not  by  his  patent  that  you  will  gain 
immortality : you  are  indebted  for  your  apo- 
theofis  to  the  Henriade,  Oedipus,  Brutus,  Semi- 
ramis,  Merope,  the  Duke  de  Foix,  &c.  &c. 
Thefe  will  eftablifh  your  renown,  as  long  as 
there  (hall  be  men  on  earth  who  cultivate  the 
belles  lettres,  and  while  any  perfons  of  good 
tafte,  and  lovers  of  the  divine  talent  which  you 
poffefs,  fliall  remain.  For  my  part,  in  favour 
of  your  genius,  I pardon  you  all  the  tricks  you 
played  me  at  Berlin,  all  the  libels  of  Leipfic, 
and  all  the  things  which  you  have  uttered  or 

printed 
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printed  againft  me,  which  are  ftrong,  fevere,  and 
numerous,  without  preferving  the  lead  rancour. 

I cannot  fay  the  fame  for  my  poor  prefident, 
whom  you  hold  in  your  gripe.  Whether  he 
manufacture  children,  or  fpit  up  his  lungs,  are 
things  of  which  I am  ignorant.  Not  but  he 
were  to  be  applauded,  did  he  labour  for  the  pro- 
pagation of  our  fpecies,  at  a time  when  all  the 
powers  of  Europe  are  labouring  for  its  deftruc- 
idpn.  I am  overwhelmed  by  bulinefs  and  regu- 
lations. The  campaign  is  immediately  to  begin. 
The  part  I have  to  ad  is  the  more  difficult,  be- 
caufe  I muft  not  be  allowed  to  commit  the  lead 
blunder}  and  b^caufe  I am  bound  to  behave 
with  prudence,  and  fagacity,  for  eight  long 
months  of  the  year.  J will  do  the  bed  I can, 
but  I find  the  talk  a very  fevere  one. 

Adieu, 

FREDERIC. 

P.  S,  Should  the  verfes  which  I have  fent  you 
appear,  I (hall  accufe  no  one  but  yop.  Your 
letter  is  a prelude  to  the  fine  ufe  yon  widi  to 
make  of  them ; nor  am  I fatisfied  by  what  ypi\ 
have  written  to  Catt.  However  it  is  a fubjeCt 
concerning  which  I trouble  myfelf  but  little. 
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LETTER  CCLXXI. 

From  the  King. 

LandlKut,  April  22,  1759» 
The  verfes  to  my  fifler  Amelia  I Tent 
you  as  the  fketch  of  an  Epiftle.  My  mind  is 
not  fufficiently  at  eafe,  neither  have  I time,  to 
write  any  thing  finifhed.  Neither  ought  fomc 
inadvertencies,  or  fome  treafonable  crimes  com- 
mitted againft  Vaugelas  or  D’Olivet,  in  the  leaft 
to  furprife  you.  Tell  me;  how  is  it  poffible  to 
write  pure  French  in  Germany,  and  not  to  com- 
mit any  miftakes  from  ignorance,  or  to  offend 
againfl  cuftom,  when  I perceive  fo  many  French 
poets,  who  live  at  Paris,  in  whofe  works  fuch 
things  fwarm  ? I further  remark  that  a good 
critic  is  neceffary,  who  fliould  point  out  thofe 
faults  to  us  which  felf-love  conceals,  and  who 
fliould  inform  us  of  the  feeble  and  defedive  paf- 
fages.  I can  eafily  deted  the  negligences  of 
others;  yet,  when  writing,  I remain  blind  to 
my  own.  Such  is  the  conftrudion  of  the  human 
mind. 

Your  new  ftanza  to  that  fatal  Ode  is  beau- 
tiful. I exciife  the  trifles  by  which  you  are 
flopped.  Yet  do  not  fay  that  Marfyas  fits  in 

judgment 
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judgment  on  Apollo,  fliould  I debate  with  you 
on  poetical  fubjeds. 

Inftead  of  du.  fort  foutint  les  coups  might  be 
fubftituted  affronte  les  coups ; and,  in  lieu  of  venir 
Jon  heure  fatale  might  be  iiiferted  approcher  Vh^ure 
fatale. 

Not  but  I own  fon  heure  fatale  is  better  than 
Vheure  fatale  : of  this  I leave  you  to  judge. 

The  Ode  in  general  is  very  beautiful,  but  the 
following  are  fome  difficulties  which  an  ignorant 
critic  has  flatted.  Y ou  will  confound  him  per- 
haps, refling  on  the  authority  of  men  like  D’Oli- 
yet^  the  Forty,  and  the  whole  literary  republic. 

^andla  mort,  quails  out  Ira’vee^ 

Dans  cette  foule  ahreuvee 
• Du  fang,  quails  ont  repandu  *, 

In  the  ambiguous  phrafe  dans  cette  foule  alreu* 
vee,  is  it  death  or  the  crowd  that  is  fatiated  ? 
I very  well  underfland  your  meaning;  but  a 
great  poet,  like  you,  ought  not  to  want  a com- 
mentary to  explain  his  thoughts. 

Stanza  V.  I was  beaten  at  Hochkirchen  the 
very  moment  when  my  noble  filler  expired. 

Stanza  VI.  admirable;  VII.  and  VIII.  ex- 
cellent ; IX.  the  fame.  The  latter  part  of  the 
Xth  does  not  correfpond  with  the  former. 

* When  death,  which  they  have  bra  ved  in  the  crowd,  fa- 
tiated  with  the  blood  they  have  flied,  T, 

G g 4 Thf 
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The  phrafes  la  ftufide  ignorance — les  Midas^ 
Us  Homeres — les  Zdiles  are  foreign  to  the  fubjedt 
of  the  Ode,  and  only  ferve  to,  fill  up.  You  are 
fpeaking  of  my  filler,  and  neither  of  Homer  nor 
of  Zoilus. 

Stanza  XI.  is  good.  The  words  qui  font  dee 
cours  les  flus  belles  in  ftanza  XII.  are  a wretched 
redundancy  : the  fenfe  ends  with  qui  font  des 
cours  ; and  les  'plus  belles  are  unmeaning,  and 
deftitute  of  beauty ; worthy  of  Msevius,  and  not 
of  Virgil.  They  abfolutely  require  to  be  ccr  • 
reded,  for  they  are  feeble  and  mean. 

Stanza  XIII.  Du  temps  qui  fuit  toujoursy  tufis 
toujour s ufage*^  The  repetition  of  toujour s is 

ungraceful.  Were  I defired  to  corred  the  line, 
tyro  as  I am,  I flaould  fweat  blood  and  water  5 
but  Voltaire  is  not  Voltaire  in  vain ; to  give  the 
line  its  full  force  were  but  worthy  of  him.  Lueur 
cbfeure^  plus  affreufe  que  la  nuit  j is  equal  to 
the  darknefs  vifible  of  Milton,  which  the  author 
of  the  Henriade  has  ridiculed  fo  much. 

The  XIVth  and  XVth  ftanzas  are  delightful. 

I now  think  I fee  you  reading  my  letter,  and 
hear  you  exclaim — Here  is  a novice  indeed  ! 

Let  him  firfi  write  good  poetry  himfelf,  and 

* That  time  which  ever  flies  thou  ever  improvefl:. 

-J-  A proverbial  phrafe.  T. 

% ObfeUre  glimmering,  more  fearful  than  night, 

then 
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then  let  him  pretend  to  corred  others/’ — But 
I tell  you  once  again,  I cannot  fee  my  own  faults. 
I often  think  my  verfes  feeble,  but  want  abilities 
to  make  them  better.  Befide,  never  fufFer  a ge- 
neral of  an  army,  who  is  encamped  in  face  of  an 
pnemy,  to  be  your  poetical  judge;  for,  at  fuch 
times,  fuch  men  are  moft  untradable. 

I have  deranged  the  plan  of  the  campaign  of 
marftialDaun,  and  of  the  French,  without  fcarcely 
moving  from  my  place.  I am  at  prefent  occu- 
pied by  other  follies  of  a like  nature.  Do  not 
imagine  you  will  find  me  a mpre  indulgent  critic, 
as  long  as  this  dog’s  life  (hall  continue*  We 
catch  the  fpirit  of  our  profefiion ; and,  in  thefe 
times  of  alarm,  I lay  violent  hands  whenever  I 
can  on  the  enemy,  and  on  all  poetry  which  does 
not  pleafe  me,  my  own  excepted. 

Adieu,  Swifs  hermit.  Do  not  be  vexed  with 
Don  Quixote,  who  throws  the  poetry  of  Arioflo 
into  the  fire,  for  ;t  is  unequal  to  yours.  Treat 
a German  critic,  who  writes  to  you  from  the 
wilds  of  Silefia,  with  fome  little  indulgence. 

FREDERIC 


L.ET- 
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LETTER  CCLXXII. 

From  the  King. 

Landfhut,  April  2S,  175$, 
I A M very  much  obliged  to  you,  for  hav- 
ing brought  me  acquainted  with  Mr.  Candide; 
or  with  Job  in  a modern  drefs.  It  cannot  be 
denied  that  dodor  Panglofs  is  unable  to  prove 
his  fine  principles ; and  that  the  befl  of  all  pof- 
fible  worlds  is  a very  vile  and  a very  wretched 
world.  This  is  the  only  fpecies  of  romance 
which  is  fit  to  be  read ; it  is  inftrudive,  and 
proves  much  more  than  arguments  in  harhara^ 
celarenty  ^c. 

I have  at  the  farne  time  received  that  melan- 
choly Ode,  which  is  well  correded  and  highly 
embellifhed.  Yet  it  is  no  more  than  a monu- 
ment of  remembrance,  which  will  not  reflore  her 
whom  we  have  loft,  and  who  well  deferyes  eter- 
nal regret. 

I wiQi  you  a fpeedy  opportunity  of  writing  in 
favour  of  peace  ; and  I promife  you  I fhall  think 
any  work  written  for  that  exprefs  purpofe  ad- 
mirable. There  is  but  little  hope  that  we  fhould 
fee  that  happy  day  without  great  carnage. 

It  is  your  opinion  that  the  courage  of  men  con- 

fifts 
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fills  in  what  they  call  their  honour ; but  I will 
venture  to  affirm  there  is  more  than  one  kind  of 
courage.  There  is  conftitutional  courage,  which 
is  admirable  for  the  common  foldier ; there  is 
the  courage  of  reflexion,  which  befits  the  offi-. 
cer ; there  is  the  courage  of  patriotifm,  which 
every  good  citizen  ought  to  poflefs ; and  finally 
there  is  the  courag'e  which  originates  in  the  fana- 
ticifm  of  fame ; fuch  as  we  admire  in  Alexander, 
in  Csefar,  in  Charles  XII.  and  in  the  great  Conde. 
Such  are  the  different  kinds  of  inftindl  which 
lead  men  into  danger,  which  in  itfelf  has  no- 
thing either  inviting  or  pleafant.  But  men  think 
but  little  of  danger,  when  they  are  once  engaged. 

I was  not  perfonally  acquainted  with  Caius 
Julius  C^efar ; yet  am  I certain  that,  night  or 
day,  he  would  not  have  hidden  himfelf.  He 
was  too  generous  to  pretend  to  expofe  his  com- 
panions, without  partaking  of  their  perils.  We 
have  even  had  examples  of  generals  who,  in 
defpair  to  fee  a battle  on  the  point  of  being  loft, 
have  exprefsly  fought  for  death,  that  they  might 
not  furvive  their  difgrace. 

Such  are  the  ideas  with  which  my  memory 
has  fupplied  me,  relative  to  that  courage  at 
which  you  laugh.  I can  fafely  affure  you  that  I 
have  feen  great  virtues  exercifed  in  the  height 
of  battle ; and  that  men  at  fuch  times  ^e  not 

fo 
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fp  pitllefs  as  you  fuppofe.  Of  this  I could  cite 
you  a thoufand  examples,  but  (hall  confine  my- 
felf  to  one. 

At  the  battle  of  Rofbach,  a French  officer 
was  wounded,  and  lay  on  the  ground,  calling 
aloud  for  a clyfter.  Would  you  eafiiy  believe 
that  a hundred  officious  perfons  were  eager  to 
fupply  him  with  the  remedy  for  which  heafked? 
An  anodyne  clyfter  adminiftered  in  the  field  of 
battle,  in  the  prefence  of  an  army,  is  certainly 
a lingular  thing ; hut  the  fadt  is  true,  and  gene- 
rally known.  In  the  tragi-comedy  which  wc 
adi,  ridiculous  adventures  often  happen,  fuch  as 
can  find  no  parallel,  and  which  a thoufand  years 
of  peace  would  never  produce.  It  mull  how- 
ever be  allowed  thefe  pleafant  incidents  ar^ 
dearly  purchafed. 

I thank  you  for  the  confultation  of  the  phyfir 
dan  Tronchin,  which  I immediately  fept  to  my 
brother,  who  is  with  my  fifter  at  Schwedt,  I 
have  advifed  him  moft  fcrupuloufiy  to  obferve 
the  regimen  which  has  been  prefcribed.  I re- 
queft  you  would  alk  what  fum  Tronchin  requires 
to  undertake  a journey  thither ; for  I wifti  to 
negledt  nothing  which  may  poffibly  contribute 
to  the  cure  of  my  dear  brother  : and,  though  I 
have  as  little  faith  in  dodlors  of  phyfic  as  I have 
in  dodlors  of  divinity,  I do  not  carry  incredulity 

fo 
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fo  far  as  to  doubt  of  the  good  effeds  which  regi- 
men may  produce.  I myfelf  am  fenfible  of  thefe 
cffedls.  I never  could  have  fupported  the 
dreadful  fatigues  I have  undergone,  had  I not 
confined  myfelf  to  a diet,  which  appears  fevere 
to  all  who  furround  me. 

Whether  it  be  worth  our  while  to  preferve  our 
lives  by  fo  many  precautions,  and  whether  thofe 
people  are  not  the  moft  fage,  and  the  happieft, 
who  kill  themfelves  as  fail  as  they  can,  are  quef- 
tions  yet  to  be  refolved.  I leave  the  difcuffion 
of  this  fubjedl  to  Mr.  Martin  and  doctor  Pan- 
glofs.  For  my  part,  I muft  fight  as  long  as 
fighting  fhall  be  good.  You  are  but  a fpedlator 
of  the  bloody  tragedy  we  are  adling ; and  while 
we  continue  on  the  flage,  [you  may  hifs  when 
you  pleafe.  Much  good  may  it  do  you ; be 
perfuaded  I do  not  envy  your  happinefs.  I am 
well  convinced  happinefs  is  not  to  be  obtained 
by  thofe  who  are  at  war,  either  with  the  pen  or 
with  the  fword. 

Vale, 

FREDERIC. 
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LETTER  CCLXXIIL 
From  the  King, 

Landfliut,  May  iS,  1759** 

Yo  U*  R traits  of  malice  I forgive. 

But  ne’er  will  I Petronius  + place 

Befide  thofe  fons  of  fame  to  live, 

Who  write  with  chaften’d  wit  and  grace,  . 

The  fcenes  lafcivious  which  he  drew, 

With  cynic  llcill,  who  can  endure? 

Or  wha  unmov’d  his  Mufe  can  view 
Plunge,  fhamelefs,  into  ftreams  impure  ? 

A magazine  is  this  our  mind. 

In  which  we  precious  gems  fliould  ftore 

And,  certain  there  fuch  gems  to  find. 

Your  wealthy  realms  I oft  explore. 

In  fweet  Racine  my  Mufe  delights ; 

Nay,  frown  not,  wantons  with  Roffeau  5 

Enrapt  fhe  views  the  boundlefs  flights 
Of  Maro,  Horace,  and  Boileau. 

^ There  are  no  verfes,  though  fome  were  certainly  fent,  to 
be  found  in  the  Berlin  Supplement ; and  thofe  printed  in  the 
Bafil  edition,  though  I have  inferted  them,  do  not  appear  to 
be  the  whole  of  the  Poem,  for  they  do  not  mention  the  conge 
(leave  of  ahjence)  or  defeat  of  the  enemy,  referred  to  by  the 
king.  T. 

^ Petronius  fatirifed  the  tyrant  of  whom  he  was  the  fa- 
vourite. T, 
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And  oft  flie’d  reach  their  native  flties. 

And  oft  like  them  fhe  fain  would  fmg  : 

But,  ah ! Whenever  fhe  thus  would  rife, 

She  finds  fhe  wants  their  ftrength  of  wing* 

If  you  will  confult  a map,  you  will  find  the 
place  from  which  a fit  of  mirth  produced  this 
leave  of  abfence.  We  have  purfued  thefe  gen- 
try, whofe  rear  we  turned  behind  Erfurt ; after 
which  we  took  the  road  to  Silefia. 

You,  inhabitants  of  the  Belices^  imagine  that 
thofe  who  purfue  the  footfteps  of  your  Amadls 
de  Gaul,  and  your  Orlandos,  were  to  fight  once 
a day  for  your  diverfion.  Know,  an  it  pleafe 
you,  that  we  have  enadled  enough  of  fuch  trage- 
dies in  pafl  campaigns  j not  but  there  will  cer- 
tainly be  more  of  thefe  heroic  butcheries  per- 
formed. But  we  ihall  obferve  the  proverb  of  the 
emperor  Auguflus : Feftina  lente. 

Your  French  folks  burn  good  books,  and 
merrily  overturn  the  fyftem  of  your  finances,  to 
give  pleafure  to  your  dear  allies.  Much  good 
may  it  do  them  all ! I fear  neither  their  money 
nor  their  fwords.  Should  chance  eternally  favour 

the  three  mofl  illuflrious , who  affault  me 

on  every  fide,  I hope  they  will  (to  preferve  the 
xhetorical  figure)  * ^ I am  doomed  to  the 
fate  of  Orpheus;  ladies  of  Thrace,  and  of 
charaders  equally  amiable,  wifh  to  rend  me  in 

pieces  : 
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pieces  : but  they  certainly  will  not  have  thefi* 
wifhes  gratified. 

Mentioning  fools,  you  wifli  to  be  told  what 
have  been  the  adventures  of  the  abbe  de  Prades ; 
but  they  would  fill  a large  voliime.  To  fatisfy 
your  curiofity,  it  will  be  fufficient  to  inform  you 
that  the  abbe  had  the  weaknefs  to  fuffer  himfelf 
to  be  bribed,  during  my  flay  at  Drefden,  by  a 
fecretary,  who  had  been  left  there  by  Broglio, 
when  he  departed  from  the  city.  By  felf-ap- 
pointment,  he  became  news-writer  to  the  army ; 
and,  as  this  is  a trade  which  is  but  little  ap- 
proved of  in  war,  he  has,  till  the  arrival  of  peace, 
been  fent  into  a retreat  from  which  there  is  no 
news  to  write.  Many  other  things  might  be 
added,  but  they  would  be  too  tedious.  He 
played  me  this  excellent  trick  at  the  very  time 
when  I had  conferred  a rich  benefice  on  him,  in 
the  cathedral  of  Brefiau. 

You  have  written  the  Tomb  of  the  Sorbonne; 
to  this  add  the  Tomb  of  the  Parliament,  which 
is  in  a ftate  of  fuch  dotage  that  it  cannot  be  long 
lived. 

Take  care  however  not  to  die  yourfclf.  From 
the  Delices  you  continue  to  didlate  laws  to  Par- 

nafius : you  ftill  carefs  the  infamous with 

one  hand,  and  fcratch  with  the  other.  You  treat 
it  as  you  treat  me,  and  as  you  treat  all  the  world. 

As 


CORRESt»ONI)ENCE. 


465 


As  I prefume,  aloof  you  ftand, 

And  hold  a pen  in  either  hand  : 

The  right  each  creek  of  felf-love  knows ; 

And  hence  the  dream  of  flatt’ry  flows. 

In  gurgling  founds,  fo  foft,  and  clear. 

That  fpell-bound  is  the  liil’ning  car  1 
The  left  hand  grafps  a flaming  fword, 

Ta’en  from  Errynnis*  fecret  hoard  ; 

PlungM  by  the  hags  in  lake  mephitic. 

Infernal  pool  of  pains  arthritic  5 
Its  temper  acrid,  colour  black. 

The  brain  it  pierces,  and  the  back ; 

Ere  it  defcends  the  members  fliake  5 
The  bones  before  it  touches  ache  ; 

A fire  it  in  the  heart  allumes, 

That  fmoulders  while  the  man  confumea. 

At  BMe  if  Maupertuis  expire. 

He’ll  die  of  this  devouring  fire ! 

For  me,  though  many  a rhime  I’ve  made^ 

I’m  but  a tyro  in  the  trade  : 

I never  yet  could  gain  a place 
Among  the  wits  malignant  race  ; 

Or  climb  the  fam’d  ftupendous  deep 
Where  they  continual  uproar  keep. 

But  mine  is  now  another  tafli ; 

Of  you  a favour  I’ve  to  aflc. 

If  e’er  my  name,  by  either  hand. 

In  work  of  yours  (hould  written  dand, 

Of  gall  I hope  you’ll  be  bereft ; 

I hope  ’twill  never  be  the  left. 

I wifli  peace  and  health,  not  to  the  gentleman 
in  ordinary,  not  to  the  hiftoriographer  of  the 
VOL.  VII.  H h well- 


466  POSTHUMOUS  WORKS. 

well’helovedy  not  to  the  lord  of  the  twenty 
manors  in  SwifTerland,  but  to  the  author  of 
the  Henriade,  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  Brutus, 
Merope,  8c c. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  CCLXXIV. 
From  M,  de  Voltaire, 

May,  1759. 

Your  verfes  flow  with  fo  much  eafe, 

You  rival  thofe  who  moil  can  pleafe, 

Chapelle,  Chaulieu,  and  Sarrafin 
You’ve  fludied,  thus  our  hearts  to  win. 

Yet  fure  Petronius,  good  and  gay, 

What  though  impure , you  pardon  may. 

I know  you  well ; though  coy  you  feem, 

You  blufli  not  at  the  wanton  theme. 

But  rather  love  luxurious  tale, 

When  cover’d  by  tranfparent  veil. 

For  Maupertuis,  pack’d  up  in  pitch. 

Should  he  perchance  drop  down  the  niche 
Which  he  to  old  earth’s  center  bor’d. 

And  fafely  there  his  body  hoard, 

I fhould  be  forry  for  his  fate  : 

I feel  no  unrelenting  hate  ; 

I kill  him  not,  but  well  may  fay 
He  fliut  me  from  the  light  of  day ; 

Expell’d  me  heav’n,  which  was  my  due ; 

Yes— -drove  me  from  the  fight  of  you. 


This 
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This  is  all  I have  to  anfwer,  feeble  and 
muffled  up  as  I am,  with  a cold  in  my  eyes,  to 
the  moft  malignant  of  monarchs,  and  the  moft 
amiable  of  men,  who  is  continually  giving  me 
gaflies  in  the  face,  and  who  calls  out  that  he  is 
fcratched.  Deal  yourgafhes  on  marflialsDaunand 
Fermor,  but  fpare  your  old  and  meagre  vidim. 
Your  majefty  fays  you  do  not  fear  our  money  ; 
the  little  we  have  is  truly  not  very  formidable  ; 
and,  with  refpcd  to  our  fwords,  you  have  given 
them  a trifling  leffon.  May  God  grant  you 
peace,  fire ; and  may  every  fword  be  returned 
to  the  fcabbard  1 Such  are  the  good  prayers  of  a 
Swifs  philofopher  in  behalf  of  all  Europe,  the 
various  kingdoms  of  which  individually  feel  the 
horrors  of  war.  We  have  lately  fuffered  a bank- 
ruptcy at  Lyons,  of  one  million  eight  hundred 
thoufand  livres  (feventy-five  thoufand  pounds 
flerling)  thanks  to  this  fine  war. 

With  refped  to  the  parliament  of  Paris,  that 
olio  of  tutors  for  kings,  it  is  fomewhat  different 
from  the  parliament  of  England.  Its  follies 
have  been  fo  loudly  vaunted  of,  by  fuch  numbers 
of  black-gowns,  advocates,  and  attorneys,  that 
they  have  fermented  and  overflowed  in  the  head 
of  Damiens,  the  baftard  of  Ravaillac.  Similar 
follies,  propagated  by  the  Jefuits,  have  coft  the 
H h 2 king 
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king  of  Portugal  an  arm-'^.  To  this  add  all 
which  is  pafTing  from  the  Viftula  to  the  Maine, 
and  you  cannot  but  recognize  the  beft  of  all 
poflible  worlds. 

I once  more  wifti  you  may  foon  bring  this 
wretched  ftate  of  affairs  to  an  end.  You  are 
a legiflator,  warrior,  hiftorian,  poet,  and  mu- 
fician ; be  alfo  a philofopher.  After  having  bu- 
fied  ourfelves,  during  life,  with  heroifm,  and 
the  arts,  what  do  we  take  with  us  to  the  grave  ? 
A vain  name,  which  is  no  longer  ours.  All  is 
forrow  or  vanity  : fo  faid  that  Solomon  who 
was  not  the  Solomon  of  the  North.  Away 
to  Sans-Souci ; to  Sans-Souci  as  faff  as  you 
can! 

De  Prades,  1 find,  is  a Doeg,  an  Achito- 
phel.  What,  betray  you  when  you  were  load- 
ing him  with  favours  I Oh  thou  beft  of  all  pof- 
fible  worlds,  where  art  thou  ? I,  like  Martin, 
am  a manichean. 

Your  majefty,  in  your  charming  epiftle,  re- 
proaches me  for  occafionally  carefling  the  infa- 

mous . You  do  wrong,  fire;  I labour  only 

to  extirpate  it ; and  I have  been  rather  fucceff- 
ful,  among  the  worthy  part  of  mankind.  I (hall 
foon  do  myfelf  the  honour  to  fend  you  a 

^ The  king  of  Portugal  was  wounded  in  the  arm,  by  thofe 
who  attempted  his  afTaflination.  T. 
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fhort  piece  which  perhaps  may  be  found  to 
be  of  life. 

Believe  me,  fire,  I was  formed  to  be  wholly 
yours.  I am  alhamed  to  find  myfelf  more  happy 
than  you  are  ; for  I live  among  philofo- 
pliers,  and  you  are  only  furrounded  by  moft 
excellent  murderers  in  (hort-cut  coats.  Once 
more,  away  to  Sans-Souci  ! But  what  is  to  be 
done  there  with  an  imagination  fo  infernally 
reftlefs  ? Is  it  formed  for  retreat  ? Oh,  yes  ! 
You  are  formed  for  all  things. 


LETTER  CCLXXV. 

From  Af.  de  Voltaire. 

May,  1759. 

Situated  in  what  manner  you  will, 
it  is  very  certain  you  will  ever  remain  a great 
man.  I do  not  write  to  weary  your  majefty,  but 
to  confefs  myfelf,  on  condition  you  will  grant 
me  abfolution.  I have  betrayed  you.  The 
fad  is  as  follows: 

You  wrote  a letter  to  me,  partly  in  the  ftyle 
of  Marcus  Aurelius,  your  patron  j and  partly 
in  that  of  Martial  and  Juvenal,  your  other 
patrons.  1 foon  (hewed  it  to  a little  French 
coquette,  from  the  court  of  France,  who  carnc 
H h 3 like 
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like  others  to  the  temple  of  Efculapius,  at  Ge- 
neva, that  (he  might  be  cured  by  the  great  Tron- 
chin  : great  in  every  fenfe  of  the  word,  for  he  is 
fix  feet  high,  handfome,  and  well  formed;  and, 
were  his  highnefs  prince  Ferdinand,  your  brother, 
a woman,  he  would  imitate  the  examples  that  are 
fet  him,  and  come  likewife  to  be  cured.  This 
little  coquette  is,  as  I believe  I have  informed 
your  majefty,  the  very  intimate  friend  of  a cer- 
tain duke  and  minifter.  She  has  much  wit,  and 
their  friendfhip  is  mutual.  She  was  quite  en- 
raptured, kifTed  your  letter,  and  would  have 
been  ftill  more  ravenous,  had  you  been  there. 
Send  it  immediately  to  my  friend,  faid  (he,  who 
has  loved  you  from  his  childhood  : he  admires 
the  king  of  Pruflia,  nor  does  he  in  any  refped: 
think  like  the  reft  : he  fees  things  as  they  are. 
He  is  a true  knight  ; one  of  thofe  who  have 
wit  in  their  anger. 

The  lady  was  fo  pcrfaufive  that  I copied  your 
letter,  very  civilly  retrenching  all  which  apper- 
tained to  Martial  and  to  Juvenal,  and  very  faith- 
fully leaving  the  whole  of  Marcus  Aurelius ; that 
is  to  fay,  all  your  profe.  Not  however  that  your 
Marcus  Aurelius  does  not  deal  us  many  a fide- 
blow,  and  then  pretends  we  are  ambitious.  Alas, 
(ire,  we  are  very  fine  folks  indeed  to  talk  of  am- 
bition ! 


In 


CORRESPONDENCE,  47 1 

In  fine,  I cannot  forbear  to  fend  you  the  an- 
fvver  which  was  returned  me.  1 may  well  be  al- 
lowed to  betray  a duke  and  a peer,  after  haying 
betrayed  a king.  But  I conjure  you  not  to  let 
this  be  known.  Endeavour,  fire,  to  decypher 
the  writing  : it  is  polTible  to  pofiTefs  much  wit, 
and  very  excellent  fentiments,  and  yet  to  write  a 
very  cat’s  fcrawl. 

There  was  formerly,  fire,  a lion  and  a moufe  ; 
the  moufe  was  in  love  with  the  lion,  and  went  to 
pay  his  court  to  him : the  lion  gave  him  a little  pat 
with  his  claw,  and  the  moufe  ran  into  his  hole. 
Still  the  moufe  continued  to  love  the  lion ; and  one 
day,  feeing  a net  that  was  fpread  to  entrap  and 
kill  the  lion,  he  gnawed  the  threads  afunder. 

The  moufe,  fire,  moft  fubmifiively  in  all  hu- 
mility kififes  your  royal  claws.  He  will  never  die 
with  a capuchin  on  each  fide  of  him,  as  one 
of  the  maftiffs  of  St.  Malo  has  done  at  Bafil*. 
His  wifh  was  to  die  befide  his  lion.  Believe  me, 
the  moufe  was  more  affedlionate  than  the  maftiff. 

Maupertuis.  T. 


Hh  4 
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LETTER  CCLXXVL 
From  the  King. 

Reich-Hennerfdorf,  June  lo,  1759^ 
K NOW  that,  unlefs  he  whom  you  wot 
of  fhould  return  to  earth  to  work  miracles, 
my  brother  will  never  travel  in  fearch  of  any 
man  : he  Hill  is,  God  be  thanked,  a fufficiently 
wealthy  lord  to  pay  a Swifs  phyfician  for  his 
trouble,  and  his  journey.  Nor  are  you  ignorant 
that  the  Frederics*,  being  more  numerous  than 
the  Louifes“fr,  are  more  potent  than  the  latter, 
among  phyficians.  Poets,  and  fometimes  even 
philofophers  themfelves,  occupied  as  they  are  in 
vain  fpeculations,  pay  but  little  attention  to  the 
fcience  of  rnprality. 

Your  niece  has  given  vent  to  her  pompous 
zeal,  in  favour  of  her  nation.  She  has  burnt  my 
writings,  as  I did  yours  af  Berlin,  and  as  yours 
have  been  burnt  in  France.  You  French  folks 
are  all  extravagant,  when  the  pre-eminence  of 
their  kingdom  is  called  in  queftion.  How  de- 
lighted are  they  to  pronounce  the  phrafe,  The 
king,  my  mafter!”  as  well  as  to  affedl  the  ridi- 
culous ftyle  of  the  antiquated  etiquette  of  ambaf- 


* t Gold  coins.  T, 
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fadors,  and  to  wrangle,  right  or  wrong,  for  kings 
who  do  not  do  them  the  honour  to  know  there 
are  fuch  people  in  exiftence.  It  is  really  a pity 
that  your  niece  had  not  married  Matthew  Prior; 
they  would  have  produced  a moll  excellent  race 
of  politicians. 

For  my  part,  I fpare  no  one  when  I am  vexed; 
and,  in  my  anger,  1 bite  as  hard  as  I am  able. 

According  to  all  appearance,  we  (hall  foon 
have  a battle ; and,  fliould  I be  but  a little  fa- 
voured by  fortune,  the  fub-delegates  of  their 
imperial  majeftles,  and  the  man  witji  the  confe- 
crated  toka  ‘*,  (ball  be  well  baftinadoed ; after 
which,  how  great  will  the  confolation  of  laugh- 
ing at  them  be ! 

Having  no  enemies  to  fight  with,  for  God’s 
fake  do  not  you  laugh  at  any  one.  Remain 
peaceable  and  happy,  lince  you  have  no  perfecu- 
tors;  and  be  wife  enough  to  enjoy,  undifturbed, 
that  tranquillity  which  you  have  obtained,  after 
having  been  in  fearch  of  it  thefe  fixty  years. 

Adieu .~I  wifh  you  health  and  peace.  Amen  : 
fo  be  it. 

FREDERIC. 

P.  S.  Are  you  in  your  fenfes  ? It  is  time,  at 
the  age  of  feventy,  that  you  fhould  learn  the 
ftyle  in  which  it  becomes  you  to  write  to  me. 

* Or  cap,  T. 

It 
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It  is  time  you  fhould  comprehend  that  though 
there  are  liberties  in  which  men  of  letters  and  of 
wit  are  indulged,  there  alfo  are  intolerable  im- 
pertinences. Be  at  length  a philofopher,  that 
is  to  fay  rational.  May  heaven,  which  has 
endowed  you  with  fo  much  wit,  endow  you 
with  an  equal  portion  of  judgment ! Should 
that  ever  happen,  you  would  be  the  firft  man 
of  the  age,  and  perhaps  the  firfl:  the  world  ever 
faw.  This  is  what  I wifli  you.  So  be  it. 


LETTER  CCLXXVII. 

From  the  King. 

Reich-Hennerfdorf,  June  20,  1759* 

Were  thefe  the  times  of  ancient  chi- 
valry, I fhould  have  replied  that  you  lied  in  your 
throat,  for  publicly  affirmingl  wrote  to  you  to  de- 
fend my  hiftory  of  Brandenburg,  againft  the  ab- 
furdities  that  have  been  faid  concerning  it,  by  an 
abbe  with  his  name  ending  in  ic  or  in  ac.  I care 
very  little  for  my  works  : I have  not  that  enthu- 
fiaftic  love  for  them  which  celebrated  authors 
fhew  for  the  lead  work  which  drops  from  their 
pen.  I will  not  fight  with  any  man,  either  in 
defence  of  my  profe  or  verfe ; and  critics  may 
cenfure  them  in  what  manner  they  pleafe,  without 
2 once 
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once  breaking  my  reft.  I therefore  entreat  you 
would  not  be  too  warm  in  fo  trifling  a caufe, 
which  does  not  merit  that  you  fhould  draw  your 
dagger  againft  my  literary  enemies. 

You  exclaim  fo  loudly  for  peace,  that  it  would 
better  become  you  to  write,  with  that  noble 
impertinence  which  fits  fo  well  upon  you, 
againft  thofe  who  retard  its  conclufion  ; that  is, 
againft  all  who  are  feized  with  convulfions  and 
the  delirium  of  war.  It  would  be  a Angular  trait 
in  hiftory,  were  it  to  be  faid,  in  the  nineteenth 
century,  that  the  famous  Voltaire,  who  in  his  time 
wrote  fo  many  things  againft  bookfellers,  bigots, 
and  bad  tafte,  had  by  his  works  put  princes  to 
the  blufh,  for  the  war  which  they  made  on  each 
other ; and  that  he  obliged  them  to  conclude 
peace,  the  conditionsof  which  he  himfelf  didated. 

Be  this  talk  yours,  and  you  will  ere<ft  a monu* 
ment  to  yourfelf,  which  time  will  never  deftroy. 
Virgil  accompanied  Maecenas  in  his  journey  to 
BrinduAum,  where  Anguftus  concluded  a peace 
with  Anthony  ; and  Voltaire  without  travelling, 
will  it  be  faid,  was  the  preceptor  of  kings,  as  he 
was  of  Europe.  I could  wifh  this  incident  might 
be  added  to  your  life,  and  that  I might  very  foon 
have  to  congratulate  you  on  the  event. 

Adieu. 

FREDERIC. 
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LETTER  CCLXXVIII. 

From  the  King. 

Reich-Hennerfdorfi  July  17550 
In  mock’ry  why  do  you  require 
Of  me  to  quell  war^s  raging  fire  ? 

For  peace  I wifh,  which  I adore : 

I wifli,  but  what  can  I do  more  ? 

Your  Gallic  king  and  emprcfs-queen, 
t Your  Ruffian  of  detefted  mien, 

A haughty  and  ambitious  trine, 

Whofe  fecrets  Tronchin  can  divine, 

On  ruin  only  can  agree  ; 

They’re  neither  friends  of  peace  nor  me. 

For  you,  enamour’d  as  you  are 
Of  peace,  and  thus  abhorring  warj^ 

The  fecond  Well-belov’d*  difpofe 
To  rid  the  world  and  me  of  foes. 

To  him  you  muft  addrefs  yourfelf,  or  to  his 
Amhoije  en  fontanges\.  But  thefe  people  have  their 
heads  full  of  the  projeds  of  ambition  ; they  are 
not  eafily  fatisfied ; they  infill  on  being  the  arbitra- 
tors of  kings,  and  this  is  what  thofe  who  hold  my 
opinion  will  never  fuller.  lamasdefirousof  peace 
as  you  could  wilh,  but  I defire  it  to  be  a good, 
permanent,  and  honourable  peace.  Socrates,  or 

* Second  hien-aimi.  The  duke  de  Choifeul.  T. 

•j-  Meaning  the  marchionefs  de  Pompadour,  jimboifs  was 
rainifterofftate  under  Louis  XII. ; and  en  fontanges  fignifies  in 
topknots,  or  drefled  with  ribbands.  T . 

Plato,. 
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Plato,  would  have  thought  like  me  in  this,  had 
they  feen  themfelves  placed  on  that  accurfed 
point  in  which  I am  ftationed  in  this  world. 

Can  you  imagine  there  is  any  pleafure  in  lead'- 
ing  this  dog's  life  ; in  murdering  people  whom 
you  never  faw  before  ; in  daily  lofing  acquaint- 
ances and  friends ; in  feeing  reputation  hourly 
expofed  to  the  caprice  of  chance;  in  paffing  all 
the  year  in  troubles  and  alarms,  and  in  continu-  * 
ally  rifking  life  and  fortune  ? 

I am  certainly  acquainted  with  the  value  of 
tranquillity,  the  fweets  of  foriety,  and  the  charms 
of  life  ; and  I as  certainly  could  wifh  to  be  as  happy 
as  any  man  whatever.  But,  though  all  thefe  good 
things  are  to  be  defired,  I would  not  purchafe 
them  by  ads  of  meannefs,  and  of  infamy.  Philo- 
fophy  teaches  us  to  perform  our  duty,  and  faith- 
fully to  ferve  our  country,  at  the  price  of  our 
blood  and  our  peace,  and  to  devote  ourfelves  en- 
tirely to  thefe.  The  illuftrious  Zadig  met  with 
many  adventures,  which  were  not  to  his  tafte  5 
Candldus  did  the  fame  : they  however  patiently 
fuffered  their  ills.  What  finer  example  can  be 
followed,  than  that  given  by  thefe  heroes. 

Take  my  word  for  it,  our  Ihort  fkirts  are  equal 
to  your  red  heels,  to  the  Hungarian  cloaks,  and 
to  the  green  coats  of  theRoxolanians.We  are  now 
at  the  heels  of  the  latter,  who  by  their  ftupidity 

afford 
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afford  us  fine  fport.  You  will  fee  I Qiall  extricate 
myfelf  from  the  difficulties  of  the  prefent  year, 
and  fliall  free  myfelf  both  from  the  greens  and 
the  whites  *. 

The  Holy  Ghoft  muff  have  backward  infpired 
the  creature  bleffed  of  his  holinefs,  who  appears 
to  have  much  of  lead  in  his  pofteriors.  I (hall  the 
more  certainly  efcape  all  this  difgrace,  becaufe 
I have,  in  my  camp,  a true  heroine,  a maid  more 
brave  than  Joan  of  Arc.  This  divine  girl  was 
born  in  the  center  of  Weftphalia,  and  in  the  vici- 
nity of  Hildefheim.  I have  moreover  a fanatic, 
who  was  born  I know  not  where,  and  who  fwears, 
by  his  God  and  his  great  devil,  that  we  (hall 
hack  and  hew  down  all  our  opponents. 

Thus  then  do  I reafon.  The  good  king 
Charles  drove  the  Englilh  out  of  France  by  the 
help  of  his  maid  : it  is  therefore  evident  that,  by 
the  help  of  mine,  we  (hall  vanqui(h  the  three  la^ 
dies  : for  you  well  know  that,  in  Paradife,  the 
faints  always  have  a fly  fort  of  kindnefs  for  your 
fair  virgins.  To  all  this  I add  that  Mahomet  had 
his  pigeon,  Sertorius  his  hind,  and  your  en- 
thufiafh  of  the  Cevennes  his  fat  Nicholas;  hence 
my  concluhon  is  that  my  maid,  and  my  pro- 
phet, are  at  lead  equal  to  thefe. 


The  colours  of  the  Ruffian  and  Auftrian  uniforms.  T. 

Do 
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Do  not  place  to  the  account  of  war  thofe  mif- 
forcunes  and  calamities  to  which  it  has  no  relation, 
Theabominableattemptof  Damiens,  and  the  cruel 
confpiracy  to  affaffinatethe  king  of  Portugal,  are 
crimes  committed  as  frequently  in  peace  as  in 
war  : they  are  the  refult  of  the  blind  fury  of  an 
abfurd  zeal.  In  defpite  of  philofophy  and  her 
fchools,  man  will  remain  the  moft  malignant  ani- 
mal on  the  earth.  Superftition,  intereft,  revenge, 
treachery,  and  ingratitude  will,  to  the  end  of 
time,  be  produdlive  of  tragical  and  fanguinary 
feenes ; becaufe  we  are  generally  governed  by 
our  paflions,  and  very  rarely  by  our  reafon. 
There  will  ever  be  wars,  law  fuits,  devaftations, 
earthquakes,  bankruptcies.  Of  fuch  are  the 
annals  of  this  world  compofed. 

Since  thefe  things  are,  my  creed  tells  me  it  is 
neceflary  that  things  fo  mufh  be.  MafterPanglofs 
will  explain  the  reafon ; but,  as  I have  not  the 
honour  to  be  a do6tor,  I confefs  my  ignorance. 
It  neverthelefs  appears  to  me  that,  had  the 
univerfe  been  made  by  a beneficent  Being,  he 
would  have  rendered  us  more  happy  than  wc 
are.  The  segis  of  Zeno  only  can  proted  us 
againfi:  calamity  ; the  garlands  of  Epicurus  mufl: 
crown  us  in  times  of  profperity. 

Labour  at  your  cheefe-prefs,  brew  your  beer, 
and  reap  your  corn,  without  difturbing  yourfelf 

whether 
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whether  the  next  5^ear  will  be  plentiful  or  barren. 
The  gentleman  of  the  well  beloved  has  promifed 
me,  an  old  lion  though  he  be,  to  give  the  infamous 

^ — a pat  in  the  face.  I am  in  expeftation  of  his 
book ; and  in  the  mean  time  I fend  you  an  Akakia^ 
againfl:  his  holinefs,  which  1 flatter  myfelf  will 
edify  your  beatitude. 

I recommend  myfelf  to  the  mufe  of  the  ge- 
neral of  the  capuchins,  to  the  archited  of 
the  church  of  Ferney,  to  the  prior  of  the  nuns 
of  Saint  Sacrement,  and  to  the  mundane  glory 
of  the  pope  Rezzonico,  of  the  maid  Joan  of 
Arc,  &c.  &c. 

I really  can  hold  no  more.  I would  as  foon 
converfe  with  the  count  of  Sabines,  the  chevalier 
of  Tufculum,  and  the  marquis  of  Andes.  Titles 
are  only  the  ornaments  of  fools  ; great  men  have 
no  need  of  fuch  baubles. 

Adieu.  Health  and  profperity  to  the  author 
of  the  Henriade ; the  mod  malicious  and  the 
mofi;  fedudlive  of  all  the  wits  that  have  been,  are, 
or  ever  fliall  be.  Vale. 

FREDERIC. 

* The  title  given  by  Voltaire  to  the  fatire  he  wrote  againft 
Maupertuis.  T. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCLXXIX. 

From  M.  de  Voltaire. 

SIRE,  July,  1759. 

You  are  as  good  a brother  as  you  are  a 
general ; but  it  is  not  poffible  for  Tronchin  to 
go  to  Schwedt,  to  vifit  the  prince,  Ferdinand  ; 
he  has  feven  or  eight  perfons  from  Paris,  whom 
the  phyficians  have  given  up,  who  have  caufed 
themfelves  to  be  tranfported  either  to  Geneva  or 
its  neighbourhood,  and  who  believe  they  lhall 
breathe  no  longer  than  while  Tronchin  is  at  their 
elbow.  Your  majefty  will  imagine  that  I do  not 
among  thefe  enumerate  my  poor  niece,  who  has 
been  languilhing  thefe  fix  years.  Tronchin 
likewife  watches  over  the  health  of  the  royal 
children  of  France,  and  fends  his  opinion  from 
Geneva  twice  a week.  He  cannot  leave  his  home, 
and  he  pretends  that  the  malady  of  prince  Ferdi- 
nand will  be  tedious.  It  may  happen  to  fuit  the 
patient  to  undertake  this  journey,  which  will 
likewife  contribute  to  his  health,  by  caufing  him 
to  pafs  from  a cold  to  a temperate  climate.  If 
not,  the  bed:  mode  will  be  to  inform  Tronchin, 
twice  a week,  of  the  (late  of  his  health. 

How  could  yoy  imagine  it  was  poffible  I fhould 
VOL.  VII,  I i fuffer 
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fufFeracopy  to  be  taken  of  your  writing,  addrefi- 
ed  to  the  prince  of  Brunfwic  ? It  certainly  con- 
tains beauties,  but  not  fuch  as  are  proper  to  ex- 
pofe  to  my  nation.  The  French  would  not  there 
find  themfdves  flattered  ; the  king  of  France  ftill 
lefs : and  I refped  all  parties  too  much  ever  to 
permit  that  to  tranfpire  which  would  but  conduce 
to  render  you  irreconcilable.  My  prayers  have 
continually  been  for  peace.  I am  ftill  in  poflTeflion 
of  a great  part  of  the  corrcfpondence  of  the  mar-? 
gravefs  of  Bareuth  with  cardinal  de  Tencin,  to  en- 
deavour to  procure  a blefling  fo  neceflary  to  a great 
part  of  Europe.  I was  the  depofitory  of  all  the 
attempts  made  to  obtain  fo  defirable  an  end.  I 
never  abufedthe  confidence  repofedinmc,  neither 
fihall  I abufe  yours  refpeding  a writing  which 
has  an  abfolutely  contrary  tendency;  of  this  be 
perfectly  aflTured.  My  unfortunate  niece,  who 
trembled  at  this  writing,  burnt  it;  and  there  is  no 
vcftige  remaining  of  it,  except  in  my  memory, 
which  has  retained  three  very  beautiful  ftanzas. 

I am  bewildered,  when  you  tell  me  that  1 have 
laid  fevere  things  to  you.  For  twenty  fucceflive 
years  you  were  my  idol. 

This  I proclaimed  to  earth,  to  heaven,  and  to 

Gufman  himfelf.” 

But  your  heroic  trade,  and  your  kingly  dig- 
nity, do  not  render  the  heart  exceedingly  alive  to 

feeling. 
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feeling.  This  is  a pity,  for  your  heart  was  made 
to  be  humane ; and,  had  it  not  been  for  heroifm, 
and  a throne,  you  had  been  the  moft  amiable  of 
mankind  in  private  fociety. 

My  letter  is  too  long,  if  you  are  facing  the 
enemy;  and  too  fhort  if  you  are  alone,  in  the  bo- 
fom  of  philofophy,  which  is  of  much  greater 
worth  than  fame  itfelf. 

Take  it  for  granted  that  I am  ever  foolifh 
enough  to  love  you,  and  juft  enough  to  admire 
you : be  open  to  candour,  and  receive  withbounty 
the  profound  refped  of  the  Swifs 

VOLTAIRE. 


LETTER  CCLXXX. 

From  the  King, 

Ringfvormel?.*  July  18,  1759* 
Really  you  are  a fingular  creature  1 
When  I am  defirous  to  fcold  you,  I hear  two 
words  from  you,  and  reproach  expires  on  my 
lips. 

Such  IS  thy  grace,  Voltaire,  thy  wit,  thine  eafe. 

So  well  thou  know *11  the  wondrous  art  to  pleafe. 

What  though  thy  malice  makes  my  anger  rife, 

Thou  doll  but  frailc,  and  lo  my  anger  dies*! 

I i 2 


Thus 
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Thus  do  you  treat  me.  With  refpeft  to  your 
niece,  it  is  to  me  indifferent  whether  flie  burn  or 
roaft  me.  Neither  imagine  that  I am  fo  much 
alive  as  you  fuppofe  to  what  your  bifhops  in  ic  or 
in  acmzy  fay  of  me.  Mine  is  the  fate  of  all  adors 
who  play  in  public;  they  are  favoured  by  fome, 
and  fpoken  ill  of  by  others.  It  is  neceffary  to  be 
prepared  for  fatire,  calumny,  and  a , multitude 
of  falfehoods  which  are  rumoured  rcfpedling  us; 
but  thefe  things  do  not  in  the  leaft  difturb  my 
ttanquillity.  1 purfue  my  road,  do  nothing  con- 
trary to  the  voice  of confcience,  and  care  veryjit- 
tlefor  the  manner  in  which  myadlions  are  painted, 
in  the  brains  of  unfeathered  bipeds,  that  very 
often  have  very  little  thought. 

Since  you  are  fo  good  a Pruflian  (for  which 
I congratulate  myfelf  ) I think  it  right  to  inform 
you  of  what  is  paffing  here. 

The  man  with  the  toka,  and  the  papal  fword, 
is  ftationed  on  the  confines  of  Saxony  and  Bohe- 
mia. I have  feated  myfelf  oppofitehim,  in  a pofi- 
tion  that,  in  every  fenfe  of  the  word,  is  advanta- 
geous. The  game  at  chefs  is  in  that  ftate  which  is 
preparatory  to  checkmate.  You,whoarefo  good 
a player,  know  that  every  thing  depends  on  the 
arrangement  of  the  tables;  I cannot  tell  you  what 
will  be  the  refult.  The  Ruffians  are  fpell-bound : 
Dohna  has  not  faid  Sun  ftand  fillip  like  Jofhua 

of 
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t>(  defun6b  memory ; but  Bear  ft  and  ftilly  and  the 
bear  flood. 

So  much  for  your  military  inflrudlions.  I now 
come  to  the  end  of  your  letter. 

I I well  know  that  I idolized  you,  while  I nei- 
ther fuppofed  you  artful  nor  malignant ; but  you 
have  played  me  tricks  of  fo  many  kinds— Let 
us  drop  the  fubjedt.  I have  pardoned  you  all, 
with  a chriftian  heart.  You  certainly  have  done 
me  more  good  than  harm.  Your  works  give  me 
the  more  pleafure,  becaufe  I am  callous  to  your 
fcratches.  Had  you  no  defedts,  you  would  too 
much  humble  the  human  race;  and  the  whole 
world  would  with  reafon  be  jealous,  and  envious 
of  your  advantages. 

At  prefent  it  is  faid  — Voltaire  is  the  fined 

genius  all  the  ages  of  the  world  have  produced; 

but  I however  am  better-tempered,  more 
**  mild,  calm,  and  fociable  than  he  is.” — And 
thus  do  the  vulgar  confole  themfelves. 

I fpeak  to  you  like  your  confeflbr.  Be  not 
angry,  but  rather  endeavour  to  add  to  your 
other  great  qualities  thofe  fhades  of  perfedtion 
which  1 wiih,  with  all  my  heart,  I could  admire 
in  you. 

We  are  told  you  are  making  Socrates  the 
hero  of  a tragedy,  which  I fcarcely  can  believe. 
Which  way  can  women  have  any  part  in  fuch  a 
I i 3 piece. 
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piece,  in  which  love  could  be  nothing  better 
than  a cold  epifode  ? The  fubjed  can  afford 
nothing  but  a beautiful  fifth  ad,  the  Phedon  of 
Plato  one  fine  fcene,  and  there  it  ends. 

I am  correded  of  certain  prejudices,  and  avow 
that  I do  not  think  love  mifpiaced  in  tragedy;  as 
in  the  Due  de  Foix,  Zaire ^ and  Alzire,  Say  what 
we  will,  I never  can  read  Berenice  without 
fhedding  tears.  You  may  tell  me  perhaps  that 
my  tears  are  mifpiaced  : think  fo  if  you  pleafe ; 
but  you  will  never  perfuade  me  that  a piece 
which  moves,  which  affeds  me,  is  bad. 

A multitude  of  affairs  pour  in  upon  me.  Live 
in  peace  ; and,  if  you  have  no  other  difturbance 
of  mind  than  that  arifing  from  my  refentment, 
your  heart  may  be  perfedly  at  its  eafe.  Vale, 

FREDERIC, 


LETTER  CCLXXXI, 

From  M,  de  Voltaire. 

Auguft,  1755. 

You  ’re  not  the  madman’s  fon, -at  Rheims  erll  crown’d. 
By  Englifh  Henry  afterward  dethron’d  ; 

You  court  no  beauteous  Agnes,  chaftc  and  fage. 

Who  firft  a friar  lov’d,  and  next  a page  ; 

Of  Denis,  or  of  Joan,  great  faint,  and  maid 
With  afs  profane,  you  afli  no  hcav’nly  aid. 

The 
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The  Denis  of  our  day,  the  hero  bold, 

Who  faints,  and  Joans  of  Arc,  and  warriors  old. 

In  deeds  of  mighty  prowefs  doth  furpafs, 

I know  him  well ; nay  more,  I know  the  afs. 

March  for  Vienna  ; there  the  maid  you’ll  find  : 

For  there,  oh  rare  ! fits  Chaftity  enfhrin’d  ! 

March,  without  let  or  hindrance  ; there  you’ll  view 
Heroes,  perhaps,  and  virgins  “not  a few  : 

March  till  you’ve  conquer’d  kingdoms,  friends,  and  foes; 
A^nd  then  march  back,  and  fweetly  tafte  repofe. 

Your  verfes  are  charming ; and,  fhould  your 
majefty  have  beaten  your  enemies,  they  will  be 
ftill  better.  As  for  your  papal  Akakia,  I think 
it  very  aftfdl,  and  fo  drawn  up  as  that  three  fourths 
of  the  protelfants  will  believe  it  to  be  true.  It  con- 
tains matter  to  make  your  acute-fcented  politicians 
laugh,  and  tb  induce  fools  to  confeffion.  I exped: 
fome  edifyihg  pieces,  which  a fage  who  is  one  of 
my  friends  is  to  fend  me  from  the  eaft  ; thefe  I 
Ihall  remit' to  your  majefliy.  But  I am  afraid  you 
want  leifure,  at  the  clofe  of  the' campaign  ; and 
that  you  are  fo  occupiejJ  in  cudgelling  the  Aba- 
rians,  Bu!gafiiin$,'^Roxolanians,  Scythians,  and 
the  Maffd^dc^jTllit  you  have  not  time  to  apply 
yourfelf  rb  ghtldfophy , and  to  the  deftrudion  of  the 
infamous  — — -.  I take  the  liberty  dying  to  recom- 
mend, by  will,  this  infamous to  your  majefcy. 

She  is  more  your  enemy  than  you  believe.  Her 
virgin  and  her  fanatic  are  indeed  fomething  : 
I j 4'  ■ but 
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but  this  virgin  and  this  fanatic  will  not  reform 
the  weft;  whereas  Frederic  was  born  to  en- 
lighten the  world.  Of  this  I fhall  do  myfelf 
the  honour  fpeak  more  hereafter. 


LETTER  CCLXXXII, 
From  the  King. 

September  22,  lysf* 

The  duchefs  of  Saxe-Gotha  has  fent  me 
your  letter,  &c.  As  I have  lately  been  ftrangely 
buffeted  by  fortune,  all  correfpondence  has  been 
interdidied.  I have  not  received  your  packet 
of  the  29th;  and  it  is  even  with  great  diffi- 
culty that  I fend  you  this  letter,  which  perhaps 
will  not  have  the  good  fortune  to  come  to 
hand. 

My  fituation  is  not  fo  defperate  as  my  enemies 
report;  I (hallftill  finifh  my  campaign  well : my 
courage  does  not  fail  me.  But  I perceive  peace 
is  upon  the  tapis : I cannot  fay  any  thing  pofi- 
tive  on  the  fubjedl,  except  that  I feel  I have 
honour  enough  for  ten  men  ; and  that,  let  what 
misfortune  will  come,  I am  incapable  of  any 
action  which  fliould,  in  the  leaft,  wound  fo 
tender  and  fo  delicate  a feeling,  in  a man  who 

thinks 
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thinks  like  an  ancient  knight : though  honour 
is  but  of  fmall  eftimation  among  thofe  infamous 
politicians  who  think  like  tradefmen. 

I know  nothing  of  what  you  vviQi  me  to  un- 
derftand  ; but,  with  refpe<5t  to  peace,  the  follow- 
ing are  two  conditions  from  which  I wall  never 
depart.  Firft,  that  it  fliall  be  made  in  conjunc- 
tion with  my  faithful  allies ; and,  fecondly,  that 
it  (hall  be  honourable  and  glorious.  Thus  you 
fee  I have  nothing  left  but  my  honour,  which  I 
will  preferve  at  the  price  of  my  blood. 

If  peace  be  wifhed,  let  them  propofe  nothing 
to  me  which  can  be  repugnant  to  the  delicacy 
of  my  fentiments.  I am  in  the  very  convulfion 
of  military  operations.  I am  like  gamefters  in 
misfortune,  who  are  obftinate  in  oppofing  ill 
fuccefs.  I have  forced  the  return  of  fortune, 
who  is  a fickle  dame,  more  than  once.  I am 
oppofed  by  fuch  blockheads  that  I muft  necef- 
farily  gain  fome  advantage  over  them  : but,  let 
what  will  be  the  good  pleafure  of  his  facred  ma- 
jefty  Chance,  concerning  this  I trouble  myfelf  but 
little.  Thus  far  my  confcience  does  not  reproach 
me  for  any  of  the  misfortunes  wdiich  have  hap- 
pened. The  battle  of  Minden,  that  of  Cadi.:, 
and  the  lofs  of  Canada,  are  powerful  arguments 
to  rellore  the  French  to  reafon ; with  wliich, 
dofed  as  (lie  is  by  Auftrian  hellebore,  (he  has 

quarrelled. 
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quarrelled.  There  is  nothing  I fo  much  wi(h  as 
peace,  provided  it  be  not  difgraceful.  After 
having  fuccefsfally  combated  againft  all  Eu- 
rope, it  would  be  fhameful  for  me  to  lofe,  by  a 
fingle  dafli  of  the  pen,  what  I have  maintained 
by  the  fword. 

Such  are  my  thoughts.  You  do  not  find  me 
in  rofe  water ; but  Henry  IV.  Louis  XIV.  and 
my  very  enemies  themfelves,  were  and  are  no 
better  than  myfelf.  Were  I a private  man,  I 
Ihould  yield  for  the  love  of  peace ; but  we 
ought  to  catch  the  fpirit  of  our  rank.  I can  fay 
no  more  at  prefent.  In  three  or  four  weeks,  the 
fneans  of  communication  will  be  more  open,  &c. 

FREDERIC 


LETTER  CCLXXXIIL 
From  the  King. 

The  camp  hear  Wilfdruf, 
November  17,  i759« 

A^ANY  thanks  for  the  tragedy  of  So- 
crates, which  ought  to  confound  that  abfurd 
fanaticifm  which  is  the  prefent  prevailing  vice 
in  France;  and  which,  unable  to  exercife  its 

ambitious 
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ambitious  fury  on  political  fubjeds,  fixes  upon 
books,  and  on  the  apoftolic  preachers  of  good 
fenfe. 

The  death  of  Socrates,  pourtray’d  by  you, 

Shuddering  the  fliav’d  and  mitred  herd  fhall  view, 

L.O  ! how  fanatics  foam  ! In  w'rath  they  rife, 

And  Reafon  banifh  to  her  native  ddes  ! 

To  wreak  your  vengeance,  and  the  truth  to  urge, 
Athenian  backs  you  borrow,  while  you  fcourge. 

The  wretches  feel  the  rod,  and  clamours  edin  j 
With  bigot  priefts  the  bigot  lavyyers  join  ; 

IxT^grief  they  join,  and  mutually  deplore 
That  fire  and  hemloc  times  are  now  no  more  ! 

Yet,  loath  of  infidel  to  lofe  controul. 

Though  not  his  body.  Hill  they  burn  his  foul; 

]For  doftors  hold  it  canuot  be  denied 

That  fouls  the  better  are  the  more  they’re  fried  ; 

And,  while  men  grant  but  this,  the  good  Sorbonne 
i Rejoice  to  think  they’re  yet  not  quite  undone  : 

Their  choiceft  faggots,  from  their  choiceft  ftore. 

Alert  they  cull,  and  bid  the  flames  devour 
The  man,  blafphemous,  whofe  enlighten’d  page 
Laughs  at  thei'r  fables,  aiAd  inftrufts  our  age. 

Mock’ry  they  hate ; for  who  e’er  faw  the  fool 
Who  (hook  hot  at  the  rod  of  ridicule  ? 

Him  would  they  gladly  burn  who  rhocks  them  moft  5 
But,  him  not  having  caught,  his  works  they  roaft. 

On  this  I condole  with  you.  However,  all 
things  well  confidered,  it  were  better  that  th^ 
book  fliould  be  burnt  than  the  man.  You  ought 
to  be  well  perfuaded  I do  not  join  thefe  people. 

You 
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You  complain  that  I afTault  you  ; if  fo,  it  is  un- 
known to  myfelf,  or  at  leaft  unintentional.  Be 
kind  enough  to  recolle6t  that  I am  furrounded 
by  enemies^  and  prefled  on  all  Tides  : one  goads 
me,  another  gives  me  a cufT,  a third  infults  me; 
and,  in  fine,  patience  is  exhaufted  : an  inftinft 
of  feeling  too  fuddenly  rifes  fuperior  to  the 
voice  of  reafon ; irritated  wrath  flames  forth, 
and  in  certain  moments  I am  like — - 

The  foaming  boar,  that  daring'turns  to  face 
The  furious  efforts  of  the  yelping  race  ; 

And  oft  his  tufhes  on  the  writhing  hound 
Infiifts  the  pang,  and  deals  the  deadly  wound. 

But,  unappall’d  by  death,  the  raging  pack. 

On  cT^ry  fide,  redouble  their  attack  : 

The  raging  pack  he  meets,  he  toffes,  turns. 

Tramples,  and  rends  ; with  fell  revenge  he  burns  j{ 
Their  fangs  he  feels  ; no  refpite  can  he  find ; 

The  fierce  in  front,  the  cowardly  behind ; 

Till  mad  with  pain,  and  headlong  in  his  ire> 

Upon  the  fpear  he  plunges,  there  t’  expire. 

Like  as  this  hunted  beaft,  while  each  annoys. 

The  bloodhound  miffes  and  the  lamb  deflroys  ; 

So  doth  th’  ill-fated  warrior  oft  miftakc. 

And,  when  he  would  his  thirft  of  vengeance  flake. 

To  pity  deaf,  blind  to  the  blood  that  ’sfpilt, 

Makes  Innocence  divide  the  dues  of  Guilt ! 

The  fage  his  error  views,  and  viewing  fighs, 

The  fccne  deplores,  and  fpcechlefs  turns  and  flics. 


Suffer 
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Suffer  me  therefore  to  bite  the  bridle,  while 
this  painful  campaign  (hall  continue,  and  wait 
till  a fercne  iky  (hall  fucceed  to  fo  many  clouds 
and  ftorms.  Your  vivid  imagination  leads  me 
to  Vienna,  where  you  introduce  me  to  the  (hrine 
of  Chaflity ; but  know,  I have  learnt  from  ex» 
perience  what  it  is  to  approach  malicious  wo- 
men. 

Mature  In  age,  can  you  fuppofe 
Love's  flame  within  my  bofom  glows  ? 

When  warm  defires  have  ta'en  their  flight, 

In  Venus'  wars  can  man  delight  ? 

Voluptuous  thoughts  and  warm  defires. 

With  Cupid's  flights  and  Cupid’s  fires. 

The  days  are  many  fince  I knew ; 

I own  ’tis  pity,  but  ’tis  true. 

Virginity,  thy  tender  flow’r,  3 

Thy  wiles,  oh  woman,  and  thy  pow’r, 

In  vain  may  bloom,  in  vain  are  fpent 
On  filver  locks,  and  body  bent. 

One  of  the  council  of  the  chaftc 
Perforce  am  I,  and  not  per  tqfte  ; 

Your  good  men  do  but  little  win, 

If  good  bccaufc  they  cannot  fin. 

During  the  whole  campaign  I have  had  no 
beatific  vifion,  in  the ftyle  of  that  ofMoJes  ; the 
barbarous  Coffacs  and  Tartars,  in  every  fenfe 

^ Dans  le  gout  de  cells  de  Mo’ife  are  words  not  inferted  in  the 
Berlin  edition.  T. 

I an 
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an  infamous  race,  unfortunately  have  refufed 
to  fhew  us  their  hack  farts : but  they  have 
burnt  and  ravaged  countries,  and  committed 
a<fts  the  moft  inhumanly  atrocious  ; and  this  is 
all  I know  of  them.  Profpveds  fo  gloomy  do 
not  put  me  into  a good  humour. 

Inconftant  Fortune,  vain,  and  proud 
Of  being  courted  by  the  crowd, 

More  various  than  the  varying  wind. 

No  arm  has  llrength  enough  to  bind. 

We  muft  not  always  hope  F oppofe 
Succefsfully  fuch  fwarms  of  foes. 

Chance  fometimes  doth  the  vidor  crown ; 

But  Chance  can  fmile  and  Chance  can  frowf?. 

Of  this  do  you  w^ant  proof  and  fample  ? 

Here  lo  I ftand,  a mark’d  example. 

Howe’er,  the  hero,  fan^lilied 
By  Antichrift,  of  Rome  the  pride, 

The  modern  Fabius,  laugh  who  will. 

Much  more  dilpos’d  to  fave  than  kill, 

Afraid  left  holy  fword  and  cap 
Might  chance  to  meet  with  fome  mlihap^ 

Retreats : obferve,  I do  not  fay 
The. modern  Fabius  runs  away. 

But  ftiould  he,  by  God’s  faving  grace. 

Shew  what  no  language  calls  his  face, 

Which  marches,  hitherto  by  night, 

Have  carefully  conceal’d  from  fight. 

Then  will  a certain  Gallic  duke, 

Right  vain  of  heart  and  proud  of  look, 

With  Neptune’s  trident  arm’d,  appeafe 
The  ftorm,  if  fo  his  grace  lhall  pleafe  : 


And 


CORRESPONDENCE,  495 

And  pleafe  lie  will,  or  men  will  add 
They  doubt  his  grace  is  rather  mad. 

For  France  this  noble  duke  lhall  plead, 

And  thus  her  recantation  read — 

Our  heroes — ^Where  ? — Our  money  ? None— 

“ Canada  loft! — Our  credit  gone  I— 

“ Ceafe,  oh  fons  of  Albion,  ceafe  I 
“ Oh  fons  of  Albion  grant  us  peace  i” 

The  French,  I grant,  have  words  at' will ; 

Tliey  all  know  how  to  gild  the  pill ; 

And,  therefore,  what  he  has  to  fay 
In  v/ords  more  fpecioiis  he’ll  convey  ; 

But  me  a fland’rous  afs  proclaim, 

Should  not  their  fenfe  be  juft  the  fame. 

"Wlien  this  good  news  ftiall  fee  the  light; 

, From  fields  of  blood  I’ll  take  my  flight ; 

The  cafque  and  helmet  I’ll  rejed, 

Philofophy  no  more  negled. 

But  all  her  foothing  leflbns  greet, 

And  feek  content  in  calm  retreat. 

This  calm  retreat,  by  which  I mean  Sa^s- 
Souci,  I (hall  think  equal  to  the  Delices.  I fhali 
imagine  I there  live  free  from  the  agitation  of 
courts,  and  (hall  occalionally  be  alone. 

Enjoy  your  hermitage  : difturb  not  the  allies 
of  thofe  who  reft  in  the  grave,  and  let  death 
fet  limits  to  your  unjuft  hatred.  Recoiled  that 
kings,  after  long  warfare,  at  length  make  peace. 
Muft  your  war  be  eternal  ? 1 imagine  you,  like 
Orpheus,  would  be  capable  of  defcefidlng  to  hell, 
6 " not 


4g6  POSTHUMOUS  works. 

not  to  move  the  heart  of  Pluto,  not  to  bring  back 
the  beauteous  Emily,  but  to  purfue,  in  this  abode 
of  pain,  an  enemy  whom  your  rancour  did  but 
too  much  perfecute  in  this  world  For  my 
fake  renounce  your  vengeance;  or  rather  facri- 
fice  it  to  your  own  reputation,  that  the  grcatell 
genius  may  be  the  moft  generous  of  the  fons 
of  France.  Duty  and  virtue  fpeak  with  my  lips : 
be  not  deaf  to  their  difcourfe ; but  perform  an 
adion  worthy  of  the  fine  maxims  which  you 
retail,  with  fo  much  elegance  and  force,  in  your 
works. 

We  approach  the  end  of  our  campaign, 
which  will  be  good.  I will  write  to  you,  in 
about  eight  days,  from  Drefden,  with  more 
tranquillity  and  connexion  than  I do  at  pre- 
fent. 

Adieu.  Negociate,  labour,  enjoy,  and  write  in 
peace.  May  the  God  of  philofophers,  by  in- 
fpiring  you  with  more  gentle  fentiments,  pre- 
ferve  you  as  the  oracle  of  reafon  and  of  truth  ! 

FREDERIC. 

* Maupertuis,  who  had  Intely  died  at  Bafil, 
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From  the  Kingi, 

Wilfdruf,  November  19,  1759. 

I HAVE  juft  received  the  letter  of  the 
moufe,  or  of  the  afpic,  dated  the  6th  of  No- 
vember, as  I am  about  to  dofe  the  campaign. 
The  Auftrians  are  retiring  into  Bohemia ; where, 
by  way  of  reprifal  for  the  conflagrations  made 
by  them  in  my  provinces,  I have  burnt  two  of 
their  grand  magazines.  I render  the  retreat  of 
the  fandified  hero  as  difficult  as  poffiblc ; and  I 
hope  he  will  meet  with  fome  mifliaps  yet,  within 
thefc  few  days.  From  the  declaration  delivered 
in  at  the  Hague,  you  will  perceive  how  far  the 
king  of  England  and  I are  inclined  to  peace. 
This  public  proceeding  will  open  the  eyes  of  the 
world,  and  difbinguilh  the  firebrands  of  Europe 
from  thofe  who  love  humanity,  tranquillity,  and 
peace.  The  door  is  open  ; all  who  pleafe  may 
come  and  fpeak.  It  is  at  the  option  of  France 
to  explain  herfelf.  The  French  are  naturally 
eloquent  : we  (hall  liften  with  admiration  to 
what  they  have  to  fay;  and  anfwer,  in  our  vile 
jargon,  to  the  beft  of  our  power.  The  chief 
point  will  be  the  fincerity  of  the  parties.  I am 
VOL,  VII.  K k perfuaded 
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perfuaded  that  means  of  accommodation  may  be 
found.  A fage  and  moderate  minifter  is  at  the 
head  of  affairs  in  England.  Chimerical  plans 
muft  be  banifhed,  on  all  fides  j and  reafon,  ra- 
ther than  the  extrava  gance^of  imagination,  muft 
be  confulted.  For  my  part,  I fhall  follow  the 
example  of  the  gentle  Saviour,  who,  the  firft 
time  he  went  to  the  temple,  was  fatisfied  with 
liftening  to  the  Scribes  and  Pharifees. 

Do  not  fuppofe  that  the  Englifli  confide  all 
their  fecrets  to  me ; they  are  in  no  hafte  for 
peace ; their  trade  does  not  fuffer ; their  affairs 
profper,  and  the  kingdom  wants  neither  refources 
nor  credit.  The  war  I make  is  more  fevere, 
from  the  multitude  of  enemies  that  attack  me, 
and  the  heavy  burthen  I bear.  I notwithftand- 
ing  always  return  a proper  anfwer,  fome  time 
before  the  end  of  the  campaign ; though  it  may 
be  impoffible,  on  all  occafions,  to  do  as  much. 
I am  on  the  point  of  conciliation  with  the  Ruf- 
lians ; thus  I Ihali  next  year  only  have  to  face 
the  queen  of  Hungary,  the  feurvy  fcoundrels*  of 
the  Holy  Empire,  and  the  robbers  of  Lapland. 
Our  proceedings  have  been  dictated  by  feeling, 
by  a fentiment  of  humanity,  defirous  to  flop  the 
torrent  of  blood  which  inundates  almoft  all  our 
hemifnhere,  and  which  would  put  an  end  to 

* Les  malandrins* 
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maifacres,  barbarities,  fire,  fword,  and  all  the 
abominations  committed  by  men  whom  the 
wretched  habit  of  bathing  their  hands  in  blood 
daily  renders  more  ferocious.  Should  the  war 
be  protradled  but  a little,  Europe  will  again  de- 
cline into  the  darknefs  of  ignorahce,  and  men 
will  become  wild  beads. 

It  is  time  thefe  horrors  fliould  end : all  our 
difafters  are  the  confequence  of  the  ambition  of 
Auftria  and  France.  Let^ thefe  nations  prefcribe 
limits  to  their  vaft  projedls ; and,  if  reafon  be 
inefFedual,  let  their  exhaufted  finances,  and  the 
wretched  date  bf  their  affairs,  render  them  pru- 
dent! Let  them  blufh  to  learn  that  Heaven, 
which  fuftains  the  feeble  againfl  the  mighty,  has 
granted  the  former  moderation  enough  not  to 
abufe  their  good  fortune,  but  to  offer  peace. 

This  is  all  which  a poor,  fatigued,  haraffed, 
lame,  rickety,  fcratched  and  clawed  lion  has  to 
tell  you.  I have  many  affairs  on  hand,  and  cannot 
write  to  you  at  my  eafe  till  1 fliall  arrive  at  Dref- 
den.  The  proje<5t  of  making  peace  is  that  of  ren- 
dering men  rational  who  are  accuflomed  to  be 
abfolute,  and  who  are  obflinate  and  headftrong. 
Do  you  aqcomplifh  this,  and  I will  congratulate 
you,  and  congratulate  myfelf  dill  more.  Adieu 
to  the  moufe,  who  has  dreams  fo  excellent  that; 
they  might  be  taken  for  infpiration.  May  he, 
K k 2 in 
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in  his  bole,  enjoy  eafe,  tranquillity,  and  that 
peace  which  he  is  in  polTeffion  of,  and  for  which 
we  hope  ! So  be  it. 

FREDERIC. 

N.  B.  You  know  that  the  interpreters  and 
commentators  of  fcripture  hold  various  opi- 
nions, on  the  meaning  of  certain  paffages.  Ac- 
cording to  the  reverend  father  Dionyfius-Hor- 
tella,  when  Casfar  (hall  be  king  ,of  the  Jews, 
himfelf  a Jew,  and  when  he  (hall  be  duke  of 
Lorraine,  the  Turks  and  the  French  fhall  then 
render  to  Csefar  that  which  is  C^efar’s.  He  adds 
that  fuch  an  example  will  enAurage  all  the 
petty  princes  of  Europe  to  imitate  the  reftitution. 
What  is  your  opinion  ? This  learned  doctor 
does  not  feem  to  reafon  much  amifs. 


LETTER  CCLXXXV. 
From  the  King, 

Friedberg,  February  24>  I76». 
KoW  frefli  the  wreaths  of  blooming  bays, 

That  daily  crown  your  wondrous  lays ! 

The  Mufes  favours  are  your  own  ; 

Their  genial  lover  are  you  known. 

The  lyre,  the  mafl<,  the  fock,  the  ftory 
Of  fools  and  heroes,  fwell  your  glory. 


Yet 
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Yet  all  thefe  mighty  works,  which  Fame 
And  Mem’ry’s  daughters  fondly  claim, 

Imperfect  are,  till  they  bequeath 
Of  laurel  yet  one  other  wreath  : 

’Tis  theirs,  or  yours,  this  bleft  increafe ; 

’Tis  theirs,  or  yours,  to  give  us  peace  ! 

By  this  great  deed  augment  the  mafs. 

And  thus  (hall  you  yourfelf  furpafs. 

Such  are  my  thoughts  ; fuch  are  the  thoughts 
of  all  Europe.  Virgil  has  written  poetry  as  beau- 
tiful as  yours ; but  he  never  concluded  a peace. 
This  will  be  an  advantage  obtained  by  you  over 
all  your  brethren  of  ParnalTus,  fhould  you  be 
fuccefsful. 

I know  not  who  has  betrayed  me,  and  has 
thought  proper  to  publilh  rhapfodies  which  were 
only  meant  for  my  private  amufement,  and  never 
intended  for  the  world’s  perufal.  But  I am  fo 
accuftomed  to  treachery,  ill  treatment,  and  per- 
fidious a6ls,  that  I fhould  be  very  happy  were  all 
the  evil  which  has  been  done  me,  and  which 
others  are  projedling  to  do  me,  confined  to 
the  clandeftine  edition  of  thefe  poems.  You 
better  know  than  I can  fay,  how  much  thofe 
who  write  for  the  public  ought  to  refpedt  the 
tafle,  and  even  the  prejudices,  of  this  public. 
Hence  have  originated  the  (hades  of  difference 
obfervable  between  authors,  according  to  the 
ages  in  which  they  lived  and  wrote ; and  this  is 
K k 3 the 
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the  reafon  why  men,  who  were  even  fuperlor  to 
their  age,  have  been  fubjefted  to  the  yoke  of 
fafhion.  It  was  my  intention  to  have  been  a 
poet  incognito  5 but  I am  brought  before  the 
public  in  my  own  defpite,  where  I fliall  ad  a 
very  filly  part.  But,  what  matter  ? I will  not 
die  in  their  debt. 

You  mention  circumflances  of  an  affair  which 
never  reached  my  ear.  I know  that  you  were 
obliged,  at  Frankfort,  to  give  up  my  poems,  and 
fome  baubles ; but  I neither  knew  nor  intended 
that  your  effeds,  and  your  money,  fhould  be 
touched.  This  being  fo,  you  have  a right  to 
make  your  claim,  which  I fhall  highly  approve ; 
and  Scbmit  mull  not  exped  any  protedion  from 
me,  on  this  fubjed. 

I know  not  who  this  Bredo  is,  of  whom  you 
fpeak.  He  has  told  you  truth.  The  fword  and 
death  have  made  dreadful  ravages  among  us  ! 
And,  what  is  v^orfe,  we  are  not  yet  at  the  end  of 
the  tragedy.  You  may  eaf  ly  imagine  the  effed 
which  fhocks  fo  cruel  have  produced  on  me.  I 
am  obliged  to  wrap  myfelf  up  in  my  ftoicifm  as 
well  as  I can.  Flefn  and  blood  often  revolts 
againft  this  tyrannical  empire  of  reafon,  but  they 
are  obliged  to  yield.  Were  you  to  fee  me,  you 
would  fcarcely  know  me.  I am  old,  decrepit, 
wrinkled,  and  grey-headed.  1 lofe  my  teeth, 

and 
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and  my  cheerfulnefs.  Should  diings  continue 
as  they  are,  all  that  will  remain  of  me  will  be 
the  mania  of  writing  poetry^  with  an  inviolable 
attachment  to  my  duty,  and  to  the  few  virtuous 
men  with  whom  I am  acquainted.  The  race  I 

run  is  difficult,  and  ftrewed  with  brambles  and 

* 

thorns.  I have  felt  every  kind  of  woe  which 
can  afflidt  humanity,  and  often  have  repeated 
the  beautiful  lines — 

Heureux  qiii  retiri  dans  le  temple  des /ages, 

Numerous  works  have  appeared  here,  vvhich 
are  attributed  to  you  : the  Solomon^  which  you 
had  the  malignity  to  have  burnt  by  the  parlia- 
ment ; a comedy,  La  femme  qui  a ratfon  -j- ; and 
likewife  a Funeral  Oration  on  Friar  Berthier.  I 
have  no  return  to  make  to  all  thefe  pieces,  ex- 
cept thofe  which  I fend  you,  and  by  which  they 
certainly  are  not  equalled.  But  I make  every 
kind  of  war  on  my  enemies : the  more  they  per- 
fecute  me,  the  more  work  do  I cut  out  for  them ; 
and,  fliould  I perifh,  it  fliall  be  under  heaps  of 
their  libels,  and  among  fplintered  arms  on  the 
field  of  battle.  I give  you  my  word  I will 
travel  in  good  company  to  that  country  in  which 
your  name  is  unknov/n,  and  where  Boyer  and 
Turenne  are  equals, 

■ * Happy  he  who  retired  in  the  temple  of  the  fages,  &c. 
f Iphe  wife  in  the  right. 
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I fhali  be  very  glad  to  receive  you.  I wifh  you 
every  happinefs  ; but  where,  how,  and  when  ? 
Thefe  are  problems  which  neither  D’Alembert 
nor  the  great  Newton  can  refolve. 

Adieu.  Live  contentedly  and  undifturbed, 
and  forget  not  thofe  whom  the  devil,  or  fome 
malignant  fiend,  continues  to  haunt. 

FREDERIC. 


LETTER  GCLXXXVI. 
From  the  King. 

Freyberg,  March  2©,  1760, 

What,  charming  madmen,  do  you  claim  ? 

Say,  is  it  peace,  or  war,  you  name  ? 

You  talk  of  peace ; but  what  are  words. 

While  you  defy  our  flaught’ring  fwords  f 
By  land  would  you  retrieve,  from  me^ 

The  Ioffes  you  *ve  fuftain’d  by  fea  ? 

Ah  me  ! And  am  I doom’d  to  face 
Of  heroes  fuch  a thund’ring  race  ? 

In  onfet  dreadful,  fierce  in  ire, 

I view  their  valour,  and  admire  ! 

For  clemency,  fome  fummer’s  day, 

Their  kneeling  enemies  fhall  pray  ! 

Nay  more,  let  fortune  be  but  kind. 

Their  purfes  Ihall  be  fill’d — with  wind. 

Y oil  talk  of  this  cruel  war  very  much  at  your 

eafe. 
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cafe.  No  doubt  the  contributions  with  which  your 
jordfhip  of  Ferney  furnilhes  France,  ftrengthens 
the  conftancy  of  the  miniftry,  and  thus  it  is  pro- 
longed. Refufe  the  Moft  Chriftian  your  fubfidies, 
and  it  will  end.  With  refpeft  to  the  propofi- 
tions  of  peace,  which  you  mention,  I find  thena 
fo  extravagant  that  I confign  them  over  to  the 
inhabitants  of  Saint  Luke’s,  who  will  return  a 
worthy  anfwer.  What  fhall  I fay  of  your  mini- 
fters  ? 

Thefe  Giants  are  mad,  or  thefe  Giants  are  Gods  ! 

Let  them  aflure  themfelves  that  I will  as  madly 
defend  myfelf,  and  leave  the  reft  to  chance. 

Tlie  tragedy  you  fit  to  view. 

And  ne’er  to  hifs  forget  your  cue. 

Authors  and  kings  are  much  alike  ; 

Dffiend  them,  and  they  ’re  fure  to  ftrike. 

Our  blows  bring  tears  indeed,  while  yours 
The  laughter  of  the  world  infures- 
A furious  poet  and  a fool 
Alike  are  worthy  ridicule. 

If  Pallas  to  the  tell  fliould  bring 
Thofe  bedlamites,  a bard  and  king. 

To  thofe  who  make  men  laugh  fhe’d  give 
Pref’rence  o’er  thofe  who  will  not  let  them  live. 

I will  pay  you  to  the  laft  farthing,  that  Louis 
of  the  windmill  * may  have  wherewith  to  make 

* Louis  XV.  was  ftationed  near  a windmill,  on  the  memo- 
rable day  of  Fontenoy ; whence  he  acquired  this  epithet.  T. 

war. 
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war.  Add  the  tenth  to  the  twentieth  ; impofe 
new  capitation  taxes ; create  places  for  fale ; in 
a word,  do  whatever  you  can ; and,  in  defpitc 
of  all  your  efforts,  never  (hall  you  have  a peace, 
figned  by  this  hand,  but  on  conditions  honour- 
able to  my  nation.  Yoiir  miniftry,  puffed  up 
with  vanity  and  folly,  may  depend  on  the  truth 
of  thefe  facramental  words. 

“ An  oracle  more  fure  than  that  of  Chalcas.” 

Adieu.  Live  happily ; and  remember,  while 
you  are  exerting  all  your  efforts  for  the  deftruc- 
tion  of  Pruflia,  that  no  man  has  lefs  merited 
them  than  myfelf,  either  from  you  or  your 
French. 


LETTER  CCLXXXVII, 
Frora  the  King. 

Freyberg,  April  3,  176a, 

By  what  rage  is  it  that  you  are  dill  pof- 
feffed  againfb  Maupertuis  ? You  accufe  him  of 
having  betrayed  me ; but  know,  he  took  care 
to  have  the  poems  fealed  up,  and  they  were  fenc 
to  me  after  his  death.  He  was  incapable  of  any 
indiferetion  fo  difrefpedful  toward  me. 
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X.et  perfecuting  malice  ceafe  5 
Leave  Maupertuis  to  deep  in  peace  : 

Quit  accufation’s  ftale  pretence  ; 

Truth  rifes  armM  in  his  defence,  ^ 

Rather  let  him  your  model  be, 

In  faith  and  noble  charity  ; 

Of  pardon  he  gave  worthy  proof 
For  libels  fram’d  beneath  my  roof. 

Oh  fliame  ! Oh  world ! Can  he  ! Voltaire  J 
Apollo’s  fon  ! The  Mufes  care  ! 

Can  Genius  thus  be  carrion-fed. 

And  glut  her  rancour  on  the  dead  ! 

Thus  croaks  the  crow,  and  gathers  where 
The  putrid  heap  infe6ls  the  air. 

In  a£fs  like  thefe  no  more  I know 
The  friend  of  Truth,  or  Error’s  foe, 

Or  virtues  pompoufly  difplay’d, 

Or  author  of  the  Henriade. 

Blulh  fcarlet  deep,  if  blufh  you  can  ; 

Oh  blufh  ! and  once  more  he  a man. 

Peace  is  ftill  your  fubjedl ; but  on  what  con- 
ditions ? Certainly  thofe  by  whom  it  is  pro- 
pofed  have  no  delire  that  it  Ihould  take  effed:. 
What  reafoning  is  theirs  ! Give  up  the  country 
of  Cieves  becaufe  the  inhabitants  are  fools ! 
What  would  thefe  miniftcrs  fay,  were  any  one 
to  demand  Champagne  becaufe  the  proverb  fays 
• — Ninety-nine  fheep  and  a man  of  Cham- 
pagne  make  a hundred  Let  us  talk  no 
more  on  fuch  ridiculous  projeds.  Ijf  the  French 

minifter 
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minifter  be  not  poflefTed  by  ten  legions  of  Au- 
ftrian  devils,  peace  he  muft  make.  You  have 
put  me  in  a paffion  ; your  pardon  will  be  ob- 
tained by  your  repentance.  In  the  mean  time 
I abandon  you  to  remorfe,  and  to  the  avenging 
furies  who  haunt  the  calumniator,  till  that  na- 
tural religion  which  you  call  innate  (liall  renew 
thofe  traces  which  (he  formerly  had  imprinted 
6n  your  foul. 

Vale. 


LETTER  CCLXXXVIII. 


From  M,  de  Voltaire. 


A T •{>  -p  The  chateau  of  Tourney,  near  Geneva, 

^ ^ April  21,  1760. 

An  infignificantmonk  of  Saint  Juftus  thus 
addreffed  Charles  V. — Is  not  your  facred  ma- 
jefly  wearied  by  difturbing  the  world  ; muft 
you  alfo  difturb  a poor  monk  in  his  cell  I 
am  the  monk  ; but  you  have  not,  like  Charles  V. 
renounced  the  wretchednefs  of  human  gran- 
deurs. How  cruel  is  it  in  you  to  tell  me  that  I 
calumniate  Maupertuis,  when  I inform  you  it 
was  reported,  after  his  death,  that  the  works  of 
the  philofopher  of  Sans-Souci  had  been  found 
I in 


CORRESPONDENCE.  509 

in  his  ftrong  box  ! If  in  effed  they  were  there 
difcovered,  would  not  that  prove  that  he  had 
guarded  them  faithfully ; that  he  had  communi- 
cated them  to  no  one ; that  they  had  been  pur- 
loined by  a bookfeller;  and  that  perfons  un- 
juftly  accufed  would  thus  have  been  difculpated  ? 
How  was  it  polTible  I fhould  know  that  Mauper- 
tuis  had  returned  them  to  you  ? What  intereft 
have  I to  fpeak  ill  of  him  ? What  is  his  perfon, 
or  what  his  memory,  to  me  ? What  wrong  have 
I done  him,  by  informing  your  majefty  that  he 
faithfully  preferved  your  works,  as  long  as  he 
lived?  I myfelf  think  only  of  death;  my  hour 
approaches ; do  not  let  it  be  difturbed  by  unjuft 
reproach,  and  harfli  accufation,  which  are  the 
more  fenfibly  felt  becaufe  they  come  from  you. 

You  have  done  me  harm  enough.  You  have 
for  ever  embroiled  me  with  the  king  of  France. 
You  have  occafioned  the  lofs  of  my  places  and 
penfions.  You  have  ill  treated  me,  at  Frank- 
fort; and,  with  me,  an  innocent  woman,  a re- 
fpedtable  woman,  who  was  dragged  through  the 
^ ftreets  and  thrown  into  prifon  : and  now,  while 
honouring  me  with  your  letters,  you  poifon  the 
fweetnefs  of  this  confolation  by  the  bitternefs  of 
reproach.  Is  it  polTible  that  you  fliould  treat 
me  thus ! I who  have  three  years  fucceflively, 
though  ineffedualiy,  been  endeavouring  to  ferve 

you. 
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you,  from  no  other  motive  but  that  of  aftmg  iil 
conformity  to  my  feelings. 

The  greateft  mifchief  which  yOur  works  have 
done,  is  the  Hander  to  which  they  have  given 
birth,  among  the  numerous  enemies  of  philo- 
fophy,  in  ^Europe.  Philofopliers,”  fay  they, 
can  neither  live  in  peace  nor  live  together. 
Here  have  we  a king  who  does  not  believe  in 
Jefus  Chrift  2 he  invites  another  unbeliever 
to  his  court,  whom  he  ill  treats.  There  is  no 
charity  among  thefe  pretended  philofophers ; 
and  God  makes  them  the  inftruments  of  each 
other’s  puniHiment.” 

This  is  the  general  cry ; this  is  every  where 
in  print;  and^  while  fanatics  remain  united, 
philofophers  are  difperfed  and  unhappy.  At  the 
court  of  Verfailles,  and  elfewhere,  I am  accufed 
of  having  encouraged  you  to  write  againfl;  the 
Chriftian  religion.  Yet  am  I to  fuffer  reproach 
from  you;  yes,  to  the  infults  of  fanatics  this 
afflidion  is  added.  Well  may  I abhor  the  world ; 
and  happy  anl  I to  be  out  of  it,  in  thefe  my  fo- 
litary  domains ! I fliall  blefs  the  day  when  dying 
I (hall  ceafe  to  fuffer,  efpecially  to  fuffer  by  you. 
Yet  even  then  fliall  1 wifh  you  all  the  happinefs 
of  which  you  are  fufceptible^  and  which  philo- 
fophy  only  can  procure  you,  amid  a life  fo 
Piorniy,  ihould  fortune  hereafter  permit  you 

long 
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iong  to  cultivate  that  fund  of  wifdom  which  you 
poffefs ; wifdom  admirable  in  itfelf,  but  injured 
by  paffions  which  infufe  gall  into  your  foul;  and, 
in  fine,  wifdom  which  is  injured  by  that  unfor- 
tunate pleafure,  which  you  have  ever  taken,  in 
humbling  other  men,  and  in  fpeaking  and  writ- 
ing things  which  moft  could  wound ; a pleafure 
unworthy  of  yourfelf ; and  the  more  fo  becaufe 
you  are  raifed  above  them,  both  by  your  birth 
and  your  uncommon  talents. 

Thefe  are  truths  of  which  you  no  doubt  arc 
fenfible.  Pardon  the  utterance  of  them  ! Par- 
don an  old  man  who  has  not  long  to  live  ! He 
has  fpoken  with  the  greater  confidence,  becaufe, 
confcious  himfelf  of  failings  infinitely  greater 
than  yours,  though  lefs  dangerous  from  his  ob- 
fcurity,  he  cannot  be  by  you  fufped;ed  of  fup- 
pofing  himfelf  exempt  from  error,  and  therefore 
of  having  a right  to  complain  of  your  miftakes. 
For  thefe  he  weeps,  as  well  as  for  his  own ; and 
it  is  his  greateft  wifli  hereafter  to  repair,  before 
he  dies,  the  fatal  wanderings  of  a deceitful  ima- 
gination, by  fincerely  praying  that  a man  fo  great 
as  you  may  be  as  happy,  and  as  great,  in  all 
things,  as  he  deferves  to  be. 


LET- 
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LETTER  CCLXXXIX. 

From  the  King, 

The  Porcelain  camp  at  Mciffcn, 
May  I,  1760. 

Of  Caefar^s  art  and  yours  I once 
Enamour’d  was  ; in  both  a dunce, 

In  both  I’ve  fail’d.  How  few  are  feen 
In  hift’ry’s  page,  except  Eugene, 

Guftavus,  Conde,  great  Turrennc, 

But  flirink  befide  this  firft  of  men. 

This  Caefar ! As  for  you,  I own. 

You’re  worthy  found  of  Virgil’s  throne : 

Till  now  how  many  a day  and  year 
Have  flown  fince  men  beheld  his  peer  ! 

A fable  falfe,  a moral  wrong, 

Debafe  the  noble  Taflb’s  fong. 

But  beauties,  not  defeats,  pervade  1 

Voltaire’s  immortal  Henriade. 

Within  my  narrow  fphere  confin’d,  ...  ^ 

My  claims  are  fmall ; my  feeble  mind 
The  warrior’s  or  the  poet’s  art 
Can  never  reach.  An  upright  heart, 

A fenfe  of  human  woes,  I claim  : 

Grant  thefe,  and  I relinquifli  fame. 

You  demand  poetry  from  me  ; which  is  as  if 
the  ocean  where  to  afk  water  from  a rivulet. 
Here  however  I fend  you  an  Ode  to  the  Germans, 
an  Epiftle  to  D’Alembert,  another  Epiftle  on 

the 
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tbe  commencement  of  the  campaign,  and  a Talc. 
Thefe  have  all  ferved  to  amufe  me,  but  I cannot 
forbear  to  repeat  that  they  have  no  other  value. 
He  who  would  write  for  pofterity  mull  write 
like  you,  Racine,  or  Boileau : and  what  is  not 
worthy  of  pofterity  ought  not  to  be  publilhed. 

You  joke  on  the  fubjed  of  peace  : were 
joking  neceflary,  you  know  that,  fince  I have 
read  Ariofto,  I have  taken  an  averfion  to  my 
lord  of  Mentz ; and,  fmce  the  adventure  of 
Lifbon,  the  church  cannot  pay  too  dearly  for  the 
horrors  which  fhe  protects,  and  the  oflence  (he 
gives.  But,  let  the  duke  de  Choifeul  think  what 
he  pleafes,  he  muft,  and  very  attentively  too, 
lend  an  ear  to  what  I have  imagined.  I (hall 
not  further  explain  myfeif,  but  in  lefs  than  two 

months  we  (hall  fee the  fcene  totally  changed 

in  Europe  : nay  you  fhall  yourfelf  confefs  I was 
not  driven  to  my  laft  refource,  and  that  I had 
good  reafon  to  refufe  your  duke  my  park  of 
Cleves. 

Know^  therefore,  good  fir  count  of  Tourney^, 
as  know  you  do,  that,  in  Paradife,  the  firft  fub- 

* Monjieurle  comte  de  Toumsy- — It  is  an  idiom,  in  the  French 
language,  to  fay  Mr.  the  count,  Mr.  the  duke,  Mr.  the 
marfhal,  &c.  and  it  is  here  ufed  in  a jocular  manner.  Our 
old  ballads  and  romances  often  have  the  phrafe  - fir  knight,  fir 
earl,  &c.  T. 

VOL.  VII.  L I jeds 
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jecls  of  our  firfi;  father  were  four-footed  animals* 
You  are  not  unacquainted  with  the  attachment 
which  many  people  have  for  animals ; dogs, 
monkeys,  cats,  or  parrots  : and  I hope  you  will 
further  allow,  were  all  the  facred  and  mod  cle- 
ment majeflies,  who  govern  this  earth,  to  re- 
nounce thofe  among  their  very  humble  fubjeds 
who  do  not  polTefs  common  fenfe,  their  courts 
would  immediately  be  cleared,  and  their  Haves 
would  difappear.  To,  what  a date  would  you 
reduce  them ! By  whofe  aid  would  they  make 
war  ? Who  fliould  cultivate  the  fields  ; who 
fhould  labour  at  trades,  &c.  &cc.?  Paradife  and 
Eden  therefore  are,  in  my  fenfe,  nothing  but  an 
allegory ; which  fignifies  that,  for  two  men  of 
underdanding,  a thoufand  others  are  found, 
who  have  been  fabricated  by  father  Lourdis^. 

V/ith  refpedt  to  your  duke,  fir  count,  you 
praife  him  aukwardly,  in  my  opinion,  when 
you  affirm  he  writes  verfes  like  me.  I am 
not  fo  deditute  of  tade  as  not  to  perceive  mine 
are  of  no  great  value.  You  would  praife  him 
better,  could  you  perfuade  me,  which  would  be 
a thing  of  difficulty,  that  the  faid  duke  were 
not  pofTeffed  by  Audrians.  I will  maintain, 

* Frlre  Lourdls  (or  ftupid)  is  one  of  the  cliarafters  in  Vol- 
taire’s La  PucelJe,  or  the  Maid  of  Orleans,  in  which  this  holy- 
friar  is  made  the  meffenger  of  St.  Denis  to  the  temple  of 
J’olly.  T. 
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lo  the  laft,  that  neither  Socrates  nor  the  juft 
Ariftides  would  ever  have  confented  that  the 
Grecian  republic  fl^ioilfd  be  in  the  ieaft  dilmem- 
bered ; and  in  this  I imitate  the  manner  of  think- 
ing of  thefe  fages. 

This  is  the  time  in  which  I muft  difplay 
every  art  of  politics,  and  of  war.  The  robbers, 
that  make  war  upon  me,  have  fet  me  examples, 
which  I will  literally  follow.  There  will  be  no 
congrefs  at  Breda;  nor  will  I lay  down  my  arms 
till  I (hall  have  made  three  more  campaigns.  The 
rafcals  will  fee  they  have  infulted  my  good  dif- 
pofitions,  and  that  we  will  not  (ign  a peace  till 
the  king  of  England  (hall  be  at  Paris,  and  I at 
Vienna.  Send  this  intelligence  to  your  little 
duke ; he  may  turn  it  into  a very  neat  epigram ; 
while  you,  good  fir  count,  (hall  be  obliged  to 
pay  the  twentieths  till  your  finances  are  all  ex» 
tind. 

They  have  made  me  angry.  I have  fummoned 
my  whole  forces,  and  all  thefe  knaves,  with  their 
impertinent  antics^  (liall  be  taught  whom  they 
have  fported  with. 

The  count  de  Saint  Germain^  is  a thing  only  to 

* An  adventurer,  wh©  affirmed  he  was  immortal,  that  he 
was  prefent  with  Jefus  Chrift  on  Mount  Calvary,  and  that  he 
was  at  the  council  of  Trente.  He  lived  partly  at  the  expence 
of  dupes,  who  fuppofed  him  an  adept  in  alchymy,  andpartlyat 
that  of  the  minilters  who  employed  him  as  a fpy, 
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be  laughed  at.  Your  duke  will  not  long  remain 
niinifter  : remember  he  has  been  two  fprings  in 
office,  which  is  an  extravagant  thing  in  France, 
and  almoft  unexampled.  Minifters  have  not 
taken  root  in  this  reign. 

I havefent  you  my  Charles  XII.  1 have  only 
taken  off  twelve  copies,  which  I have  given  to 
my  friends ; I have  not  one  left  for  myfelf.  It  is 
a kind  of  work  proper  to  be  read  in  fmall  com- 
panies, but  not  written  for  the  public.  J am  but 
a dilettantein  everything.  I may  give  my  opinion 
on  the  great  mailers  ; 1 may  judge  of  you,  and 
utter  my  fentimcnts  on  the  merits  of  Virgil  : but 
I am  not  formed  to  utter  them  to  the  public,  be- 
caufe  I have  not  attained  perfection  in  the  art. 
Should  I be  miftaken,  an  indulgent  company 
would  corred,  while  they  Ihould*  pardon,  my 
blunders ; but  not  fo  the  public.  It  is  neceffa- 
ry  to  be  more  circumfped,  in  writing  to  the 
world,  than  when  addreffmg  our  friends.  My 
works  are  like  table  converfation,  where  men 
think  aloud,  and  where  they  fpeakunconllrainedly, 
without  any  one  taking  offence  at  contradidion. 

When  I have  a few  moments  leifure,  I am 
feized  with  the  difeafe  of  fcribbling ; nor  can 
I forbear  to  indulge  myfelf  in  this  trifling  plea- 
fure  : it  amufes  me,  it  unbends  my  mind,  and 
I find  myfelf  better  difpofed,  afterward,  for  the 
labour  of  bufinefs. 
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To  fpeak  difpaflionatelyj  you  may  well  be- 
lieve I was  not  in  fo  much  hafte  for  peace  as 
was  imagined,  in  France ; nor  ought  I to  have 
been  addrefled  in  an  arbitrary  tone.  They  will 
certainly  bite  their  nails;  and,  with  refpedb  to 
myfelf,  or  rather  to  the  interefts  of  the  kingdom 
I govern,  there  is  no  lofs  fuftained. 

Adieu.  Live  in  peace.  May  my  verfes 
throw  you  into  a found  fleep,  and  infpire 
agreeable  dreams  ! Should  you  think  proper  to 
point  out  the  grofs  miftakes,  this  would  ftill  be 
fomething ; to  corred  at  prefent  cofts  me  no- 
thing. 

I recommend  you,  good  fir  count,  to  the  pro- 
teftion  of  the  mod  holy  and  immaculate  Virgin, 

and  to  the  young  gentleman,  her  fon,  the 

FREDERIC, 

N.  B.  Thofe  who  ftudy  the  protocol  of 
ceremony  may  take  example  by  the  end  of  this 
letter,  and  add  this  new  turn  to  the  chancery 
Ilyle.  Should  you  wifli  to  communicate  it  to 
his  holinefs,  perhaps  you  will  give  him  pleafurc, 
and  it  may  be  of  ufe  to  the  chancery  briefs. 
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LETTER  CCXC. 

Frm  the  King. 

Meiflen,  May  i2,  i^Goi  ' 

I VERY  well  know  I have  defeds,  nay 
very  great  ones  ; and  I affure  you  I do  not  treat 
myfelf  tenderly;  when  examining  myfelf,  I grant 
no  quarter.  But  I own  this  labour  would  be 
more  effedual,  were  I in  a fituation  in  which  my 
mind  had  not  to  fuffer  fhocks  fo  impetuous,  and 
agitations  fo  violent,  as  thofe  to  which  I have 
for  fome  time  paft  been  expofed,  and  to  which 
I probably  ftill  (hall  be. 

Peace  has  taken  flight  with  the  butterflies, 
and  is  thought  of  no  more.  New  efforts  are 
made  in  all  parts,  and  it  is  determined  to  fight 
in  Jecula  feculorum^ 

I make  no  enquiries  into  the  paft.  Your  con- 
dud  to  me  has  beyond  doubt  been  very  wrong, 
nor  would  it  have  been  tolerated  by  any  philofo- 
pher.  I have  pardoned  you  every  thing,  and  I 
even  wifli  to  forget.  But  had  you  not  had  to 
contend  with  a lunatic,  enemoured  with  your 
fine  genius,  you  certainly  would  not  have 
efcaped  fo  well.  Let  this  therefore  fuflice,  and 
let  me  hear  no  more  mention  of  your  niece  ; I am 
weary  of  it ; (lie  has  not  fo  much  merit,  to  con- 
ceal her  defeds,  as  her  uncle.  We  fpeak  of  the 
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old  woman  of  Moliere,  but  no  one  will  ever  talk 
of  the  niece  of  Voltaire.  As  to  my  verfes  and 
my  rhapfodies,  I think  not  of  them  ; I have 
other  affairs  at  prefent  to  mind  ; and  I have  di- 
vorced myfelf  from  the  Mufes,  till  times  more 
tranquil  fliall  come. 

The  campaign  will  begin  in  the  month  of  June, 
and  will  be  no  laughing  matter ; we  fhall  find 
more  caufe  to  weep.  Remember  that  Phihihu"^ 
is  on  his  journey.  Should  not  a little  duke, 
pofTeffed  by  a hundred  legions  of  Auftrian  de- 
mons, fpeedily  have  himfelf  exorcifed,  let  him 
beware  of  the  traveller,  who  may  write  ftrange 
things  to  his  fublime  emperor. 

I fhall  make  every  kind  of  war  on  my  enemies; 
they  cannot  fhut  me  up  in  the  Baftille.  After 
all  the  ill  will  they  have  fliown  againfl:  me,  the 
revenge  of  ridicule  is  but  feeble. 

It  is  faid  the  Parifians  are  cutting  new  capers 
on  the  tomb  of  the  abbe  Paris  ; that  all  the  good 
books  are  burnt,  at  the  metropolis ; and  that  the 
people  there  are  more  mad  than  ever,  not  with  an 
amiable  excefs  of  joy,  but  pofTeffed  by  a gloomy 
andtaciturn  lunacy.  Of  all  the  nations  in  Europe, 
yours  is  the  moft  i . jonfiiTent  : you  have  much 
wit,  but  noconnedled  ideas.  Such  has  France  ap- 
peared to  be,  through  her  whole  hiftory. 

The  Utle  of  a work  by  tlie  king  of  Pruflia. 

This 
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This  mufl:  be  an  indelible  charafter  impreffcd 
upon  the  people  : in  the  long  fucceffion  of 
French  monarchs,  there  are  no  exceptions  ; 
except  during  fome  part  of  the  reign  of  Louis 
XIV.  The  reign  of  Henry  IV.  was  neither  fuf- 
ficiently  tranquil  nor  of  fufficient  continuance  to 
be  mentioned.  During  the  adminiftration  of 
Richelieu,  a confiftency  of  plan  had  been  re- 
marked, as  well  as  vigour  of  execution  : but  thefe 
are  certainly  (hort  periods  of  wifdom,  during  fo 
long  a hiftory  of  follies. 

France  has  produced  Defcartes,  and  Malle- 
branche,  but  no  fuch  men  as  Leibnitz,  Locke, 
and  Newton.  In  revenge,  you  furpafs  all  other 
nations  in  good  tafte ; and  1 enlift  under  your 
banners  in  ail  that  relates  to  acutenefs  of  difeern- 
ment,  and  a judicious  and  fcrupulous  feledtion  of 
true  beauties,  among  fuch  as  have  only  a brilliant 
appearance.  This  is  a great  ftep  in  the  progrefs 
of  the  belles  lettres ; but  more  is  neceffary. 

1 have  read  many  of  the  new  books  that  ap^ 
pear,  and  have  regretted  the  time  that  I have 
bellowed  on  them.  I have  met  with  nothing 
good,  except  a work  by  D’Alembert  ; particu- 
larly his  Elements  of  Philofophy,  and  his  Ency- 
clopedic Difeourfe’*.  The  other  books  that  have 
fallen  in  my  way  are  only  worthy  of  the  fire. 

* The  preface,  as  I imagine,  to  the  Encyclopedic.  T. 

4 Adieu. 
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Adieu.  Live  peaceful  in  your  retreat,  and 
do  not  talk  of  dying.  You  are  but  fixty-two, 
and  your  mind  is  ftill  full  of  that  fire  which  ani- 
mates and  fuftains  the  body.  You  will  bury  me, 
and  with  me  half  of  the  prefent  generation  : you 
will  have  the  pleafure  to  write  a fatiric  couplet  on 
my  tomb,  at  which  I (hall  not  be  vexed.  1 pre- 
vioufly  give  you  abfolution.  You  will  not  do  ill 
to  begin  at  prefent  to  prepare  your  materials ; 
perhaps  they  may  be  of  ufe  fooner  than  you  ima- 
gine. For  my  part,  Ifliall  tell  Virgil,  in  the  fliades 
below,  that  there  is  a Frenchman  who  has  furpafT- 
cd  him  in  his  own  art.  I lhall  fay  as  much  to  So- 
phocles, and  to  Euripides,  and  fhall  talk  of  your 
hiftory  to  Thucydides,  and  to  Quintus  Curtius 
of  your  Charles  XII.  Perhaps  I fhall  get  myfelf 
lapidated  by  all  thefe  fhades,  envious  that  a fingle 
man  has  in  himfelf  combined  their  various  merits. 
But,  to  confole  them,  Maupertuis  fhall  read  the 
Akakia,  to  Zoilus,  in  a corner. 

Letters  written  to  the  indifereet  mufl:  have  a 
remora  * ; this  is  the  only  means  of  preventing 
their  being  read  at  the  corners  of  flreets,  and  in 
the  market  place. 

FREDERIC. 

^ The  fucking  fifli,  fuppofed  by  the  ancients  to  have  power 
to  flop  a fiiip  under  fail,  or  a whale  fwimming ; and  figuratively 
ufed  here  to  flop  the  tongue  of  the  imprudent.  T. 

END  OF  VOLUME  THE  SEVENTH. 
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